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$1.88% a month
WMt

‘The most beautiful en-
gagrinent s we've ever shown
at, such a moderate price! Richly
designed. 14K Bolld White' Gold
&quare prong ring. Certifi>d, fine
quuht} fiery genuine diimond.
1 $1.88 a month.

5 GENUINE DIAMONDNS
$2.38 a month

JH-3 . .. A dazzingly beautitul
en agement . rin ng of 14 Solid

ite Gold with a certified Ken-
utne center diczaond and 2
matched fiery dlamonds on each
~ide. Looks worth double this low
price. Only $2.38 a month.

“Miss cAmerica”

BULOVA BAGUETTE

Oniy $2.38 a month

. -7 . BULOVA’S most popular, slen-

A d: »d Baguette at BULOVA'S lowest
gr{cﬁo Daintlly engraved; guaranteed

A “radio time” movement. Lovely
tubular bracelet. Only $2.38 a month.

Now only
FAMOUS $29.75 ELGIN 1795

$1.70 a month
JH-11 .. . Bave $11.80 on this nationally famous
ELGIN Wrist Watch! Handsomely engraved.
new model white case. fitted with a guaranteed
dependable ELGIN

movement. Sturdy link
bracelct to match. Only 81:70 e month,

] catalog
Featuring hundreds of
money saving speclals in
genuine diamonds, stand-
> ard watches, and fine

jewelry on = ROYAL'S

liberal TEN PAYMENT
PLAN. Adults: Send for
your copy to-day.

Our Greatest Ladies Wristwatch Value!

JH-10 . . . A

FREE o] "r,02 0

TEN FULL MONTHS TO PAY

Make your gift selection NOW:. Send us $1.00 depasit and a
few personal facts in confidence. Age, occupation, etc. (If
possible, mention one or two business references.) No di-
rec! inquiries will be made. All dealings strictly confiden-

fial. No embarrassment—no long delays. We ship promptly,
allchargesprepoid. NOC.O.D.TOPAY ON ARRIVAL,

TEN DAYS FREE TRIAL
If you find you can surpass our values, anywhere, return
{our. selec'ionl\and we promptly refund. your

£ deposit.
f entirely >alisied after trial period, pay only the small
amount stated each mont

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Weritten GOLD BOND GUARANTEE with every
Diamond and Waich, backed by Royal's 39.year
reputation of fair and square dealing. Be safe

. fe—
and SAVE! Mail your order TO.DAY to ROYAL
and greet Christmas Morning with a smilel

JET WITH

2 GenuINE piamonps 1 1°°
& Only $1.70 a month

Never before have we offered a value
equai tc this! A charming dainty, Baguette
effect 'aaies wristwatch: guaranteed accu-
rate and de ndnble timekeeper. Set with
2 GENUINE DIA-
MO\'DS Matched link bracelet.
Now for the first time at this
amaszingly low price. Only $1.70
a month

Only

Sls

2 initiels 2 Diamonds
$1.48 a month
JH-5... Distinctive, new,
gentleman’s 10K Solld
Yellow Gold initial ring
set with sparkling
genuine dilamonds and
2 8olid White Gold
ralsed initials on gen-

onyx.

JH-12,

The BULOVA Senator—15 Jew:
Only $2.38 a month
. The aristocrat of Bulova gent's
watches ‘at Bulova’s lowest price Ham'x
Bulova quality white case. Fully guar.
15 Jewel B-U-L-O-V-A movement. Link
let. Only 82.38 a month.

Year in and year out, ROYAL maintains its leader-

ship as AMERICA'S LARGEST MAIL ORDER CREDIT
JEWELERS with astounding Christmas Gift values

that challenge comparison anywhere! Tremendous

volume of orders mean lower costs to us and lower
prices to you!

Both
Now Only
297

.
$2.88 a month
§ CERTIFIED GENUINE DIAM
JH-2. Twoexr}\uﬂne!y ma*
betrothal rings beaumvun
engraved and pierced 14K
White Gold, for less than v«
expect to pay for one alone. 4
tifled genuine dlamonds in th
gagement ring and 3 ms‘:
£Zenuine dlamonds in the we*
ring. Now 4"‘)’ szq 75 tDr -

—S5288 a
Jrﬁ(s“ edd\ns R-’wa only $12.80
$1-15 a month.

e 35

2 DIAMOND
LADIES STONE RINC
Only $1.10 a month.

JH-6 ... A lovely gm ata \en lﬂo
Prlce' \er popular, - fashior
adtes ring ol 10 K Solid Whi-
set with a flery genuine diamv. "'l
each side, and a lovely sinu. » y
Ruby. Sapphire, Emerald, or A o P
thyst. Specify Choice. Only 87 "R
month.

ceb

“aoa ]
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‘%EYPEWRITER BARGAIN

REMINGTON
PORTABI.E

,10-DAY TRIAL OFFER

. .=ly 10c a day buys this latest model Reming-
;' #>n Portable. It is not a used typewriter. Not
sebuilt machine. It is a brand new regula-
=102 Remington Typewriter. Simple to oper-
-, yet does the finest work. Full set of keys
' y.@=sh large and small letters—and all the new-
Lf-( features.

i1hy the biggest typewriter value ever offered
. f-‘ or any other company. Once you see
L machine, you will be amazed that such a
is possible. The reason is simple. We

»g\- the largest manufacturer of typewriters
wugt’ne world.” Tremendous volume permits
« #eying the very best materials at rock bottom

wices This machine is sold and shipped di-
weiget from the factory to you.

153
— —=—e

Try this typewriter in your home or
ofice on our 10-DAY FREE TRIAL
OFFER. 1If at the end of 10 days you
do-nat agree that this Remmgton  is-the finesb
%c;mble at any price, return it at our expente.

e pay cost of shipment to you. You do not
risk one penny.

Free course in typewriting

With your Remington, you will get a practi-
cal, easy course in typewriting—absolutely
free It teaches the touch system—quickly,
practically. You can only get this course
through us. Thousands have found that dur-
ing the 10-day trial period, they can dash
off letters faster than with pen and ink.
Don’t delay. Don’t put off mailing this cou-
%?n Labor and material costs are going up.
e do not know how long we can guarantee
present amazingly low prices.

MAIL COUPON NOW

Remington Rand Inc. Dept. 18311, Buffalo, N. Y.
Teil me how I can buy a new Remington

Portable Typewriter for only 10c a day. L1

send me your new catalog.

Name |

Address |

City

State
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FEATURE-LENGTH MYSTERY NOVEL

Ghouls of the Green Death..............ccccoooovininiiinininncaee. By Wyatt Blassingame 8

In that lost covern, a greem-faced man writhed horribly as the masked ones woiched
him die. And Fred Kane, looking on, knetw the Green Plague had him in its clutches—
knew that he too must die soon, writhing and shrieking, a pain-wracked madman!

THREE MYSTERY-TERROR NOVELETTES

The Doom Dust ) By Arthur Leo Zagat 46

Death wos ebroad in the lonely lanes, offering a fearful fate to an umprotected bride
—and a ghastly fungus doom to all who snterfered!

e ——

Terror From the Deep By Hugh B. Cave 72

Th new not why they were gathered there, in that heuse perched above the rooring
sea. They knew only the hideous fate in store for them. . . .

Dead Men’s Eyes... By George Edson 96

Were those wasling ones who walked the night, blood streaming from their eyeless
sockets, mere victims of the pirate torturer’s work?

SHORT TERROR TALES

Out of the Past.......ccooooiioeieieieeeeeeeeeeeeee By E. G. Motris 41

It was a strenge company n that eerie house of living shadows.

By Order of the Dead By R. Currie Fleming 63

His will seemed mightier thon death. . . . '

Daughters of Pain By H. M. Appel 112

To the toriure creed of an anciest race they sacrificed their soft warm bodies. . . .
—AND—

Dark Ceuncil A Department 122

Cover Painting by Walter M. Baumhofer
Story Ilustrations by Amos Sewell
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BUT JiMm, |
DON'T SEE HOW
WE CAN AFFORD
TO MARRY.

{-

MARY'S RIGHT, |
REALLY CANT SUPPORT

%’

GUESS | HAVENT A
RIGHT TO ASK A GIRL
LIKE MARY TO MARRY
AN ORDINARY MECHANIC

OH! JIM,
WONDERFUL
NOW YOURE
ON THE WAy

YES MARY, AND
THERES A R
FUTURE FOR
US IN THIS

\ RADIO FIELD,

HERE'S PROO!‘,.R.@,

that my training pays

RADIO SURE IS FULL
OF OPPORTUNITIES
FOR TRAINED MEN.

lhll the coupon oow. Get the facts about

a a8 future, N. R. L. n.lnlnﬁ
with the manufacture, sale

mu!nment It fits you to go i
sets, ODe! od board gh
tion, oouce Radio and manv other jobs,
how you quickly leern at home in spare
Fxpert.

n for
ips, in broadcasting.
My

Many Radio Experts Make $40. $60, $756 a Week
Why etruggle along in a dull job with low.pay snd no future?
re Radio fleld.
Hundreds u us:}cuadul

Start tralning now for Tive-wri)

doubled and trivled ullﬂeu
got their start through N.

Mln{ Make $5. $10, 815 a Vluk
pal
Hold your job.

ba common {n most every neigh

Radio
Radio Equlumunt for conducting experiments and making tests
ch build and ;{ervlee practically

. Cleo T.
Dnton Onio. ‘“Worl
bout $1,600 whna ullnx ﬂu Course.”

Find Out What Radlo Offers

My Doox has shown handreds of fellows how to make more
. money snd win success.

It's FREE to any
over 15 vears of age. Investizate. Find out
you. Read what my Employment Department
get into Radio after gradnation, about my
ment, and the many other N. R. I. features.
in an envelope, or Psste it on & 1o, post

J. E SMITH. President, Dept. 4M89
Washington, D. C.

National Radio Instit

'w'xn:.ma;vlc &Y A, (Spare Time lobe
been rn

:h«u. p Ih e"vaarl. *] hawe_ no trouble
tm Am full gett Radio work
cbarge of Radio Fre- 1 have the reputstion
mﬂl:! Test n.{ g gctbtnns-
pt.”* Louis F. Lyet, 0 man own, and
énn & Tioga 5 Il'v;liu u!l!:p;?es?o s
wm;:;ﬂ.A 0o onlv.” &. Bernard

o Croy, 151 Washing-

ot

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4MS8

Dear Mr. Smith: Without
themraummdmn
anmnatmumnmlo

NAME

4900000000000 0000000000000000s00000

KNOW RADIO.

fits you for lobt
and operstion

re Time While Lsarning

I')l not only train you in a
your spare time a week. but the day you enroll I'll semd you
ummcnons. which sou should master n&o:l&d far dojug 28

Xing, oaly su eare cme, 1 Mmads

what Radio offers

Money Back Agree-
Mafl the coupon
card TO!

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
job oppartunities in Radio _and your 50-50 method
become Radio

CIT Yo uiienemriarnnnrccrransesansenssssBPTATE. ,eocutaaececstaes®®sertctcssares

*THANKS" YOU
SEE | HAVE
MINE NEVER |\TAKEN N.R.L
TRAINING

YOU CERTAINLY

Radio—the field
in con-

of Radio
yourself, service

televirion, avia-
tells
Radlo

1 have
men nOw

Extra

few hours of B. BM ITH, President
tiopal

J.
Nat Tustitute

The man who has directed
the ome-Study Training
of more men for
dio industry thar any
other man in America.

1 _give you

every type of
Beechwood Ave.,

ambitious fellow
doss to help you

DAY,

me, send your boak which points out

e
( Plecae print ploinly )

cesesescsasescsscceccess AGE. scrrcanes
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WHY MEN GO

Science Finds New Way to Remove
Germ Cause and Activate Dormant
Roots to Grow New Hair.

(Read Free Offer)

A germ called ‘Flask Bacilla of Unna** gets deep into the scalp
skin in many cases of abnormal hair deficlancy, causing a most
damgerons type of Aandruff. It clogs-up pores and hair fomclus

falting hair, and mennuhdomnnt balr roots

Now s Dew dlamvery epables Deople who have dandruff, falling
bair. thin hair and baldness to Darmlessly remove the conge:
thin outer la; skin This pernits opensd pores to hulhl
tnusunshﬁ and bnmmuuulmwnzwlprood
to activate the t hair roots snd cmw new halr.
It is the moet sensational diecovery in the history of hair
snd bsldness, Ithmwm;mmmuund GBOW
HAIR,” ‘““apatmmy of your hatr’® and tells what to
This tre(tlu is pow b.ml maﬂed FREE to all who wﬂw tor 1L

Send monsy, just D:
400-C. No. 1190 Bm-dwly New Yo:k it by
return mail fres and postpaid. I¢ pleased, tell your friemds about it.

Quit Tohacco

Don’t uhﬂ“ﬁdﬂ: beld tobacco bas upon
'l'houu‘n"d o mh-v:k.'hhb-'a

of the Kontor  foaa ot to
KEELEY TREATMENT FOR
68 BAasolan
sent on request. 5 bmm
KEELEY INSTITUTE. Dent. T-303 Dwight. Hliinois
Established Rellable Members everywhere (Many Wealthy)
i 4 lonely. write for sealed particul

mnccom?ﬂmw
GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

rolls off the back of a ducky |

WHAT A LINE-UP!

Novelettes by:

Donald Barr Chidsey
Leslie T. White
Max Brand

Thomas Walsh

Hugh B. Cave

Plus Short Stories and other Features,
by Oscar Schisgall, Richard Hoadley
Tingley and others

Watch for the cover with the man with
the green face!

DIME DETECTIVE

November 1st Issue Out October 12th

MUSIC
Teacher

LEARN AT HOME

fo play by note, Plano,
Bkulelo, Tenor Banjo, lemhn
Guitar, Plano Acc Saxophons

oF any other InstrumEnt-—or (0 BlAE.

1
No “‘numbers” or trick music. Cost
averages only a few cents a dsy.

Over 700.000 students.
for Free Booklet and Free Dem.

FREE BOOK [Tritc today for Free o mothod in dotall. ok trietie)
088 ain|

favosite instrument {s and 'riu oame and addr
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC . 36711 Bcunswick Bidg., New Yerk City

Accoun nts command big in-
come; Thousands nccgcd.
About 12,000 Certified Public Qu:
Accountants in U, 8. Many
earn 33,000 to $20,000.We train
you thorou hlyat homein your
sparetime for C, P.A. examina-
tions or executive accounmg
positions: Previous bookkeep-

C.P. A’s

Dept. 11334-H

‘the profession that pays«

ing knowledge unnecessary—
we prepare you from ground up:
r training is supervised by
Wm: B. Castenholz;
(e A.' assisted by staff of
Low cost—easy
erms. Write now for valaable
64-pagebook free,” Accountmg,
thc Profcmon That Pays.”

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

Cbicago, Illinois

AM




Prepare Quickly at Home in Spare Time

FOR A

Good Pay Job

Fast-Growing
AVIATION
INDUSTRY

My famous course trains you right in
your own home—gets you ready for
one of the good ground jobs—or cuts
many weeks and many dollars from
flight instructions, Send for my big
free book today.

Don’t sit back and envy the men who
are in the midst of the romance, adven-
ture and fascination of Aviation. YOU
DON'T HAVE TO. For right in your
own home, in your spare time, I'll give
you the traxmng _yau need to get started
in this growing, well-paid industry. Get
my free book. It tells all the facts.

Many Make $40, $60, $75 a Week

Through the amazingly simple method I have
worked out, I can train you at home to fill
many well-paid jobs in Aviation. Naturally, be-
fore you can fly, you have to take additional in-
struction in a plune. Even on that instruction
1 save you time and money. But when you grad-
uate from my course you have the necessary
foundation to fill any one of the many interest-
ing, well-paid ground jobs. Many of my grad-
uates quickly get into jobs paying $40, $£60 to
875 a week. Others, with the additional low
cost fiying Instruction I arrange for. b

Here are just a
few of the many
well-paid jobe in
the fast growing
Aviation Industry :

On the Ground
Alrport Superintend-

ent
lmtrum-nt Speclalist
Esectriciun
8hop Fureman
Hangar Crew Chief
Yratne Manager
Purchasing Agent
Aerial Mail Clerk
Motor Expert
Raaio Operator
Airplane Mechanle
Field Work

In the Air

Alr Express Agent
Air Mail Pilot
Aerial Photography
Airport Manager
1est Pilot

Aerial tl='ausn|wr

Agent
Private Piloting
Weather Observer
Flight Instructor
Commercial Pil
Fleid Manager
Transport Pilot

pilota 2t $300 a month or better.

Aviation Is Growing Fast

Get into Aviation now—when you are still gettlng in on
the ground floor of a new industry—when you have a
chance to forge ahead without having to displace lots of
older men. Aviation is a young man’s industry, Where
young men earn real money. The President of the biggest
air line in the World is only 35 years old. Most famous

for a well-pm’g job with a real
future. Mail the coupon for
my free book‘today.
Walter Hinton, Pres,
Aviation Institate

Washington, D, C,

I Mr. Walter Hinton, Pmldcnt

Aviation Institute of U. 8
§ 1115 Connecticat Avenue, Washington, D. C.

575 a Week Now District
as Instructor Traffic Agent
Robt. N. Dobbins, a “When 1 finished your

Hinton graduate, writes:
“I cannot thank you
enough for the assistance
you gave me in getting my
present position. Last weak
they promoted me to Chief
Instructor, at a big salary
increase.”

course I became connected
with T. A. T. and am hap-
gy to state that promotion

as come very rapidly, Y
shall always be grateful for
your intereat and coopera-
tion.”—C. E. MecCollum,
District Trafic Agent, T.
A. T.—Maddux Air Lines.

uot:phnelcmev.be lhuo the
C-4, and the first to fly from North
Houth America. The man who was a crack
flying instructor for the Navy during the Wu.
who today is training far-sighted for
Aviation. Hinton is n.dy to tnin you at
home in your spare time. Get his book.

pilots are in their early thirties, or even young-
er. It is a young man’s industry, which means
that there are plenty of opportunities to forge
ahead. But just because it is run by young men,
don’t get the idea that Aviation is a small
business. Millions are being spent yearly to
develop and improve airways and planes. Thou-
sands of men earn good livings from the busi-
ness. And many., many thousands will enter it
in the future. It is a great and growing indus-
try. this Aviation, an indust y that still brings
romance, excitement. thrills—even while it ia
bringing big opportunities and good pay.

I Have Helped Secure Jobs for
Many ot My Graduates

Due to my widegpread connections with avia~
tors, plane manufacturers, airport managers,
etc., I am in an especially favorable position to
locate jobs for trained men. My Aviation
friends know that Hinton-trained men are well
qualified to fill any job for which I recommend

__them.

‘Send For My Free Book Now

Now is the time to act. Don’t sit content with
& humdrum job with no future. Act now—to get
yourself into Aviation—the industry that is
slated to grow into a giant business in the
next few years.
Get into Aviation.
Study at home in

ur spare time

FREE FLIGHT
**Give her the yunl”
You're offl Yes siree. a8
s0Qn as you complete my
course, I arrange a free
flight for you at an accred-
ited air fleld. It doesn’t
cost you s penny. It is my
graduation present to you.

894.Y
A.. Inc.

Please send me a Free copy of your
book., *Wings of Opportunity,” te ingi
all about my opportunities in Aviation
how you will train me at home for them. l

(Print clearly)
Addrees ........e00000.a00 ARR, . :
CIY evnerninnrenesn BB, eanans

—-----------J



Watch for this Seal:

*Director Belt’ reduoed my waxst!me from
42 to 34 inches: T feel 10 years-younger.
Constipation goneé—no tired, bloated feeling
after meals.5—G.’ Nswron, Troy, N.¥:
Director.Belt” msta.ntlyt improves” your
appearance, pubs snap i youn,step, re-
lieves *‘shortness of breath,” restores
YOUR \Ilcuon a:d?t vanishes. : r - . : .
fallen inal ¥Tnuscl
bm;,e%“;h; ominaliTyacies ® Magazines bearing it give you |
action incremses slimination £ RPN lue in thrilli o
e ;‘ﬁ:‘ oo caihenicn. Vou | G extra value in thrilling fiction!
foel years younger. « i
1 Let us prove our claim §

No obligation  Write 40 F
= i “day for trial offer."

.360 N. Michigan Ave.
LANDON & WARNER 55t g-43, Ghicago, 1.

~

'l‘lmo counts in applylaz for patents. Don’t risk delay ln
rotecting youwr lweu Write for FREE book, ‘‘How
Obuln a Patent” *Revord of Invention™ form. No
charge for mromuon on how to proceed. Communics-
tions etrictly confidentisl. Prompt. careful. eficient eerv-
jce. My suocess built upon strength of satiafactory serv-
ice (0 {nventors loca todinmsmelnum Union.

Ciarescs A. 0'Brien, 48-), Adams Bldo. Washington, D, C.9

DON’T BE CUT
‘Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have plles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page’s Pile Tablets and you will bless

Work for “Unele S8am™ @ ~ ¢ & the day that you read this. Write today. E. R.
many Fanl A LA Mkm. n‘#;‘ . ":‘ Page Co., 2346-B Page Bldg., Marshail, Mich.
oy Safamee o o T, me e e ) | —

- taaay. jobs iob-” T s fow 5o

uen-wsgml. & get one of these .
wait Coggon 7, Namsooooorooiee s No More
[ ] [ ] [ ]
Whiskey Drinking

Home Treatment That
Costs Nothing To Try

Odorless and Tasteless

=—Any Lady Can Give

R Secretly at Home im
Tea,Coffes or Food.

If you have a hus-
band, eon, brother,
father or friend who
is a victim of liquor,
R it should be just the
Wo'rel\nn.ptz‘l'vow—.-n thing you want. _All
"m. o e you have to do is to
Papa's Whiskey Drinking 2end your name and
(and we want every women 8ddress and we will

“E lonly Mlu and ﬁﬁmﬂ- to know about 10). send absolutely FREE,
M u M fn plaip wrapper, a trial package of Golden Treat.
son "“““:7 wﬂ“ ,or PREE m?odparﬁmhm ment. You will be thankful as long as you live
SONVILLE, FLORIDA thst you did it. Address Dr. J. W. Haines Co.,

1123 Glenn Building, Cincinnati, Ohio.

24” Octagon barrel; side election; solid top; take-down Bpednl

i MARLIN Mod. 93" Rifloe 30/ and 52, carbins or'ful mag.” Soocial.
MARLIN Mod. 50—Autoloading 6 shot, 22 uk take-down. Speoial. .o IJ5
Automatio Pistols—famous "anco’ ...... 7 shot, oll.—v':ﬁ‘: 0 shot—$8.45: Cal.—$8.45 and $9.85
HI.Standard Target Plstols—very scourate; blued steel... 8%” ba o ghot $7.95; Automatis, 6%~ l795
New Service D. A. Reyolvers—38 /40

Colts 00 -4%" and 44/40- brabd mew. Specisld........ce.....ieeirerscoeedd
82 Deposét on 0. 0. D. 8. Catalog: Firearms, Binooulars, Micro. & Tclesoopes Air Pistols & Rifles, eto.
Send 30 stamp. LEE SALES CO. (Dept. DG-11), 35 West 32nd St., New York.




“SELDOM S
GRADUATE O

“IN ALL THE YEARS I have known of the
International Correspondence Schools, I have
seldom seea one of your graduates jobless.”

A business executive made this statement in
a recent letter commenting on the I. C. S.
graduates and students in his employ and ex-
pressing regrets that it was necessary to reduce
his personnel.

“However,” he added, “all 1. C, S. grad-
uates and students will be retained, for I

EE AN I. C. S.
UT OF A JOB”

fully realize their value in my business.”

The reason so many I. C. S. men have jobs¢
is because they are trained men/ A recent
investigation into the working conditions of
1000 I. C. S. students revealed only ten un-
employed. You, too, can be an I. C. S. man.

Mark the coupon and mail it today! It hdg
been the most important act in the lives of
thousands of men.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Without cost or Obllxltim.
whieh I have

*hnu send me 3 copy of your booklet, ““Whe Wins end Why,” aou sull particulars about the subjecd

*The Unioerscl Umioereity,” Bax 3251, 8erantan, Penoa

.

b TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
[ Areh ;;'rele:npb Engineer Aviation Epgines R. B. Bridge and Building Foreman
. Arch..(ectuul Draft a ork Automobile eduniu Alr Brakes [J Train Opecatds

Buildin ing En:imr Plumbln: Steam Pitting Highway Engineering
L] Wood Mm kiog 1 eating Ventilation Cbemistry gthuy
b Contractor and Bundu a Muh&nm Sheet Metal Worker Coal Mining Engineer
lf Structural Draftsman L] T k Steam Engineer Navigation [J Boilermaker
[ Structural Engineer L1 Patternmaker Steam Electrlo Engineer xtile Overseor or Supt.
L] Electric Wiring [|Pipefitter [ Tinsmith Civil Engin Cotton Manufacturing
L Electrical Englnee Bridge Engineer Survey. ing md Mapping ‘Woolen Manufscturing
L) Electric Lunu Bridge and Bullding Foreman []Refrigeration Agriculture Cl Fruit Growing
L Welding, Fieetric and Gas []0as Engines R. BR. Poultry Farm 0O Badlo

Shop Blueprints U Diesel ines R. R. Bection l‘orm Eng
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management C. P. Accountant Lettering Show Carde D 8igna []Grade Bchool Bubjecty

Office Management Dok i |Stenography and Righ Scbool Bubjects
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RED KANE looked out at the roll-
Fing darkness of the huge cemetery

and a shudder ran through his tall,
angular body. For just one second fear
was a wet coldness along his spine. Then
he laughed and wondered why he had
shuddered. The cemetery was peaceful
enough. A three-quarter moon hung low
in the west, making the grass look ebony
and silver. White tombstones were pale
death flowers blooming in the moonlight.
Far down the gravel drive he could see
the dark blot of the caretaker’s cottage.
Peaceful—yet Kane had shuddered in
sudden fear looking across the moon-
washed slopes.

Twenty-four hours later he was to re-
member that shudder—and experience the
weird feeling of predestined evil that may
8




GHOULS

OF THE

OREEN
DEATH

By Wyatt B[assingame

(Author of “Three Howurs to Live!” etc.)

Like some dread nightmare beast,
the Green Death stalked the streets
of New York, invading the homes
of the innocent, leaving men in
hideous agony from which there
was no escape. And Detective Fred
Kane, secking the fiend behind this
holocaust, found even himself a vic-
tim of the hideous pestilence—bis
body a living fire of pain, his brain
a tortured Thing that saw death
creeping inevitably upon !

come to a man who watches something
that he has dreamed actually happen.

But now Kane shrugged. “Maybe I
better give up my job with the force and
start selling lavender perfume—me get-
ting the jitters from looking at a marble
orchard!”

He turned, crossed the street, and
walked north half a block to the subway
station. His shoes made thudding sounds
on the concrete steps as he went down.

The clock over the change booth said
2:32. Kane yawned, dropped a nickel in
the turnstile and pushed through. Damn,
he was tired. Ten hours he’d been tramp-
ing about upper Manhattan and hadn’t
learned a thing which would help a cop

9
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who was a member of the Missing Per-
sons Bureau to find four guys who'd dis-
appeared recently. This was no job for
a detective who liked his troubles break-
ing fast and with something new on the
ball each time. It had sounded interesting,
however.

Four persons had disappeared within
the last week, all from the same section—
and all of them young and healthy. A
girl had gone to put some flowers on her
Aunt Emma’s grave, and never came back.
Two young men had started downtown
late at night—they must have ridden this
subway, Kane thought—and nothing had
been heard of them since. One man had
left his downtown office late, headed to
his home on West 158th Street. He'd
never gotten there. . ..

Kane looked up and down the bleakly
lighted platform. The only other person
waiting was a small, bow-legged man in a
brown suit near the far end. He stood
with his back turned to Kane. Trains
didn’t run often at this time of the night,
The detective dug in his hip pocket, pulled
out a newspaper.

GREEN DEATH STRIKES DOWN
TWO MORE, the streamer howled.
Kane wrinkled the mouth that looked sur-
prisingly young and boyish in his dark,
angular face, and made a snorting noise.
That was the trouble with these papers
trying to build up circulation, he thought
—always playing up scare stories. He’d
read the previous stories about the Green
Death and he started reading this one
without much interest.

Abruptly, then, his fingers tightened
about the paper and his black head bent
closer.

FIVE more persons had contracted the

disease which scientists had as yet been
unable to identify. The child of one of
New York’s most prominent millionaires,
confined to the hospital last week with

the disease, had died. His face had been
a vivid, horrible green before his death
and his last hours had been in agony
which morphine could not relieve. Doc-
tors were fearful that an epidemic might
spread through the city. Scientists ad-
mitted they were without means to fight
the plague should it gain further head-
way.

One of the two new patients was a
young man of moderate means, average
family. Another was an old pauper from
the Bowery. No man could know at what
moment the plague might strike him. The
millionaire had offered a large reward for
his son’s cure, and was allowing the offer
to stand after the boy's death—as an in-
centive to medical effort which might save
others from a similar fate. But so far all
the furious efforts of science had been fu-
tile. Horrible agony and sure death
awaited the person who contracted the
disease.

Fred Kane’s long, hard fingers knotted
as they gripped the paper. Death from
knives and guns he didn’t fear. He'd
looked at Death often, and grinned in his
face. But this sort of thing—it didn’t
give a man a chance.

Kane shrugged and looked up the track
for the train. Not in sight yet.

Abruptly the detective’s tall, lean body
stiffened. His eves squinted almost shut.
“What the hell ?’ he said aloud.

The bow-legged man in the brown suit
had vanished. He couldn’t have left the
platform without coming back past Kane.
He hadn’t done that, yet he was gone!

The newspaper slid rustling from
Kane’s hand. He began to walk with long,
swinging strides toward the point where
the man had stood. His right shoulder
was slightly higher than his left, making
a hollow between his coat and shirt on
the left side. Through that hollow his
right hand could reach and pull a .38
police special in less than one second.
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Fred Kane was a tall man. His shoul-
ders looked too wide above his long,
straight legs and hipless waist. His face
was dark, with high, prominent cheek-
bones and a lean, hard chin. His nose
was straight, high-bridged. His forehead
was high, his hair straight and black. He
was thirty years old, looked forty until
one noticed his mouth and eyes. Then
you thought he might be no more than
twenty. The mouth was wide, pleasant.
The eyes were surprisingly light brown in
his dark face. As a rule they held a boy-
ish twinkle. Now they had suddenly gone
dead and colorless.

Kane reached the point where the bow-
legged man had stood, looked around. No
doors here. He stepped to the edge of
the platform, looked over. The squinted
eyes followed the steel tracks out into the

_ dimly lighted tunnel.

Kane’s mouth jerked wide open and
his eyes seemed abruptly to swell. His
cheek bones made sharp creases across his
face. “God!” he said.

Along the tunnel occasional dust-coated
globes threw dim patches of light. The
dark figures looked like weird, abnormal
shadows. For one second Kane stood mo-
tionless, amazed, staring. x

There were three of them. Tall, black,
flowing things that seemed to glide along
the floor of the tunnel. And over the top
of one, hanging as limp as an empty bag,
was the bow-legged man in the brown
suit. Kane could see his arm swaying
slightly as the thing below him glided.

“Hey!” The word was a bellow that
shook along the concrete tunnel. Kane
flung his long body from the edge of the
platform, hit between the tracks running.
The .38 special was gripped hard in his
right hand.

The tall, gliding things stopped, turned.
They were nearly a hundred yards away,
but Kane was eating up the distance with
amazing speed.

Abruptly they twisted away from Kane,
and leaped.

The dusky light from a shaded bulb
shone on them for a second before they
whipped into the gloom beyond. The cold
lump went out of Kane’s chest and his
lips turned up in a hard grin. Those things
were men in long, black robes.

“Hey!” he yelled, kept running. “Stop
or I’m shootin’ I”*

THE last words were drowned out by
‘* a low but growing thunder. The train
was coming.

The figures were less than sixty yards
ahead now. Kane’s right hand began to
steady in front of him, centering the gun.
The thunder had grown to a roar and he
could see the light of the train beyond the
running men. It was coming toward him
at fifty miles an hour.

Without warning the three men
stopped. They were at the edge of a cir-
cle of light and Kane could see the sway-
ing robes, the black, pointed hoods, the
dangling arms of the bow-legged man.
They were to the left of the tracks, but
the light of the train caught them for a
second. As it did one raised a slow hand,
threw back the hood from about his face.
Kane caught a sharp, terrified breath.
The face below the hood was a livid green!

The train was even with them now, past
them, and howling toward Kane. He
heard the wild screaming of brakes. He
leaped to the left and his foot hit a cross
tie, sent him spinning. He tried to catch
his balance, staggered and went crashing
down straight toward the third rail.

Wild terror lashed at him. He’d seen
men die in the chair, eyes bulging from
their heads. The third rail held the same
death. He tried to fling his body back
from the rail, across the tracks in front of
the oncoming train. The brakes were
screaming like a mad banshee now, mak-
ing the long tunnel horrid with sound.
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Kane caught a glimpse of the first car
thirty yards away, tearing at him.

He struck on his right side, right arm
outflung. His hand rapped the protective
plank above the rail. His ribs were across
the track. The train was twenty yards
away and coming fast.

Kane’s legs doubled like pistons under
him, straightened. His body plunged
through space. He cleared the rail, shot
between the upright pillars, hit between
the next pair of tracks. The train howled
over the spot where he had fallen, came to
a jerking, shrieking halt.

Kane got unsteadily to his feet. He felt
a little sick at his stomach and his knees
were weak. He looked with wide eyes at
the wheels which had almost ground him
into a pulp, the high-powered third rail
which he had missed by inches.

The engineer had craned his neck
around the front of the train and was
yelling back at Kane. “What the God
damned holy hell do you—"" White, fright-
ened faces were peering from the train
windows.

Abruptly Kane broke into a furious
race toward the rear of the train. Behind
him the engineer kept up his shouting.
Kane, too, cursed as he ran. Those hooded
men would be getting away while he stood
here like a ninny.

He sprinted past the last car, leaped the
third rail, over the tracks and jerked to
a halt near the concrete wall. Close around
here. His eyes glinted up and down the
tracks.

The hooded men and their captive had
vanished.

CHAPTER TWO
The Missing Return

R ten seconds Fred Kane stood flat-
footed, staring along the dimly lighted
tunnel. His eyes, which had been wide
with surprise, narrowed slowly and the

color went out of them. The high cheek-
bones began to show plainly across his
face. Those hooded men couldn’t have
vanished into air—even if the face of one
was a ghastly green. A cold shudder ran
down Kane’s back as he thought of that
face.

Persons were calling from the' train
window now and Kane turned, saw two
men start along the side of the cars
toward him. The engineer and a conduc-
tor. Kane’s full boyish mouth pressed
into a straight line. It was just possible
that the hooded men had—

“Hey! What the hell you think this
1s? A race track? Of all the damned
fools . . .” The engineer was sputtering
profanity as he approached.

Kane said, “Aw shut up.” He flicked
the lapel of his gray suit, showed the
badge. “I was chasing a bunch of guys
through here, but they got away. How
far to the first emergency exit ?”

The conductor pointed a stubbv finger.
“Hundred yards or more, maybe two
hundred.”

Kane nodded and the line of his mouth
straightened. It was hardly conceivable
that the men could have reached the
emergency exit in those few seconds. If
they hadn’t escaped that way there was
only one other place they could be—on the
train.

Leaving the conductor at the rear to
keep a lookout, Kane went with the en-
gineer to the front, boarded the train and
went through it. He didn’t expect to find
any hooded men; they would have re-
moved those. But he found no discarded
robes, no bow-legged man in a brown
suit. None of the passengers had noticed
anyone enter the train.

Finally Kane gave up the search. It
didn’t seem possible the men could have
reached the emergency exit—yet they had
vanished. He shrugged, told himself they
were fast runners. But doubt and a
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strange, unaccouniable fear gnawed at
Kane’s mind. There had been something
supernatural, something eerie and horri-
ble about those green-faced ghouls who
had snatched the man from the subway
platform and disappeared into the depths
of this grimy, concrete tunnel.

Was this the way the other four had
disappeared? Who were these robed,
skulking figures who hid their rotting
faces under dark hoods? Why were they
stealing human beings and where did they
vanish with them? “They must have
reached that exit,” Kane said, half aloud.
But the > very words seemed to mock him.,

He called the conductor aboard, and
the train pulled into the station where
Kane had stood fifteen minutes earlier.

He left the cars and pushed through the
turnstile. The clock above the change booth

- said 2456. Inside the booth a man was nod-
ding sleepily.

Kane stepped to the bocth, peered
through the glass. The man inside looked
up with a start, pushed a couple of nickels
toward the window. He was a short,
plump, middle-aged man. His face was as
round as a full moon, bald across the
forehead and with a fringe of gray hair
in the back. His skin was pink, his small
mouth surprisingly white. His faded blue
eyes were narrow and crafty.

Kane showed his badge, asked, “Any-
body leave this station in the last few
minutes ?” .

The man shook his round head. A pale
light showed in the faded eyes. “How
come?”

Kane said shortly, “Your damn certain
nobody left here, or have you been
asleep ?”

A pale tongue showed between the
man’s white lips, vanished. “Nobody left
this side. Maybe on the uptown side. I
don’t notice over there.”

Kane said,<“Okay.” For a moment he
looked at the round-faced man out of

narrowed, colorless eyes. Heeling about,
he walked out of the station.

T WAS five minutes of ten when Fred
Kane came down the walk toward the
big brick building on Centre Street. He
was carrying a newspaper in his hand
and his boyish mouth was a bit stiff and
pale. ’

Two men in uniform were on the steps
as Kane started up them. They were big
men, but there was something strained and
frightened about their faces. Unconscious-
ly they edged away from Kane and from
each other.

The detective stopped There was a
question in his brown eyes, but his mouth
was smiling. “What the hell, man? You
think I got dandruff?”

The policeman shifted from one foot
to the other. He asked grimly, “You seen
the morning papers?”

Kane said, “Yes.” The Green Death
had been smeared all through them. Ten
new cases in the city. On the subway
this morning Kane had noticed many pale,
frightened faces, eyes that nervously
studied the other riders. There hadn’t been
the usual crowding.

The policeman blurted, “Well, the
papers ain’t got nothing about Ed Ham-
mond beginning to yell with a headache
right in here—less’n a hour ago.” The
man stopped, but his lips kept twitching.

"Kane said, “God!” He felt hollow inside
as he went on up the steps.

Inspector McFarlane listened to his
story, wriggled his square jaw, and asked,
“You're sure the man’s face was green?”

Kane said, “Yes, sir. A sort of nasty
looking green.”

“That sort of ties up with a report we
got in this morning,” McFarlane said.
“One of the men you were searching for,
Ed Nabors, 326 West 158th Street, was
found this morning.” The inspector paus-
ed, wriggled his square jaw. Then he
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added: “A Dr. Peter McGrath was ar-
rested when this fellow was seen in his
car, throwing a fit. McGrath’s from the
Medical Center. He claimed he saw this
fellow tossing a fit on the sidewalk, picked
him up and started for the hospital with
him. The reason he was throwing the fit
—" McGrath paused again—‘he had this
Green Death.”

Kane sucked a deep breath, felt the
prickling of fear along his back. He was
thinking of men dying in agony, not even
able to fight against the thing that killed
them. If a man was killed in a fight, that
was one thing. But to be murdered by a
little germ that crawled through your
body, that you couldn’t even see, couldn’t
put your hands on and fight. . ..

The inspector said, “I can’t be certain,
but it looks as though there might be a
definite tie-up between this disease and
the missing persons. The police will have
to do their part. The whole city, even
the force, is getting jumpy.”

Kane nodded. If the tie-up between the
Green Death and the increasing number
of missing persons was discovered, the
city would become panic-stricken.

The inspector’s square jaw set. He
snapped, “I want some action.”

Kane said, “Yes, sir.” He turned on

his heels. “T'll go out to the Medical
Center and check on Nabors.”

DR. PETER McGRATH was a slim,

blond man with a button nose and
rimless glasses. With him now was Dr.
Charles Stuart, average height, lean, with
a bald forehead, eyes and nose like a
hawk.

“I suppose you want to see me about
the Nabors man.” McGrath said. His
voice was slow and drawling, almost in-
sulting. His blue eyes were hostile behind
the glasses.

“You're right.” Fred Kane answered.
“I want you to tell me what you can about

this disease, and about finding the young
man.”

McGrath licked his thin lips. “Dr.
Stuart knows more about the disease than
I. That’s why he came down with me.”

Kane looked toward the lean, hawk-
faced doctor. Stuart said, “There’s really
very little I can tell you.” He spoke rapid-
ly, clipping the ends of the words. “We
don’t know how long after the time of
contraction before the first symptoms
appear. The first indication of which we
know is a raging, intermittent headache,
accompanied by high temperature. This
generally lasts for one day. By the second
day the patient’s face begins to take on
the greenish color, and by the end of
that day he has generally gone mad from
pain if not from some actual effect of
the disease on the brain. Due to occasional
hallucinations, I am inclined to believe
the disease does affect the brain. The pa-
tients may linger for several days or may
die as early as the third day.”

Once more Fred Kane felt the chill
breath of unknown fear against his face.
His voice was husky as he said, “Ed
Nabors disappeared four days ago. That
means that he caught the disease after
he disappeared.”

“Not necessarily,” Stuart clipped. “But
to the best of our present knowledge, yes.”

Kane ran a tongue over lips that were
straight and hard. “May I see him?”

Flame jumped in Stuart’s hawk eyes,
went out. Dr. McGrath drawled, “You
realize that we don’t know how this
disease is contracted. There is a possibility
that by entering the patient’s room. . . .”

Kane swallowed at the lump in his
throat. If he had been entering a room
to shoot it out with a gangster, he would
have gone smiling. But this—this was
different. He swallowed again, said, “I'm
working on this case. It would be best if
I saw—the thing.”

“You're the law,” Stuart said sharply.



GHhouls of the Green Death

15

He rose from his chair, motioned toward
the door.

There was a girl at the end of the hall-
way and as the three men approached the
door marked 324, she started walking
rapidly toward them. Kane sucked a deep,
pleasant breath into his lungs when he
saw her and the eyes in his dark face were
suddenly bright and youthful.

Lord! She was pretty! Hair the tawny
red of a tiger lily, cheeks very white ex-
cept for the flush of health and a wide
scarlet mouth. Anything but a perfect
figure below that face would have been
a tragedy—and Kane mentally noted this
was no tragedy.

She had taken less than five steps when
Dr. Stuart waved her back, called, “Be
there in a moment.” McGrath pulled open
a door and the three men entered.

The room was spotless, sunny. There
was a white bed near the far wall, between
two windows. Fred Kane stepped through
the door, his breath suspended like a
hanging sword, nameless fear crawling in
his chest. Then he looked toward the bed
and his breath exploded in horror. His
eyes went wide and colorless; his lips
jerked back across blunt teeth. “God "’ he
said aloud. ek HREME

THE mah on thé bed was lying per-
' fectly still, and for a second Kane did
not realize that the stillness was caused
by the heavy strait-jacket which held his
arms and legs. There was a gag over his
mouth, but Kane could see the rest of his
face. The skin was a violent, sickening
green, the color of ancient fungus or of
rotting slime on stagnant water!

Against it his red hair showed in weird
contrast. The green flesh kept twitching,
writhing, jerking as though every muscle
in the man’s body were fighting with wild
and demoniacal fury against the bonds
that held him.

Then Kane saw the eyes. Again he said,

“God!” in a taut, half-dazed voice. For
the eyes were also green! They glittered,
lashing back and forth in their sockets
like insane fires.

Dr. Stuart said, “After they have gone
completely mad it is necessary to use the
strait-jacket. Otherwise he might leap
from the windows, kill himself against
the walls, anything. It’s the pain, you
know.”

Fred Kane felt sick at his belly. Stand-
ing there, looking at the man on the bed,
he shuddered as he had once before while
gazing out across the moonwashed ceme-
tery; he felt once more that weird pre-
monition of inescapable evil. Instinctively
he knew that he too would yet turn green,
go mad, and. ...

“There is no cure,” Stuart was saying.
“He will die today or tomorrow.”

“But—but the pain,” Kane burst out.
“Can’t you do anything about that?”

“He’s full of morphine,” Stuart snap-
ped. “For some reason it doesn’t seem to
help much.”

McGrath’s voice was a slow sneer. “If
I had my way, he’d get no morphine.
He’s going to die anyway, and it only
ruins what chance we have of learning
anything from observation.”

Kane swung toward the thin man and
stared at him with wide-eyed amazement.
He’d watched criminals being third de-
greed and never blinked, but this made
him slightly sick. As he looked at the
button nose, the thin lips of the doctor
his own cheekbones bégan to show clearly
across his dark face.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said. “I've
seen enough.”

The girl was waiting for them in the
hall. She came toward Dr. Stuart swiftly,
her wide-set, blue eyes mirroring fear and
sorrow. “How—how is he?” she asked.

The doctor put a sympathetic hand on
the girl’s shoulder. “It’s as I told you. So
far there’s no change.”
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The girl bit her lips to keep them steady.
Kane leaned suddenly forward, asked,
“Are you Miss Nabors?”

She nodded.

Kane said, “I was at your home yester-
day but couldn’t find you.” He introduced
himself.

“The girP’s in no condition to talk to
detectives.” McGrath drawled.

Kane swung half about to face the
doctor. Rose Nabors put her hand on his
arm,

“If there’s anything I can tell that
might help,” she said, “I’ll be glad to.”

Kane said, “Thanks. Your brother
wasn’t having headaches before he left
home, was he?”

Her blue eyes widened. “No. He'd
always been so healthy, went in for ath-
letics.”

“Did he have any enemies? Anybody
that might have wanted to hurt him, get
him out of the way?”

She shook her head slowly. “Every-
body liked Ed. He was always laughing
and—" Her voice brake and a white line
of perfect teeth showed as she bit her
lower lip.

Abruptly Kane wanted to put his arms
around her. Involuntarily he raised his
hands. He stopped them, staring at his
upturned palms. He had just come from
the room of the Green Death. Suppose
he had brought the disease with him. If
he touched her. . ..

“Thanks,” he said, and turned abruptly
away.

But when he left the hospital a few
minutes later, the vision of tawny hair
above a face had once again eclipsed the
memory of that other, more horrible face,

THE cemetery fascinated Kane. Look-
< ing at it again now in the moonlight
he could feel once more that strange shud-
der along his spine. He cursed himself for
a fool, looked at his watch. Three minutes

to twelve. He started back toward the
subway entrance.

He’d come back to this section at twi-
light, had been walking nervously about
since then. Five persons had disappeared
in this neighborhood. Perhaps there would
be others.

He went down the steps into the sub-
way, stopped at the change booth. The
pink-faced, bald-headed man glared at
him out of furtive blue eyes. “Naw, I seen
no bow-legged man in a brown hat. And
nobody come out of this subway that
didn’t come in it on a train.” i

“All right,” Kane said. “Keep your
shirt on.” He went over the turnstile
without dropping a nickel, walked from
end to end of the platform. Along the
tunnel the dust-coated lights burned dully,
the concrete wall showed in checkered
light and shadow fading into dim ngthing-
ness. There was no life, no movement.
He went back over the turnstile. From
behind the glass door the bald-headed man
watched him narrowly.

On the sidewalk again, Kane could see
the cemetery, silver and black in the
moonlight. There was a thick, six-foot
hedge between it and the sidewalk, but
from the opposite side of the street he
could see over without trouble. He turned
north, walking slowly.

A half block away a street light made
a white circle on the pavement, one edge
reaching up to the walk. Kane saw a man
come into the light, then out again, mov-
ing with long swinging strides. For no
reason he could name, Kane stood still
and watched. He could scarcely see the
man against the dark shadow of the hedge.

The man reached the drive which led
in to the cemetery. There was no hedge
here and for one half-second he showed
clear and black against the moonlight.

And then, without warning, three
hooded figures showed suddenly beside
the man! Like giant and hideous geni
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‘fhey seemed to have risen out of the
' earth. Kane saw the man spin, heard the
terrified cry that split his lips—and was
cut short. A robed arm swung high and
down. The black figures scooped up the
_iman and vanished behind the hedge. . . .

CHAPTER THREE

but of the Grave

IT HAD happened in less than two sec-

onds, but before the figures disap-
peared, Fred Kane was running full tilt
toward them, a .38 police special in his
right hand. Hard muscles drove his legs
like pistons; his shoulders were pushed
forward; his breath came through clench-
ed teeth from which the lips had curled
back.

And deep in his belly cold fear gnawed
at his bowels.

He wasn’t afraid of three to one against
him, but in his mind was that horrible
green face he had seen below a back-
thrown hood—and the agonized, pain-
wracked face in the hospital!

His shoes pounded across the street,
skidded on the gravel drive. He hit the
soft green turf to the right of the drive,
running at full blast—and stopped. The
hooded figures had vanished!

The hair along Kane’s neck was stiff
and tingling. Nothing but a bird could
have escaped in the few seconds that had
elapsed. His eyes ached as he stared out
into the moonlight, .and that cold, shud-
dery fear quivered along his back. Last
night they had vanished from the subway.
And now. . ..

Kane started walking, following the
hedge. His eyes were narrowed to slits,
and colorless. His mouth was straight and
pale. He tried to shake off the fear that
gripped him. Those men couldn’t be suf-
fering from’the Green Death. If so, they'd
be throwing fits, not kidnaping young

men and women. Yet—their faces were
green. A man had disappeared, and re-
turned with the Green Death.

Kane cursed himself for a cowardly
fool, swung out toward the center of the
cemetery. They had to be here some-
where. Behind a tombstone perhaps.

Monuments of all sizes and shapes
rose like weird stalagmites out of the
ground around him. Ahead was the dark
blot of a large mausoleum. To either side
of it small oak trees showed like floating
shadows in the moonlight.

Something flickered from the mauso-
leum to the ock—and vanished! Fred
Kane caught one harsh breath and hurled
himself forward, running in a zigzag line,
gun ready.

A tongue of fire licked the darkness.
A shot crashed. Wind whipped Kane's
face and he heard the hiss of a buliet
past his ear. He hurled himself to the
right, hit flat on his chest, rolled back of
a grave,

He slipped his gun across the top of
the slab. He pushed one eye past the
corner, peered at the spot from which the
shot had come. The tree trunk was slender
and dark. It bulged slightly on one side.

Kane centered the muzzle of his gun
on the bulge, and shouted, “This is the
police. Come from back of that tree or
I'm shooting!”

The bulge in the tree quivered slightly.
A voice asked, “Well, why in hell ain’t
yuh said so?” Then a dark shadow de-
tached itself from the tree and moved
forward. Kane could see the rifle in the
man’s hand. ‘

“Drop that rifle,” he said. “Then come
ahead.”

The man bent, lowered the rifle tender-
ly, straightened. Three steps and he was
in the moonlight. Kane got up, pistol
ready, and went to meet him.

It was an old man with stooped shoul-
ders and shaggy white hair that fell across
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a narrow forehead. Eyes that were too
close together were strangely bright in
the wrinkled face. The mouth was tooth-
less and the lips caved in over the gums.
Somewhere Fred Kane had seen that
face before.

KANE’S gun was close against his hip.
He asked, “Who in hell are you?’

“I oughta be askin’ you that question.”
The man’s voice was surprisingly deep
with an unmistakable Bowery accent.
“You come bustin’ inta my cemetery. I'm
the caretaker.” .

Kane nodded, kept trying to remember
where he had seen the old man before.
“Why the devil were you shooting at me ?’

“There’s been bad things goin’ on in
this place the last week. A woman yellin’
four, five nights ago. Tonight I heard a
man shout. Then I seen you come runnin’
with that gun. Yuh want me to wait till
yuh stuck it in my ribs and pulled the
trigger ?” A‘

Kane’s eyes were thin lines in his face
now. He asked suddenly, “What’s your
name?”

The old man®s white head jerked erect.
" The eyes blazed, then clouded like those
of a hawk. “Ike Neganzi.”

Breath made a hissing sound between
Kane’s teeth. Now he remembered! Tke
Neganzi had been a smali-time political
racketeer. He’d been convicted, sentenced
to thirty years and had gone up swearing
to have revenge on the city which had
imprisoned him. Two years ago he had
been released, still swearing revenge. The
city had offered him the job of caretaker
at the cemetery and he had accepted. The
papers had played it up for a day or two
with pictures.

Could this man still hate the city so
much that, . . ?

Kane shrugged, stuck his gua back i
its holster. “You see anybody else before
you saw me? Men with hoods ?”

Stark terror showed in the old man’s
face. “Not tonight. No!”

Kane tensed, leaning forward, lips
pulled thin. “What do you mean, ‘Not
tonight’ ?”

“I seen them other nights.” The sunken
lips shook. “They got—green faces!”

For a half minute Kane stood motion-
less while dread ate slowly through his
stomach. Before his slitted eyes was a
vision of the face he had seen in the
hospital: green and rotting, twitching with
constant, unrelievable agony. Now it was
his job to run down these green-faced
monsters, And if he succeeded and ran
them to earth, it might mean—The Green
Death for him.

Ike Neganzi said, “I'm gettin’ on back
to my hotse. I don’t like it out here with
—with. . . .” His voice trailed off. He
turned, picked up his rifle and started
back toward the caretaker’s lodge.

Kane went toward the point where tha
hooded men and their victim had vanished
behind the hedge. From there be began a
slow, systematic search. There had to be
some sign to show where they had gone:
They couldn’t vanish as if they had
changed into tambs—as if they were
ghouls which had risen from the grave
and returned to the gravel

Kane stopped his search, stood flat-
footed, cursing himself. If he let his mind
ran on like this he’d go nuts. The way
he had shuddered last night when looking
at thds cemetery. No reason far that. And
IOW. . . .

The sound that broke off all thought
was sharp, flesh~crawling, like the grate
of stone on stone. It snapped Fred Kane’s
muscles like a bolt of electricity, whirled
him about, hand jumping for his gua.

The hand froze in sheer horror. Fear
jerked his muscles into cold knots, knock-
ed the air from his lungs. His eyes began
to swell in their sockets, unbelieving.

Moonlight lay bleak actess the thick
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turf, the white tombs. And out of a grave
beside Kane a Thing was rising! His
distended eyes saw it for only one rushing
second. It came straight up like a rising
pillar of black smoke. Below it he could
see the dark, emptiness of the grave. It
cracked forward and down.

Kane tried to hurl himself to one side,
to whip his hand beneath his coat and
reach the .38. Fear-cold muscles moved
sluggishly. They seemed to creak and
strain with infinite slowness.

The Thing smashed into his head.
Moonlight burst into whirling pieces,
faded into blackness.

A PATIENT, unending river of night

flowed over.and through Fred Kane.
He could feel his body floating in it,
merged into it so that darkness flowed
around him like air and through him like
blood.

There was something else in the black
river, something hard and fragmentary.
Parts of it touched on raw, pained nerves.

The river of darkness faded into light
but the tiny fragments became harsher,
more numerous. Kane stirred, tried sub-
consciously to avoid them and could not.
His eyes were open, but it was a long
minute before they began to focus and
his brain functioned.

With the suddenness of a bell ceasing
to ring, one thought beat furiously in
Kane’s brain. He was afraid, horribly,
unreasoningly afraid! He tried to hurl
himself into terrified movement, felt his
muscles jerk and become still.

Then sight returned to his eyes and
thought to his mind.

He was lying flat on his back, his hands
tied behind him, his feet bound together.
High above him was a curving roof of
solid concrete. His eyes followed this
down to where it met the dirt floor on
which he lay. He twisted his head, looked
toward the other side. Here too was a

solid concrete wall. Fastened to it, about
shoulder high, was a gasoline lamp that
made white, glaring light. About ten yards
below his feet a black curtain formed one
wall and another made the fourth behind
his head. It occurred to him suddenly
that he must be in an abandoned subway
tunnel.

These things Kane saw and recognized
though his entire being was concentrated
on the thing which had flung cold fear
through his body. He knew now what the
jarring fragments in the river of darkness
had been.

From beyond the curtain at his feet
came a steady torrent of noise. Fred Kane
had never heard those sounds before, but
he recognized them. They were incessant,
short, high-pitched—but flat and wailing.

Beyond that curtain someone was suf-
fering the horrors of hell, someone had
gone mad with pain—and was screaming.

Like furious, pointed barbs of agony
the sounds came, one on top of the other,
unending. They jangled at Kane’s nerves,
curdled his brain into a quivering, pulsat-
ing horror.

Kane’s mouth jerked open to cry out
against the torture of the sounds. Then
his jaw clamped tight. He began to wrig-
gle against his bonds, writhing, twisting.
The ropes held, but when he stopped to
rest he had moved several yards toward
the green curtain,

Kane’s jaw was knotty with muscle and
his cheekbones showed pink. He began
to roll toward the curtain. From beyond
it the screams came, high and flat.

Lying close against the curtain, Kane
caught the bottom of it with his teeth,
rolled his head. For just one second he
stared through the space below the curtain
—yet that second remained indelibly
stamped on his brain. That second drag-
ged itself throughout aeons of time while
Kane ached to shut his eyes against the
sight at which he gazed, frozen in horror,
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unable to move. Then he was rolling back
across the floor, vomiting.

Just beyond the curtain had been iron
bars which reached from side to side of
the tunnel. Beyond the bars was a room
similar to his own, lighted in the same
way. The man from whom the screams
had come lay in the middle of the dirt
floor.

HE WAS undressed except for under-

wear. The flesh of his body was a
sickening, rotting green. His hands and
feet were tied, but he twitched ceaselessly
against the ropes, flopping about in an
agony that lashed utterly exhausted
muscles into mevement. His eyes had
been toward Kane, green, mad eyes. His
mouth was open and saliva drooled nastily
across his chin and throat. Constant
twitching had rubbed the skin from his
shoutders and legs, making great, dirt
crusted, bloody sores. From his open
mouth the cries tore like the wild scream-
ing of a ripsaw.

For two minutes Fred Kane lay weak
and sick. His brain was whirling and fear
crowded his lungs against the walls of
his chest. The man beyond the curtain was
dying of the Green Death. Why had he
been brought here to die? Why had Kane
been brought to this subterranean vault?
Did it mean that ke too. . . ? God!

He began to fight like a madman against
the ropes that held him. The skin cracked
and started to ooze blood, but the bonds
held.

Abruptly Kane quit struggling. He lay
very still, head half raised from the floor,
listening. Below the constant, jarring
screams there had been another sound.

It came again, nearer. A muffled voice
speaking, the pad ef shoes. An iron hinge
grated and Kane knew that someone had
entered the room of the dying man.

Rolling as silently as possible, Kane
reached the curtain again, lifted it with

his teeth. Blood drained from his dark
face, leaving it a sickly yellow, as he
watched.

Three men had entered the death room.
They wore surgeon’s white clothes and
surgeon’s masks. Rubber gloves covered
their hands. As Kane watched two of
them knelt beside the bound man. One
held a hypodermic. The other caught the
green man’s shoulder, pushed hitn over on
one side. The thin needle of the hypo
plunged into the green flesh on the inside
of the elbow. As the gloved hand pulled
back on the plunger, the bowl of the
hypodermic was filled with blood.

The two men straightened. One of
them said through his mask, “If that
Nabors fool hadn’t got away, we'd have
almost all the patients we need, now that
we've got the girl.”

The man holding the hypo nodded, said,
“Let’sget it over with.” He started toward
the place where Kane lay, followed by the
other two.

Fred Kane went momentarily mad with
fear in that second. For he knew now
why he had been brought here—and he
knew the meaning of that blood-filled
hypedermic.

He was to be given the Green Death?

CHAPTER FOUR
Death in His Veins

KANE writhed like a snake against the

ropes that held him. The skin tore
loose and blood seeped into his palms, but
he did not feel it. Exhausted, he went
very still, his lips parted, cold; his eyes
wide open and colorless.

He too would have the Green Death.
‘There would be violent headaches for a
day or so. His body would burn with
fever. His skin would turn rotting green.
He would go mad with pain, howl and
writhe and fight to kill himself and end
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his misery. And all the while that he
waited to go mad he would know what
was coming—and be helpless to prevent it!

“I see he’s conscious,” a voice said.

Kane jerked his head, saw the three
ren staring down at him from over sur-
geon’s masks. The words whipped his
body into one last furious effort. The
muscles in his arms and shoulders bulged
like whipcord. Sweat broke out on his
high forehead, ran down into his eyes
and across ridged cheekbones. His fingers
were hooked and stiff as steel talons,
Blood oozed between them as the ropes
dug into his twisting wrists. But the
knots held.

For more than a minute he fought,
lashed by wild terror until he was all but
insane. If they had eome to kill him
outright he could have waited and smiled.
But this disease, this thing that drove men
crazy and rotted their flesh as they lay
helpless. . . . Finally Kane fell back
exhausted. His mind was sodden, hope-
less.

One of the men laughed. “He puts up
as much fight beforehand as he will
afterward.”

“Let’s get it over,” the man with the
hypo said. His voice was muffled by the
mask, but Kane stiffened. Somewhere he
had heard that voice before.

It took two men to hold Kane while
the other injected the blood. Even so they
were forced to strike him with the butt ot
an automatic. The blow didn’t knock him
entirely unconscious, but it seemed to
break contact between his brain and
muscles. He lay motionless, saw the blood-
filled hypo come close to his arm, felt
the prick of the needle, saw the blood
from the glass bowl slowly vanish into
his vein.

The men stood up. “There’ll be no need
to observe him for the next few hours,”
the man with the hypo said. They went
out of the room on the side opposite the

dying man. There were iron bars beyond
this curtain too, Kane noted, but the men
made no effort to close the small door in
them.

Complete consciousness returned to
Fred Kane slowly. And with it came
crawling, mind-eating horror. The blood
in his body felt cold and slimy. It seemed
to creep through his veins with small, scaly
feet that made his skin pimple and the
hair along his neck rise stiffly. From the
room beyond came the dying man’s
screams, rolling over him in hoarse,
choked notes. -

He would be screaming like that soon.

Kane shuddered. He didn’t know any-
thing about medicine, but he knew that
blood from the dying man’s body would
carry the germs of the disease. And now
the germs were within his veins, coming
closer to his mind like an army of rats
ready to gnaw at his brain. Soon he wouhd
go mad! Mad, and screaming in agony.

“Oh God!” he said aloud. “Good God !’

Then he fought himself to calmness.
His lips were thin and cold but they
ceased to quiver. He’d faced death before
—but this—God! He shuddered, caught
his nerves in an iron will and made them
steady again. He could take death when
it came. There was nothing he could do
for himself now. He had to die—in
agony. But there was something he could
do for the city. If he escaped from this
place he could call the inspector, have a
whole squad descend on these fiends who
murdered men with disease.

He began a steady struggle against his
bonds. The skin had been rubbed from
his wrists and the ropes ground on raw
flesh. Kane’s jaw set hard and he kept
working. The exertion started blood flow-
ing from the place the gun butt had
landed. It oozed out of his matted black
hair and down across his forehead. His
lids were narrowed against the pain in
his wrists until his grimy, blood-smeared
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face seemed an eyeless mask of horror.

His head was aching. Kane knew the
pain came from the blow, yet he kept
saying through cold lips, “It can’t be the
disease yet. Not yet !’

ONE, two hours slid by. The ropes bit

deeper into his wrists, but the knots
never slipped. A wild fury blew like a
storm through Kane. He had to get loose!
Had to! Otherwise these fiends would
continue to capture persons, bring them
into this hell-hole, and watch them die
in agony.

Soon they would come back to watch
him. Almost sick with pain he rolled over
in a last wild effort. His blood and dirt
cakéd hands bit at the ground—but the
ropes held.

Kane went limp, exhausted. He was
whipped. He couldn’t beat these ropes.
He lay breathing heavily, staring at the
wall from which the gasoline lantern shed
its fierce white glare.

Abruptly, then, he jerked himself to
a sitting position. His lips curled back
from his teeth and his eyes narrowed.
“Damn i#t! There’s a chance,” he said.

Wriggling his knees under him, Fred
Kane flung his body up and back, man-
aged to stand erect. Hopping, he went
across the dirt floor. The lantern was
shoulder high, swung from a peg in the
concrete. The floor beneath it was of
dirt, but packed hard as rock.

Kane looked down at the floor, at the
lantern again. Sweat and blood and dirt
made a nightmare of his face; behind thin
pulled lips his teeth showed strangely
white. He sucked a long breath. From the
next room the cries came steadily.

Well, it was better to burn, if the worst
came, than to die of the Green Death.
Stooping, he put his head under the lan-
tern, straightened.

Light whirled about the room as the
lantern fell. Kane tried to throw himself

to one side, out of the way of the gasoline,
should it explode. His bound ankles
brought him smashing to earth, close
beside the lamp.

It hit the floor with a crash. Blackness
whipped through the room. Light glim-
mered yellow and red for a half second.
Kane watched as a bird might watch a
snake advancing.

The red light went out and there was
pitch darkness in the room except for the
thin white line beneath the left curtain.
Kane rolled to the spot where the lantern
had fallen, lay on his hip and began to
grope with his fingers. The glass shade
had broken but the heavy container for
the gasoline hadn’t. Tortured fingers
found a jagged piece of glass. . ..

Ten minutes later . Fred Kane stood
erect, working stiff, bloody fingers. He
took several short, high steps, flexing the
muscles of his legs. The men had gone
to the right, not planning to return for
several hours. That was probably the way
out. Kane turned to the right.

It was ebony dark beyond the right
curtain. Kane groped along the iron fence,
found the gate and went through. The
next room was like a sea of ink crowding
against his eyes, seeming to clog his very
lungs with darkness.

Kane started wading through the dark-
ness, hands outstretched, feet sliding cau-
tiously before him. He found another
curtain, but no iron grating. Pushing by,
he kept going. Another curtain, and there
was a dull stirring in the darkness. Kane
tensed, listening. The cries of the dying
man were barely audible now, only a
recurrent whispered horror in the black-
ness. Ahead there was nothing.

KANE started forward again. He

passed another curtain and stopped
sharply. Beyond a long pool of darkness
was a white line—a light below the next
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curtain. A muffled voice floated through
the gloom.

Sudden anger flamed in Fred Kane’s
body. His long fingers twitched, and were
rigid. His breath came through clenched
teeth. Here, just ahead, were the men who
had killed him. Soon his body would be
a living flame of agony without hope of
anything save death. These same men had
tortured others. Now. . ..

Kane crossed the room like a stalking
panther. Near the thin line that marked
the curtain he went down on his hands
and knees. He caught the bottom of the
curtain between bloody fingers, lifted it
and peered under.

The room was lighted by a lamp hung
on the right wall. A thick rug had been
spread over the dirt floor. There were
two beds, a dresser, two easy chairs, but
the general shape of the room was the
same as that in which Kane had stayed.
In the middle of the room was a card
table and at it two men were playing
stud poker.

His fingers tightened on the drape,
wrinkling it in tiny folds.

He didn’t know these men, but he knew
the type. Average height, thick-set, brutal.
The slender man who had injected the
blood into his arm was not here. Instinc-
tively Kane knew that he was the central
figure behind this whole fiendish business.
But what could he possibly gain by such
hellishness? Was he some madman play-
ing with death in new and horrible forms?

One of the men at the table said, “Jack
bets,” and tossed out a chip.

The other called, said, “We better get
back to that damn detective after this
game. The boss’d raise hell if we missed
the first things he does.”

Kane’s big shoulders stiffened. The
slender man was probably in some room
beyond this one. If Kane could hide while
these men went back to look for him, he
might be able to slip through.

He began to crawl toward the right
wall.

His raw fingers slapped unexpectedly
on a rock and pain shot through his arms.
Before he could stop himself he said
aloud, “Damn!”

A silence that crescendoed to a furious,
intense and utter soundlessness struck the
tunnel. For one second Fred Kane re-
mained motionless on his hands and knees,
mouth still open. Beyond the curtain the
two gangsters sat staring at one another,
immobile as a picture.

The tableau broke. Fred Kane scooped
up the bottom of the curtain a half inch
from the floor, peeped under. The two
gangsters were whirling, coming out of
their chairs, crashing them over, pulling
guns as they moved. Both leaped toward
the curtain.

THERE was no use of turning to dash
' back the way he had come. Kane was
weak, still tired from the struggle against
his bonds. Somewhere in that long tunne!
they would overtake him. His only chance
was to go forward.

Kane plunged headlong into the curtain.
It billowed around him, flapped against
his face, almost tripped him. A gun
blasted and Kane felt the drape jerk as
a bullet tore through six inches from his
head. Another shot.

The cloth rippled back over Kane’s
face, his head, and was gone. The two
gunmen were near the curtain and about
the center of the room. Kane was far to
the right. They were half crouched, bring-
ing up their guns, slowly, confidently.

Kane’s right hand lashed through the
air, struck the gasoline lantern. The thing
went whirling off the wall, spinning
wildly. A gun roared. Kane staggered in
his stride as the bullet ploughed a shallow
trench across his chest.

The lamp crashed to the floor. Black-
ness roared through the room. Guns
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blasted and two tongues of flame spit into
the darknees. Bullets struck the concrete
wall, ricecheted, and shrieked into the
darkness like banshees. Kane went plough-
ing through the curtain at the far side
of the room.

Light struck his eyes again. Another
lamp on the right. Directly ahead the room
ended, a solid wall of concrete with two
chains dangling, pulleys overhead. Behind
him steps pounded. A half second and
they’d be on hitn from the rear. In front
his way was blocked.

Kane’s eyes glittered at the pulleys. His
flailing right hand caught the lamp and
sent it crashing. Stygian dark opened its
mouth and swallowed the room. He didn’t
stop running in time and his shoulder
jarred hard against the concrete wall. He
staggered backward, caught one of the
chains, yanked.

Behind him guns roared in the tunnel,
making wild shaking echoes. Bullets
spanked the wall a few inches from his
face. He heard the oiled sliding of the
pulleys overhead. Gray light showed in
front of him. He leaped headlong, his
body tense, waiting for the bullet that
would find him etched against the light.

There was a hoarse shout behind.
“Don’t shoot! They'll hear. . . . The
gate’s up !”

Fred Kane saw the train track a split
second before his foot struck it. He pitch-
ed forward, hands beating at the air,
clawing madly as though to hold himself
erect.

For just in front of him as he fell was
the electric rail!

He kept falling. Somehow he got his
left foot under him, shoved. His body
arched. He saw the rail come rushing at
his head. Air tore in a gasp through his
nostrils. Then he had cleared the charged
rail, struck on the other side, rolled to
his feet. He whirled, went racing down
the subway tunnel.

Once he twisted his head and looked
back. Nothing but solid, concrete walls.

HE SLOWED to a walk, pulling long,

deep breaths into his lungs, letting
them out until his chest ached. God! He
was tired and his head was hurting. “It’s
from the blow,” Kane said aloud. “It
can't be the disease—yet.”

He found suddenly that his fingers
were trembling. While it had been men
and guns that threatened his life he had
been without fear. But now. . . .

“God!” he said aloud, “I—T’ll be
spreading the disease!”

Would he give it to other persons
merely by walking near them? He had
to get out of here, call the inspector to
send down a squad. He knew now that the
disappearing men were being hidden in
an abandoned subway tunnel that had
been cleverly blocked off. No one would
ever find them unless. . . .

There were half a dozen persons on
the subway platform. Beyond the turn-
stiles a faint light showed from the stair-
way. “Daylight,” Kane said aloud. The
clock on the change booth showed 6:12.

Even before Kane reached the platform
he noticed the persons waiting there. Four
of them had newspapers and were read-
ing, but from time to time they would
glance cautiously toward the person near-
est. In every face there was fear—stark
dread.

Probably there are more cases in the
paper this morning, Kane thought. An
epidemic, a plague. . . . And he himself
carrying the germs. But he had-to reach
a telephone.

There was no one waiting at this end of
the platform. Kane put his hands on it
and tried to vault up. He was still weak
and for a moment he hung swaying, legs
dangling below the edge, head and shoul-
ders above it.

A woman screamed in terror. The
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newspaper she had been reading fell rustl-
ing at her feet. She stood, mouth jerking,
eyes wide, arm and finger pointed rigidly
toward Kane. Then she whirled. The
turnstile clattered as she raced through.

Chaos broke loose on the platform.
Screams rang out from both the uptown
and downtown sides; wild, jangling cries
of fear that shrieked weirdly along the
tunnel.

Men and women dashed for the turn-
stiles, clawed at one another, fought
through and up the steps. Fred Kane
hung there at the edge of the platform
staring after them, wide eyed, ‘amazed.
What had terrified them? Was the whole
city mad with fear?

He struggled onto the platform. As he
did so he noticed his blood covered, grimy
hands. He smiled thinly. His face must
be as gruesome looking as his hands. The
papers had probably carried stories about
persons disappearing from this section.
He picked up the paper the woman had
dropped. Great black letteres glared from
the page.

GREEN DEATH STRIKES
NINE MORE
Epidemic Feared; Police Think
Victims Snatched, Then Diseased

Subhead lines declared doctors were
hopeless before the threat. It was possible
that the Green Death might destroy New
York as the plague had wiped out London
in 1665. Several more patients had died.
Death seemed positive once the disease
was contracted. . . .

FRED KANE'S fingers crushed the

paper, leaving spots of dried blood.
His mouth was pale against his dark face
and a nerve under his right eye kept
twitching. He was going to die—like the
man he had seen in the hospital, like
others, like the one he had seen back there
in the abandoned tunnel, writhing in tor-

ture on the ground, screaming, crazy with
pain. Going to die in agony, unable to
fight. . ..

“Oh, God!” he said aloud.

The tunnel rumbled to an oncoming
train. The sound struck at Kane’s fear-
cold mind. Well, he wouldn’t die before
he’d turned those fiends over to the police.
Suddenly he wondered where the green-
faced men in the hoods had been while
the others worked on him. The gunmen
didn’t have green faces.

He remembered sharply the hideous
specter rising out of the ground—out of
the grave itself. His teeth clamped on his
lower lip to still its trembling.

There was a telephone booth inside the
turnstiles and Kane stepped toward it.
He raised a bloody hand and pushed it
through dark hair. The rumble of the
train was increasing his headache sharply.
Kane’s teeth dug deeper into his lip. It
was just from the blow. It couldn’t be
the disease. It couldn’t. ...

He stepped inside the telephone booth
and pulled the door shut behind him. The
train had stopped, but the air inside the
booth seemed to be shaking with thunder
and stiflingly hot. God! It was hot, but
he wasn't sweating. He wondered why.

Dropping in a nickel he raised his
finger to dial headquarters, stopped. What
was the number? Hell, he knew that
number as well as he knew his name. The
pain in his head was becoming wild,
furious. His left hand clenched the re-
ceiver, his right hand clawed at the box
on the wall. This pain was driving him
mad. He couldn’t think, couldn’t. . . .

He caught himself up sharply. He had
to think, had to remember that number.
Let his nerves slip and he’d go insane.
Had to keep control of himself.

He watched the forefinger of his right
hand as though it were utterly detached
from his body, as it moved toward the
dial.
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It dialed the operator and he heard
himself asking for police headquarters.

A moment later he was talking in short, -

broken syllables. The agony within him
had become a wild fury, gnawing at his
brain, crawling through his body like fire,
searing his veins.

“This is Fred Kane,” he said. “Missing
Persons. Broadway subway, 157th Street.
. 2. Send a squad. . . . There’re graves in
the cemetery. . . . Things come out. . . .*
He couldn’t say any more.

The fire in his body had burned the
very air from his lungs. He stood clawing
at the telephone, swaying. He could hear
the man at the other end shouting ques-
tions, but the words made no sense. Kane
gasped, “An ambulance—got—Green
Death.”

The receiver clattered from his hand.
He swayed backward against the wall.

God but it was hot! The fire was inside
and out. His head was bursting. He had
to get more air. He pushed against the
door of the booth, almost fell out when
it opened. Rocking like a drunken man
he started toward the stairway.

Two men and a policeman were stand-
ing at the foot of the steps watching him.
One was the round-faced, bald-headed
man from the change booth. His pink face

: seemed white with fear now, but there

was another look in the narrow, glittering
eyes. Curiosity? Hatred? Kane couldn’t
tell. He stood staring at the bald-headed
man, his brain struggling for a pain-
blurred thought. This man worked here
where these things. . . .

The policeman took a slow step for-
ward. He was gripping his club hard.
His face was drawn with terror. He said
huskily, “All right. Who. . . ?”

Kane made a gesture with his right
hand. He couldn’t control the muscles
and it swung in wide. He said, “Keep
crowd back—ambulance coming. . . .”

God! He couldn’t stand this torture any
longer. '

He pitched forward, hung like an empty
sack across the turnstile.

CHAPTER FIVE

Two Days to Live

GCPUT him on the stretcher and carry
him up,” a voice was saying.

Hands seemed to pick Kane out of
the air. Someone said, “Cheeze! This
guy’s temperature must be 140.”

“They always run a high temperature,”
the first voice said in its clipped, brisk
fashion. “It’ll go higher with each attack
until he finally burns out and dies.”

Kane felt himself floating through the
air. The pain in his head wasn’t so bad
now. It still hurt and he still felt hot,
but he was breathing easier.

When his eyes finally opened he was
inside an ambulance. Dr. Charles Stuart
was sitting beside the cot, watching him
out of black, hawk eyes over a strong,
hawk nose. “How are you feeling now ?”
he asked. His slim fingers found Kane’s
pulse.

Kane said, “Better.
in a—"

He stopped, mouth still open. The at-
tacks were recurrent, the doctors had told
him yesterday. Each one would be worse
than the one before until he went com-
pletely mad. Worse than the one he’d
just had . . . God!

He twisted abruptly toward the doc-
tor. “Did the cops get there? They find
that old tunnel where the men were hid-
den?”

The hawk eyes narrowed. The slim
fingers left his wrist to move upward and
touch his forehead. “Just take it easy,”
Stuart said precisely. “The police came
out, all right.”

“Damn it!” Kane said. He knew what

T’'ll be all right
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the doctor meant. “I’'m not out of my
head now. That’s where the persons go
that disappear. I saw them. We've got
tO'—-”

Stuart shook his head. “Just keep qui-
et. You'll see some of the police at the
hospital, if you want. You're still weak
now.”

£ * x

Inspector McFarlane stood running his
blunt fingers along his square jaw. “You
just stay here and do as the doctors tell
you,” he said. “We’ll take care of the
other.”

Kane clenched the side of the bed in
desperation. He could see the disbelief
in McFarlane’s eyes. They all thought
the disease had him out of his head and
making up yarns about things that rose
out of graves. They didn’t believe his
story about the empty tunnel.

“Dammit, Inspector ” Kane said. “I'm
not crazy ! I'm not!” His voice went high.

Dr. McGrath leaned forward. “You'll
have to keep still,”” he said. “Otherwise
you'll bring on the next attack sooner.”
He turned and with Stuart and McFar-
lane went out of the room, pulling the
door shut behind them.

Kane rolled to a sitting position on the
bed. His hands were clenched in the cov-
ers, his mouth straight, an ugly line of
muscle along his jaw. Was he crazy
already? He had seen that thing come
out of the grave, hadn’t he? He knew
there was an abandoned tunnel opening
on the subway, even if the police hadn’t
found it. They hadn’t made much of a
search, damn them. But maybe they were
right. Maybe he was. . . .

“No! No!” Kane said the words aloud.
He wasn’t crazy yet. Not yet!

He slid his feet off the bed, stood up
and stepped to the door. From outside
came the mutter of voices. He put his
head to the panel.

McGrath was saying, *. . . Why they

wouldn’t sell the body. I offered all the
money I'll make in six months to let me
work on it. How the hell are we ever
going to learn anything ?”

Stuart said in his brisk, precise tones,
“Maybe the detectives will let us have
his body. He’ll be dead within two days.”

McGrath’s voice was deep, almost
drawling. “By that time half the city
may have this thing.”

Behind the door Fred Kane, wearing
white hospital pajamas, stood half
crouched, muscles taut. For a moment the
voices of the two physicians were lowered.
Then Stuart said, “It’s the same grave-
yard where the detective says he got
knocked on the head, where the Nabors
girl disappeared last night while trying
to do some detective work of her own.”

Footsteps padded away from the door.

For a full minute, Kane didn't move.
So the Nabors girl had vanished. He
remembered how she had looked yester-
day: slim, curving, her face pale and
beautiful with its frame of red hair. And
the fiends had captured ber.

“Damn it!” Kane's lips jerked in a
snarl. If nobody would believe him, he’d
go back there himself. He glared about
the room searching for clothes. None
here.

The second attack came more suddenly
than the first. There were a few throbbed
notes of warning under his skull. His
flesh began to grow wann as though a
great fire were blazing in the room, com-
ing closer. The air seemed hot and thin
in his lungs.

The throbbing under his head became
steady, intense. It began to swell, to
push out on his skull as though it would
burst apart. The heat began to eat at
his brain. Little tongues of fire within
his head, devouring his mind—driving him
crazy.

Kane reeled to the bed, fell on it. His
fingers sank deep into the sheets, jerk-
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ing, ripping the tough linen as though
it had been paper. His teeth gripped
the mattress, ground together, His body,
writhed like that of a snake.

He did not hear the door open, thé
nurse’s hurried call for the doctors. He
did not see Stuart and McGrath watching
him. He kept face down on the bed, fight-
ing the agony as a man might fight against
some wild beast that was ripping his body
apart. Not once did Fred Kane cry out
though he had split the sheets and torn
plugs from the mattress before the pain
subsided and he lay quietly, panting.

It was then that fear came to him again,
“I've got to lie here,” he thought, “and
wait for this to happen again and again,
getting worse. I've got to lie here until
I go mad with torture.”

He shuddered. While the pain lashed
his body he had fought it, but now that
it was gone there was nothing to do but
wait—knowing that the same horror must
come again. Nothing he could do would
stop it. He had to lie there, waiting to
die, waiting to be tortured.

“It’s not the pain,” he thought, “that
drives them crazy. It's the waiting,
waiting. . . . Itll get me again, and—"
He choked & sob in his throat.

TWILIGHT showed gray and blue Be-
yond the hospital window. Fred Kane
lay staring at it. His brows were pulled
straight above his eyes. He was going
to die. Hope had gone out of him. But
he wasn’t going to lie here in this bed and
die like a woman. The inspector hadn’t
believed the story Kane had told. He
hadn’t even investigated that pink-faced,
bald-headed man in the subway change
booth.
Kane’s fingers tightened on the bed
covers. He’d go back to that subway, that
cemetery himself. . . .

He lay very still, making plans.

There was no chance of getting away in
daylight wearing pajamas.

The wings of dusk beat thick about the
windows when at last he stood up, stepped
to the door. Cracking it open, he peered
outside. The hall was empty. Directly
across the hall was an elevator. On bare
feet he slipped forward, pushed the but-
ton and raced back for his room. He
stood gripping the door, watching, pray-
ing he wouldn’t have another attack before
he could get out.

No one passed in the hall. The light
showed over the elevator; the door slid
open and the Negro boy looked out.

It took Kane four steps to cross the
hall. The boy saw him coming and his
mouth jerked open in terror, his eyes went
wide and rolling. So they all knew who
he was, Kane thought.

The boy tried to cry out. The scream
half stuck in his throat. Then Kane’s fist
landed on the boy’s chin. The Negro
pitched backward. His head and shoul-
ders struck the side of the elevator and
he slid to a sitting position. Kane had
the door shut, the elevator started before
the boy touched the floor.

Kane went to the basement, pulled the
door open and looked out. No one
around. The elevator boy was still un-
conscious. Kane glanced at him, cursed.
Trying to get into those clothes would be
worse than wearing the pajamas. He went
out of the basement on the trot.

He hailed a taxi, climbed in. The driv-
er turned to stare at him, wide-eyed. The
detective said, “Get going and keep your
eyes front. . . .”

At his apartment, Kane told the driver
to wait. There was a chance he’d give
the driver the disease. He "didn’t like
that, but it was better to have one take
the risk than several. He had to get out
to that cemetery and subway !

Kane put on a blue double-breasted
suit, hung another police special under his
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armpit, went out and crawled in the taxi
again. “Broadway and 155th Street—
the cemetery,” he said.

The meon was full and still low in the
east. As they turned at 155th Street, the
hedge about the cemetery was a dark blot
against the silvered darkness of the grass
beyond. The tombstones showed white
and ghostly.

The driver pulled his head around to
look at Kane. He was a small man with
big eyes, thin hair. “Where’bouts out
here, sir?” There was nervousness in his
tane.

Kane said, “Right here.”” He looked
at the meter. Tt said $4.45. Kane got

oot, turned to the driver. “You mar-
ried?”

The man shook his head.

“All right,” Kane said. “You take

the rest of the night off. Don’t pick up
any more fares. And take tomorrow off.
Stay by yowurself. If you start getting
bad headaches, call the Medical Center.
Tell "em -exactly what happened tonight.”
He tossed a fifty-dollar bill through the
windew.

The driver caught it, looked at it. The
big eyes spread all over his small face.
“Hell, boss,” he said. “I don’t mind a
headache.”

Kane said, “You'll mind that one.”
He pulled another bill from his pocket,
asked, “You going to stay alone? Get me?
See nobody.”

“Sure.”

Kane tossed him the money. “I won’t
have any need for it,” he said bitterly.
He turned on his heel and went toward
the cemetery. . . .

ONCE inside the hedge, Kane picked a

cautious way through the grawes. He
moved slowly, keeping hidden as much
as possible, eyes sweeping the moon-
washed slopes about him. He didn’t have
any defmite plam, but he wanted to look

the place over. He comldn’t foerget the
hideousness of that Thing rising out of
the very ground behind h#mn, out of a
grave, perhaps. Thinking of the Thing
made Kane feel cold along his back.

Abruptly he remembered the caretaker,
Jke Neganzi. Last night the man had
tried to shoot him. A few minutes later
someone, some Thing, had risen out of
the ground to attack Kane. Persons had
disappeared both inside the cemetery and
near it. Years ago Neganzi had sworn
to make the City of New York suffer for
his prison term. Could he. .. ?

Still keeping low, Kane started toward
the caretaker’s house.

He had entered the cemetery by one
of the end gates. To reach Neganzi's, he
had to pass close by the place where he
had been struck the night before.

He was within fifty yards of the point
when he saw the shadow, saw its sway-
ing, rhythmic movements.

Kane froze, half creuched behind a
tembstone, eyes straining against the semi-
darkness. Moonlight washed mest of the
cemetery, but straight ahead four tall
cedar shrubs were set in a square, and
within the dark shadows between them
Kane saw the man move, and vanish.

Keeping tombstones between himself
and the cedars, Kane began to slip for-
ward. He had gone twenty yards when he
heard the soft chkunk, chunk that came
from the shadows. He edged forward.

Chunk. Chunk.

The sound came again, then stopped.
Kane’s lips pulled thin. He recognized
that sound now. A spade striking soft
earth. Kane's right hand went under his
coat, came out again holding the gun.

The strain of staring imto the darkness
was beginning to make his eyes ache and
a little pain was growing just back of
the right one. Sudden fear lashed him
like a whip. God! He couldn’t have an
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attack now—just as he was about to catch
the man.

He wouldn’t.

Kane came to hi§ feet with a surge,
leaped toward the cedars. His breath was
harsh in his nostrils, the gun hard against

his hip, In the shadows something
whirled, sprang. . . .

CHAPTER SIX

Passage to Hell

I ANE'’S left arm brushed the cedar
as he went by. Straight in front of
him was a mound of earth, a dark pit.

; Beyond that a man leaped for the trees.

“Stop!” The word burst from Kane’s
lips. His finger curled hard around the

' trigger.

The man halted, turned slowly. His
face was almost invisible in the shadows.

 Kane had skidded to a stop at the side

of the pit. He looked down, caught a
sharp breath. It was a new grave. Heaps
of wreaths and cut flowers were piled at

 one end.

The pain in his head was growing
rapidly. He set his teeth hard, stared
across the open grave at the man beyond.
“Take a step to the right,” he said.

The man moved slowly. Moonlight
tipped the cedar and fell on his face.
Small eyes peered out from behind rim-
less glasses above a button nose. Kane
said, “Dr. McGrath!”

The doctor caught a sharp breath,
leaned suddenly forward. “You! What
are you doing here?”

Kane’s teeth were grinding together
against the agony that was growing
steadily. Fear was coming with the pain
this time. Was this the attack that would
drive him insane? He pushed words
through clenched teeth. “What are you
doing here, digging in graves?’

The doctor hesitated and Kane saw fear

leap swiftly in his face. Kane snapped,
“Talk, damn you! Quick!” He had to
talk quickly or else Kane couldn’t hear
him. God! He was going mad!

McGrath’s voice was still slow, but the
insulting note was gone. “One of the
victims was buried here. I wanted his
body to study. But—” He paused and
his next words seemed to come like sala-
manders through the flame that lashed
Kane’s body— “The grave was empty!”

Kane staggered. The whole world was
whirling in a mist of fire.

Across the grave McGrath moved with-
out warning. His body flickered into the
shadows, vanished. Kane lunged blindly
forward. His foot struck the heaped
earth and he went headlong. The black-
ness of the grave came up at him. Then
he was in it.

Kane felt his body strike the earth—
and then, ok, God, he was tearing through
the earth, falling into hell. His whole
body was afire with agony and ke went
flaming like a meteor through darkness.

HE next half hour was a frenzied blur
=+ of tortured action to Fred Kane. Oc-
casional fleeting thoughts beat their way
through the flame that roared within his
body. Now and then the idea came to
him that he was crazy, a raving maniac,
frothing at the mouth, staggering, reel-
ing with pain.

He never knew exactly when his fall
ceased or when he staggered to his feet.

Once he thought dully that it was
strange he was walking. He had fallen
into an open grave—and kept falling, fall-
ing. . . . Now he was reeling through
darkness. “Walking the path to hell,” he
sobbed aloud.

He never saw the thread of light. He
never hear the screams that shuddered
through the darkness, wailed, fading into
moaning sobs along the tunnel. He did
not know that he still gripped the .38
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special in his hand. He never saw the
curtain until he blundered into it, thrust it
aside and stoed in the glare of the lan-
tern.

Then he saw only dimly, and for a sec-
ond the sight made no impression on his
pain-soaked mind.

It was a room like the others he had
seen in the abandoned subway. Crouched
against the wall was a girl. Her clothes
were half torn from her, and he could
see her left breast rising and falling, milk-
white against the blue dress. Around her
face and over her shoulders red gold hair
fell like a storm.

It was the girl he had met in the hos-
pital—Rose Nabors!

Directly in front of her, reeling toward
her, was a man. His face was green as
scum over stagnant water. Saliva drooled
nastily from his mouth. His hands were
extended clawlike toward her. Kane
could see the long scarlet streak starting
at the base of her throat and running
down between her breasts where fingers
had clawed once before.

On the far side of the room were three
men wearing surgeon’s masks and gowns.
Two of them carried big sticks.

Kane saw these things through the wall
of fire that blazed between his eyes and
brain. He knew that the man in the cen-
ter had the green death, would soon die
of it.

And those fiends were killing her as
surely as they were murdering him, with
the disease.

The green man reeled toward the girl.
His eyes were jerking insanely. His hands
were almost at her throat and she cringed
sideways along the tunnel, face twisted
with horror.

A masked man shouted, stabbed with
his left arm toward Kane, His right
hand jerked the heavy stick back, hurled
it.

ANE did not feel the wind as the stick

whipped past his face. More by in-
stinct than by reason he was pulling up
the gun, leveling it, muzzle centered on
the lunatic.

The gir] screamed as fingers touched her
throat, clawed. Kane heard the roar of
his gun, barely conscious that he fired.
He saw the insane man stagger, clap both
hands to his left side, and fall.

The masked men were wrestling clum-
sily, gloved hands under the surgeons’
gowns. The girl stared at Kane for one
second, her mouth open, eyes round. Then
she turned and leaped through the cur-
tain on the far side.

Rubber-gloved hands were coming from
under white gowns now. Kane saw the
glint of blue steel. Again more by in-
stinct than any thought within his agony-
torn brain he acted. He leaped forward
at the curtain, trying to swing his gun
around. The curtain brushed over him,
shutting out the light. A gun roared and
a bullet spanked concrete, went wailing
along the tunnel.

Kane jumped backward again. His foot
slipped and he went down bard. There

- was nothing but darkness now, not even

a crack of light to mark the curtain. They
must have extinguished the laatern, he
thought dully.

A red tongue licked like a snake’s and
vanished. Thunder rolled through the
subway. Kane squeezed the trigger of
his gun, felt it shake in his hand. The
world was breaking inte splintering roars.
Red fingers stabbed at him.

He knew he wouldn’t last much longer.
The pain had him now. He was going out
in a mipute. Going mad . . . mad. . ..

Something struck his left shoulder
twisting him in the dirt. He knew that
a bullet had hit him, but it felt no more
than a jar compared with the torture of
the disease.

He heard his gun boom again, saw fire
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spit back at him. Within his body the
blaze lashed high; it snatched at his mind,
tore at it. He screamed. . ..

JFIS body was a charred ember, cool-

ing into dead ashes. Perhaps he was
.dead now and there would be no more
torture.

But even now there was pain. A dull,
far-off aching. He moved restlessly and
the pain stabbed a sudden finger through
his body. It brought full consciousness.

He was lying in utter darkness, flat on

Jhis face. His left shoulder was hurting
and his coat felt oozy, sticky.

Kane got weakly to his feet. With his
right hand he pulled matches from his
pocket, struck one. The light was yellow
and flickering in the darkness. It showed
a dirt floor, a dark, ugly stain where his
shoulder had been. He held the match
close to his coat. It was blood-soaked.
There was a round hole just above the
armpit.

The match burned Kane’s fingers and
he dropped it, struck another. The flame
glittered on the barrel of his revolver.
Still holding the match, he picked up the
gun with the same hand, dropped it in his
coat pocket.

He found the curtain, pushed it aside.
He went across this room and another,
wondering why those masked fiends had
not killed him. Perhaps they had thought
him dead. And the green-faced ghouls
he had seen in the subway and the ceme-
tery, what had happened to them?

He had gone perhaps a hundred yards
when he heard a voice. His hand tight-
ened around the butt of his gun, his eyes
squinted. He didn’t have much more
time to settle accounts with these devils.

It was hard to walk without making
noise. His knees were weak and he
fought to make them steady. The voices
were closer now. He saw a light close
to the floor.

Kane almost laughed. Crazy, insane
joy started with the pain in his shoulder
and surged up through his head. One
more curtain and he’d be at them. He’d
kill them like snakes.

His gun muzzle touched the curtain.
He flung it aside and lunged through.

He stopped suddenly, eyes growing
wide in his face, body rocking. A half
dozen policemen had spun, guns ready.

Now he knew why the masked killers
had not made sure he was dead. The
girl had escaped, called the police.

There was horror in the faces of the
men who stared at Kane. He knew some
of them. McDougald, Nelson, Ricca. But
not one of them was moving toward him,
not one had spoken. Then a lantern-
jawed detective raised a bony finger,
pointing it at Kane’s face.

“Good God ¥’ the man said. “It’s Fred
Kane. And his face is—green!”’

The weakness flooded up from Kane’s
knees through his whole body. He went
down slowly until he sprawled in the dirt.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Waiting for Madness

66T\JOT much to this shoulder wound,”

Dr. Stuart said as he finished the
bandage. He turned to the square-faced
man beside the bed, snapped, “You’ll have
to talk fast, Inspector. He’ll have another
attack soon. He’ll need a strait-jacket be-
fore that.” The hawk-faced doctor went
out of the room.

Dr. McGrath stood gripping the foot
of  the bed until his finger-nails showed
white. His eyes glinted behind their spec-
tacles.

The police inspector looked down at
Kane, said, “Now tell me all you know
about this thing.”

In tumbling words, Kane told him. The
story seemed weird, fantastic even now.
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“I—I fell into the grave,” Kane said. “I
don’t know how I got into the tunnel.”

“We’ve checked that,” McFarlane said.
“The grave had been robbed from be-
neath. That abandoned tunnel runs un-
der part of the cemetery. Probably that’s
the way you were carried in the first time.
They escaped and evidently took several
of their victims with them. But they
were rushed and left a couple.”

“How about the girl?” Kane said. It
was strange how much he had thought
about her.

McFarlane grunted. “She says she
was caught while walking near the ceme-
tery, early this morning. She was held
all day by two men, and not bothered un-
til the third one came. That was just
a few minutes before you got there.” He
turned his big square face toward Mc-
Grath. There was a brittle tone in his
voice when he said, “You notified us of
your escape with Kane after the girl
called. If you were going to tell us,
why didn’t you do it sooner? We might
have reached Kane in time to join in the
fight.”

The doctor’s hands tightened on the
bed. He spoke slowly, “I—I ran away
from the cemetery. I knew the penalty
for disinterring bodies. I thought I'd
run away. I was frightened. After I
began to think, I knew I couldn’t get
away, so I called you.”

Dr. Charles Stuart came back into the
room. An assistant followed him carry-
ing a heavy, full-length strait-jacket. To-
gether they began to strap it on Kane,
It hurt when they slipped his wounded
arm through the sleeves. His lips were
caught hard between his teeth. His face
was a pale green.

Through Kane’s mind flashed a picture
of the other man he’d seen wearing a
strait-jacket and lying on a hospital bed
—crazy with pain. That man had died
five hours ago. Kane’s nostrils quivered

as he sucked a breath. So he was going
mad now—mad. . . . He'd howl and
writhe like those others had done. How
long would it take him to die? How long
would he have to lie in agony?

HE SHOOK his head savagely, asked,
“How about the girl, Doc? You
think she’s got. . . ?” '

“I don’t know yet,” Stuart said. “Very
likely. . . .

He finished strapping the strait-jacket,
rolled Kane over on his back.

Straight, as unemotional as a hawk,
Stuart gazed down at the detective. “Any-
thing else you want to say?”

Kane shook his head.

McFarlane’s big jaw waggled. Kane
saw him swallow, blink his eyes furious-
ly. The inspector reached out a big hand,
tapped Kane on the shoulder. “So long.”
He almost choked.

Kane said, “So long, Chief.” His lips
shut tight. His jaw muscles bulged. He
knew what this good-bye meant. It was
his last one. Within a few hours he’d be
insane—and soon . . . dead.

McFarlane turned toward McGrath.
“You come with me for a while,” he said.

Stuart nodded to his assistant. The
man bent, taped Kane’s mouth. Kane
could feel the tape pulled hard across his
thin lips, across his jaw. He started to
shake his head, swear that nothing could
make him cry out. Then he stopped, re-
membering the way he had screamed in
the subway.

Stuart switched off the light. The doc-
tors and McFarlane went out of the room.
The door shut behind them.

Fred Kane lay flat on his back, unable
to move except for his eyes, waiting.
Waiting for insanity.

His eyes were green in a green face
now. They were twitching nervously. He
tried to keep them still. “I’ll look at the
window and nothing else,” he thought.
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It was a white-silled window, big and
deep. Outside there was darkness. He
was on the second floor, he remembered.

His eyes twitched away from the win-
dow, around the dark room. Kane’s mind
began to race, to beat at his skull. He
couldn’t lie here like a tied animal and
wait for death. He wanted to get up
and struggle for life. Waiting, that was
what drove them crazy. God! He couldn’t
wait!

He tried to jerk himself erect, failed.
His body jerked, rolled half on one side,
fell back.

He tried to scream. He wanted to tell
them he didn’t mind the pain, but God!
he couldn’t lie here this way. Waiting

. waiting. . . . Soon he’d be mad!
Why. . ..

Kane clutched at his nerves, fought
them to stillness. “You're turning yel-
low,” his tongue said, though there was
no sound. “That’s what takes guts. Just
to lie stil. Even a rat can fight if it has
to. But can you take it this way?

“T’'ll soon be mad. Tl soon be mad.”
The words kept beating through his mind.
It wasn’t death he dreaded lying here. It
was the horrors that had to come before
he could die. . ..

‘The maddening pain came swiftly. . . .

I{ANE did not know when the agony
began to recede, but hours later the
fire went out of his head. His eyes opened.
There was the pale white of -the wall
showing through the darkness. He fol-
lowed it around, found the lighter rec-
tangle that was the night-cloaked window.
In the gray rectangle of the window
was appearing a figure, like the black
cloud of a cyclone forming against a
slate-gray sky. The whole room swayed
in his fevered gaze, and the thing in the
window swayed—and grew larger.
It was the hooded man from the sub-

way! And Kane knew that beneath that
hood was a green face!

The man slid soundlessly through the
window. He stepped to one side and
almost vanished in the deeper darkness.
Another began to show in the window.

Fevered, weird thoughts hurled through
Kane’'s mind. Why had these things
come for him? They had not come to
the other victims in the hospital. Was
he going to be one of them—grave-haunt-
ed ghouls who roamed in darkness be-
neath the earth, their bodies always racked
by pain, their only desire to make oth-
ers share that agony?

The second one slipped through the
window. Side by side like two vultures
they moved toward the bed. Kane’s body
was a mad lashing of immeovable muscles
within the strait-jacket.

The men paused beside him. - Green
fingers reached out and clenched on. his
shoulders, pulled them from the bed. The
other slipped something about Kane’s
waist. He was lifted and carried toward
the window.

Kane felt the window-sill beneath his
feet. His body was pushed stiff as a
board across it. His feet tilted down-
ward. Far above he could see the dark
and lighted windows, the dark line that
marked the top of the building. Above
that stars were pale, jittery spots in a
blue-black sky.

Then he was swaying at the end of
a rope, being lowered slowly. To his
left he could see the ladder on which the
hooded men had come.

From the blackness of the wall below
him a ‘third figure detached itself. Kane
had been lowered into the drive and close
by an ambulance was waiting. The figure
caught him as his feet touched the pave-
ment, held him erect. The rope piled
around him as it was dropped from above.

‘A moment later the figures came down
the ladder, slipped it inside the ambu-
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lance. Kane was lifted, thrust head first
after the ladder. It was too dark to see
plainly, but in the deep stillness he could
hear breathing. Kane tensed, listening.
It was the hushed, shallow breathing of
fear.

Two of the men followed him into the
rear of the ambulance. The door shut
softly. The motor purred. The big catr
slid down the drive like a shadow.

“We did it,” a man said.,

The other said, “I hope we get theré
before he begins his next fit. It is prob-
able that he will never recover conscious-
ness once it starts. He should be mad
for one or two days, then die.”

ANE'’S nostrils flared at he breathed.
So! The next was the last. Well, he
was glad. The sooner he went mad the
better. Perhaps then the pain would cease.
Something clogged in his throdt, for he
knew—the pain would never end until he
died. The man in the subway had been
mad, and screaming.

The other man asked, “What about the
girl?”

“It’s just beginning to affect her.”

The ambulance passed a street light and
Kane’s eyes flickered to the left, watched
the light filter through the window, run
the length of the car, and vanish. In that
split second he saw the person across from
him.

It was Rose Nabors, bound and gagged!

Air tore from Kane’s lungs. Why had
she, too, been taken from the hospital?
Was she also to be made one of the fiends?

Before the ambulance stopped, Kane’s
body was a living, jerking bundle of fire
in which floated strange and horrible
images.

Green-faced monsters were bending
over him, lifting him. A pale white sea
of moonlight swam round and round
while through it red fires lashed out to
strike his body. Around him wavering

white tombs rose from a black, silver-
coated earth.

Kane knew that he was mad now. He
could hear terrific, throat-tearing screams
that began deep in his belly, rose like flame
through his chest, shattered his throat and
burst within his brain, while his tongue
thrashed soundlessly.

A tombstone stuck crazily into the
whirling fire that was the air. Below the
headstone an empty grave yawned blackly.
Into the grave sank a green-faced, hooded
terror and in his arms he carried Rose
Nabors. Her body was a curving sweet-
ness beneath the white gown.

The crazy tombstone was moving—or
Kane was moving. He was swimming
through the furious, jagged and horrible
air, closer to the grave. He could see the
lettering on the headstone.

Joshua Hawkes
Died of the Pestilence
1783

Insane laughter hurled up through
Kane’s belly where his very bowels were
being ripped, and burst against his teeth.
“Died of the Pestilence! Pestilence!”

T WAS over, over at last and the sweet

hand of death had cooled the fire in
his body. There was no pain now, only
an intense and utter weakness, a weak
desire to lie still forever here in the grave
into which he had descended.

Through the soft, cool darkness words
came slowly. And Fred Kane realized,
with shuddering revulsion, that he was
still alive. That meant more torture. . . «

The words came more distinctly. “He’ll
live, but keep your masks on. I'm not yet
positive how the disease is transmitted
and he may yet be contagious. But I've
got the cure, and TI'll get the reward
money. That $100,000 will be just a drop
in the bucket compared to what this does
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for my reputation. My notes are complete
as to the cure and ready for inspection.”

“Did you know it was going to work
out like this?”

“Of course not. A great deal of science
is trial and error. That’s why I needed
specimens to work on and hired you two
to get them. I knew how these persons
had contracted the disease, and I didn’t
know about the ones at the hospital. That’s
why I had to keep an eye on them.

“But since they had told the hospital
doctors what had happened, I had to get
them away or everyone would have known
as much as I did.”"

Kane’s eyes came open slowly. For a
long while he gazed around vacantly. At
last it focused. He was in another of the
subway rooms, but one well furnished.
He was lying on a cot. The strait-jacket
still held him but the gag had been re-
moved. Near him were three men wearing
surgeons’ masks that covered all but the
eyes.

One of them leaned toward Kane. “So
at last you are conscious,” he said.

Kane nodded a feeble answer. Every
muscle in his body was aching and sick.

“You've proved a great contribution to
science,” the masked man said. “I thought
I was giving you the Green Death when
I injected the blood. I've discovered I was
giving you a toxin against it—as in the
case of typhoid, smallpox and other
diseases. Only -I overdid your dose and
instead of building up resistance in you,
I almost killed you. But you'll live.”

One of the other men said, “Hell, you
ain’t gonna let him go, are you, Chief ?”

The man laughed. “I mean the disease
won’t kill him. Of course we’ll have to
dispose of him.”

“The girl too?”

“The girl too.”

Kane's voice was weak,
“She’s alive?”

“Yes. I used the toxin on her as soon

yet eager.

as I saw you had a chance. She’s doing
splendidly.”

“It’s tough we gotta shoot her,” one of
the men said. “She’s too damn good-
lookin’.” .

The brow of the slim man knitted.
“I'm a bit worried about shooting them.
Of course it’s not likely that this section
of the tunnel will ever be discovered. It’s
completely on the other side of the ceme-
tery from the one that was found. But
there’s always a chance. And even skele-
tons may be identified. That might lead
to. . . .” He waved a gloved hand.

“How you gonna get rid of ’em?”

For a moment the man did not answer.
Then his eyes smiled. “I have it. We'll
dissolve them. You shoot them, then we'll
dump the bodies in acid. When that’s
done. . . .” He paused and the heavy-set
man began to reach under his surgeon’s
gown, fumbling for a gun.

Kane's teeth clenched on his lower lip
until warm blood spurted. He’d won
through hell, only to die again, as helpless
to fight as he had been against the disease.
If he could only be alone for awhile there,
was one slim chance. . . . But if he failed,
he brought more torture on himself and
the girl. :

His voice was hard in his throat when
he said, “Listen, you claim I've been a
contribution to science. I'd like one more
chance at it. I've had every pain in hell
these last few days. After all that I don’t
want to go out with a bullet. I want to
fight to the end and if there’s anything I
haven’t been through—"" He tried to laugh,
but the sound choked in his throat—‘“it’s
a tub of acid. I—I'd like to go into that,
still fighting.”

Above the white mask the eyes bored
down at him. The squat man had the gun
in his hand but was staring amazedly at
Kane. He said, “You damn fool !”

The other said thinly, “A masochist,
huh?” He hesitated. Kane lay staring up
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at him, not knowing whether he hoped
the man would consent or refuse. There
was one chance, but such a small one!

The man said abruptly, “Very well. I'd
rather like to have you live a while longer
anyway. I want to see if there is any
reaction after the disease. Besides, it will
take us some little while to get things
ready. I'll have you fed and you may talk
to the girl. The dying man’s last wish,
you know.” The eyes above the mask
glittered. “Eat, drink, and be merry,” he
quoted, “for tomorrow—you die.”

CHAPTER EIGHT
One Last Death

MINUTES passed while Fred Kane lay
very still within the strait-jacket.
Blood, thin, cold water within his veins.
It seemed to drain away from his heart,
leaving that cold and empty and dead.

The food which was brought tasted flat
in his mouth, but he ate. Afterwards his
body felt stronger, but inside he was hol-
low, dead. He tried to wriggle his left
shoulder, found that the muscles ached
less when they moved. Despite the disease
the wound had healed slightly.

Then the girl was brought in. She too
was on a cot, her slim body held by a
strait-jacket. She was placed about fifteen
feet from Kane.

The lean man said, “Tony, you stay
here and keep an eye open. We’ll be back
when we can make it.” He and one of
the gunmen went out. Tony eased his
broad frame into a chair near the wall.

Fred Kane rolled his head, looked at
the girl on the next cot. She was watching
him out of wide-spaced blue eyes. Her
hair was loose and fell in a red gold
heap upon the pillow. Her skin was as pale
as a cape jasmine and there were dark
lines under her eyes.

Sudden fury whipped the blood through

Kane. His jaw teeth grated as he clenched
them. They couldn’t kill this girl! He had
lain still waiting for his own death, but
now his muscles began to twitch, his brain
to roll furiously.

The girl saw the sudden convulsing of
his face. Her eyes darkened. “What is
it?’ she asked.

Kane said “Hello.” It was all he could
think of to say. It sounded insane and he
cursed himself for an idiot. But he mustn’t
let her know for an instant what they
were waiting for.

The gunman in the chair said, “Have
your talk now. When the chief comes
back you’ll have to quit. For good.”

A nerve quivered in the dark circle un-
der her right eye. Her lips set firmly.
Even they were pale, Kane noted. Other-
wise she gave no indication of hearing
the man’s words. She said to Kane, “I—I
appreciate you saving me a few days
ago.”

Kane’s mouth twisted. He started to
say a hell of a lot of good it had done,
and stopped.

He asked, “Have you seen any more
of the green faced men who brought us
here? They seem to vanish.”

She nodded slightly, making the red
hair quiver. ‘“These are the ones. They
must wear the green on their faces to
frighten anyone who sees them.”

For the next hour or two they talked
lightly. There wasn't much to say—wait-
ing for death. Kane’s mind kept reeling,
searching for some means of escape. If
only he could get out of this strait-jacket.
But the guard, sitting grimly at the other
end of the room, was watching,

The girl dozed. Later Kane dropped
into a fevered sleep.

E AWOKE with a start. The three
men were in the room once more,
The slim one turned, looked at him over
the surgeon’s mask. “So you are awake,”
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ke said. “Well, we’re ready.” He nodded
to the other two.

They lifted Kane from his cot, carried
him beyond the green curtain that formed
the left end of the room. Here the floor
was dirt. The glow of one lantern ex-
tended down the tunnel and faded into
darkness. Kane was carried through a
small hole in the right side of the wall,
dropped on the floor. The room was very
small, concrete walled except for. the thick
wooden door through which he had en-
tered. Almost the entire room was occu-
pied by a huge glass tub filled with a clear,
water-like liquid. From the right wall a
rope ran up to a pulley in the center of
the roof, dangled down above the tub.

The slim man said, “It took us a little
while to get this ready, but it should leave
no trace of you.” While he talked the
two gunmen went out, returned with the
girl. “This was probably intended as an
emergency exit when they thought the
subway would run through this tunnel
It'll be an emergency exit for your souls.
I've nearly a hundred gallons of aqua
regia in that tub.”” He turned toward
Tony, said, “Fetch that last corpse and
we'll make a demonstration.”

Kane rolled his head to look at the
girl. They had stretched her near the left
wall. Her blue eyes were wide, dark pools
in her pale face. Her lips were sucked in
and gripped by her teeth, but Kane could
see the corners of them twitching. He
wanted to scream, to shout aloud against
this horror, but his voice choked in his
throat. What good would it do to plead
with men gone mad?

Tony returned carrying the body of a
man in his arms. The corpse was green
skinned, the limbs twisted from the con-
vulsion in which this man had died. The
mouth was open, dried saliva made nasty
marks across the chin and throat.

“We've put in the others,” the slim
man said. “Watch this.”

Tony lifted the corpse. He slid the
feet over the edge of the thin glass tub,
lowered the body till all but the head was
submerged.

Kane’s head jerked up from the floor,
and his breath was like hot knives in his
nostrils, ripping into his lungs. He heard
the girl scream, a short, choked cry that
broke into a whimper.

The body was clothed only in under-
wear when it slid into the acid. As Kane
watched the cloth disappeared. The green
flesh corroded, burst, and vanished. Be-
low the ghastly, snarling head which Tony
held by its brown hair a skeleton came
into view. And slowly the bones became
pockmarked, crumbled.

The slim man said, “That’ll do.” Tony
released the head and it slid under the
liquid. The face began to vanish.

“And now,” the man said, “we’ll have
the last step. We'll swing you,” he nod-
ded almost pleasantly at Kane, “by the
pulley.” He turned to where a shelf on the
wall jutted over the rope that ran to the
pulley. There was a retort and a small
tube on the shelf. “This will drop acid on
the rope by which you hang. That’ll give
us time to get out of here and shut the
door. When the acid eats the rope you'll
fall. The tub is very thin glass. You’ll hit
one edge and break it. The acid will
make a puddle a foot deep throughout the
room. After some time it will sink into
the ground. But before that,” he gestured
with his hand, “you’ll be only a memory.”

The next few minutes were a blurred
haze in Kane’s mind. Through his own
curses he heard the girl sobbing quietly.
He fought like a maniac against the strait-
jacket, tried to twist his head and bite the
hands of the men that lifted him. But in
less than a minute the rope had been tied
about his waist and he was dangling in the
air, directly over the tub’s edge.

On the floor below him the girl was
crying in terror. The slim man said,
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“Well, good luck.” He and the gunmen
went out. The door shut behind them.

Terror was a giant wind that whipped
Kane’s body. His muscles beat like un-
coiling springs against the strait-jacket
—and ceased. Black horror stormed
through his body.

OMEHOW. he fought his mind to
calmness. It was possible to escape
from a strait-jacket, if a man thought
about it. It was when a man was crazy
that a strait-jacket was impossible to re-
move. While waiting for the others to
return he’d remembered seeing Houdini
do it once, but there had been no chance
with the guard watching. Now there was
a chance—a very little chance.

He twisted his head, looked down. Acid
was falling drop by drop from the retort
to the rope. The rope would hold per-
haps five more minutes.

Kane began a struggle that wrenched
and tore every muscle of his body. As
a boy he’d seen Houdini pull this trick.
The idea was to get the right hand under
the left elbow, then push that elbow up
and over his head until both hands were in
front of him. After that he could reach
the straps, even if his hands were encased
in the sleeves.

He got the fingers of his right hand un-
der his left elbow, began to push. The
wound in his shoulder burned like a hot
_brand. He cursed savagely, kept trying.

Drop by drop the acid fell. Two more
minutes. . . .

God! He had both hands in front of
him now. His fingers were clumsy under
the stiff canvas. He tried to clutch the
straps and they slipped away from him.
He got one loose and a finger showed.
He pawed at the other.

The acid fell drop by drop. Frayed
strands of rope twisted back from the
half eaten section.

. air hard and bulky in his nostrils.

One hand burst loose. Kane jerked it
over to clutch the other straps. The girl
screamed.

Rolling, white-balled, Kane’s eyes found
the rope again. It seemed to be stretching,
splitting. Too late—

Kane’s free hand shot up, eaught the
rope above his head, and jerked. It made
his body shiver, swung his feet outward.
At the same instant the last strand broke.
Kane plunged downward!

The acid seemed to rush toward him.
The thin glass side of the tub. He
screamed.

Then he was lying on the earth beside
the tub, panting. That jerk on the rope
had flung him just beyond the glass edge.
He lay there feeling sick at his belly, the
At
last his breathing was easy and his left
hand loosed the remaining straps. He
climbed out of the strait-jacket, freed
the girl.

The odds were still three to one. But
the serise of terror was gone from Fred
Kane. It was man to man now.

When the door was pushed open Kane
could hear voices from the curtained room.
His mouth broke into a smile. He stuck
his head through the door, looked up and
down the tunnel. To his right a gasoline
lantern flung a brilliant glow. Beyond
that was the heavy curtain. To the left
the tunnel dwindled off into darkness..

Kane stepped through the doorway,
paused. There was a dark shadow twenty
feet down the tunnel and he went toward
it cautiously. It was a rock the size of
his fist. He picked it up.

Moving on the balls of his feet he went
back to the lantern. Quietly he removed
it from the wall. He stepped into the
small room with the acid tub, extinguished
the light, and emptied the gasoline. Hold-
ing the container carefully, he filled it
with the acid. '
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ROSE NABORS was standing near the
door. Her blue eyes were large and
frightened in her face, her hands tight
pressed against her breasts. Kane’s mouth
was boyish when he grinned at her, even
more so when he leaned and kissed her.
Turning he went into the tunnel

A white streak of light showed beneath
the curtain. Kane held the acid-filled lamp
in his left hand, the rock in his right. He
caught the curtain with his left, tossed
it aside and stepped through.

All three men had their backs turned,
but they heard the rustle of the curtain
and spun. Kane flung the rock. It hit
Tony full in his snarling face and hurled
him backward. ,

The man in the center was Dr. Stuart.
His slim body was moving like a streak
of shadow, diving for Kane’s legs. The
detective flung the acid. It was a silver
spray in the light, slashing Stuart’s face.
The doctor screamed, fell in a writhing
mass.

Beyond Stuart the gunman was digging
furiously under his white gown. Even as
Kane leaped forward, the man's hand
flashed into view. Light glinted on the
blue steel of an automatic. The gun swung
upward.

Kane’s left hand still held the empty
lantern base. The bullet wound in his
shoulder was aching, but his right hand
was coming up from the hip, fast. The
sound of it meeting bone mingled with the
roar of the gun. The squat man went over
backwards, struck on his right shoulder,
rolled face down and lay motionless. He

still held the gun in his hand. Kane
stooped and took it from the unconscious
fingers.

“Are—are you hurt?”’ It was the girl
close behind him. He turned and her
hands trembled at his chest.

Kane grinned. His eyes were bright
and smiling in his dark face. Lord! The
girl was pretty with her red hair towsled
about her shoulders. Kane said, “Not
hurt so I won'’t get over it.”

She was very close to him. He could
smell the fragile odor of her hair. He had
walked in the shadow of death, but he
was alive now and the world was for the
living. She asked, ‘“But why—why has
the doctor done all this?” '

Kane said, “He needed human beings
to experiment with. Somehow he learned
about this abandoned subway so he hired
these men to kidnap persons and bring
them here where he could work on them.
He hoped to get a cure and collect the
$100,000 reward. But it was the fame
that he really wanted. It would have been
worth more than the reward.”

“But will the other doctors be able to
cure the disease?”

“They will when I give them Stuart’s
notes. Heé said he'd kept a complete rec-
ord. That'll put.a stop to any epidemic.”

Her mouth looked very soft and warm.
Kane stopped slowly, saying, “The doctors
will put an end to it for the others, but
for me it’s just beginning.”

“What ?”

He saw that she already understood,
but he told her—in the proper way,

THE END

Thrils ;. .

Chills . .. Mystery!

In Another Great Story
By WYATT BLASSINGAME
In the Next Issue
Out November 9th!



Out of 4

Tl\e Past

It was a strange company
in that eerie bouse of liv-
ing shadows—blood-lust-
ing men and wom-
en, with the man-
ners of a bygone
day. And there was
Virginia T homas,
young and alluring,
the strangest of all
that mad gromp. . .

Ly E. G. Morris

RIVING along the river road I
D quietly cursed Donaldson for his

insistence that I sheuld visit him.
Over the river lay a mass of blue-gray
clouds, and the air was filled with that
heavy stillness which precedes a summer
storm.

“Why de I always have to be running
places I don't want to go—" I grumbled
to myself, “acting like a fve-year-old
child and accepting invitations I haven’t
the least desire to accept? Just to be
pleasant !”

I jammed down on the accelerator, hop-
ing to get to his home before the storm
broke. He had told me to drive directly
north on the river road and that his

41
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house was the first, on the right side,
past the country club. It was while I was
looking at the rambling, ivy-covered build-
ing that I had the accident.

It was not serious. One of the front
tires snubbed against large stone which
~ was imbedded in the roadway. Before I
could regain control of the car, it had
swerved, veered into the deep ditch at the
side. The car jolted against a pile of
stones, and I was jerked from the seat,
slammed against the right windshield post.

For a moment I suppose I was dazed.
I lay across the seat, trying to clear the
cob-webs from my brain. Then I shook
my head, cleared it some, sat up, and
climbed out of the auto, pulling out my
luggage. The front right axle was badly
bent, and the tire had been torn from
the wheel. It was impossible to go on.

I peered anxiously through the gather-
ing dusk, and about half a ‘mile from the
club, I spied a great, winding driveway.
I hurried along toward it, still feeling a
bit dazed. In a curious way, I noticed
that the leaves hung listlessly, without a
breeze to stir them. Somewhere a hound
howled mournfully.

The house was tremendous ~when I
finally came to it, sprawling across the
lawn like a great gray ghost, and I was
puzeled to find that no lights were visi-
ble. I was sure I had come to the right
place for I had followed Donaldson’s in-
structions implicity. '

Wide stone ‘steps led up to the veranda.
I adjusted my tie as I stepped across the
creaking porch and raised the old brass
knocker.

For a moment I heard nothing, and then
I was aware of slow measured footsteps
approaching the door. It swung slowly
open and I faced a gigantic Negro. He
was the tallest man I had ever seen, and
his skin was an ebony veneer stretched
across his skull. He had on a butler’s
livery which smacked of the Eighteenth

century. He held a lighted candle in his
hand. A chill ran across my shoulder-
blades as I gazed into his eyes which
shown like phosphorus in the candle light.

I hesitated, but some power seemed to
draw me across the threshold and I heard
the great door slam behind me. The Negro
did not speak but continued to gaze stead-
ily at me. I saw that the candle cast a
dim light in the hall, and that shadows
made the high walls billow like curtains.
There was no sound at all.

“Is Mr. Donaldson at home?” I asked.

The Negro did not answer, and I
thought his eyes had a gloating look, like
those of a jungle animal with its kill. I
tried to force away the fear which tagged
at my soul.

HEARD a faint sound from a room

adjacent to the hall, and a little fat
man stepped out into the candle light.
Rather I should say, he minced forth. He
half ran, tilting himself forward with his
head on one side like a little bird. I sup-
pose he was ludicrous, but my only feeling
was one of frightful fear, and a sense
of tremendous mental power.

"“You are Mr. Burke, I presume,” he
chirped, in a falsetto voice. “We have
been expecting you.”

He rubbed his hands together and
peered up into my face. I caught the same
gloating look in his eyes that I had dis-
cerned in those of the Negro. I turned
toward the butler, but to my surprise he
had gone, although I had not heard a
sound. Where the light now came from I
could not determine.

The little man placed his hand upon my
forearms and I swear that I could feel
that his hand was cold, even through the
flannel of my sport coat.

“If you will just join us in the par-
lor,” removing his hand from my arm,
and pointing to the door from which he
had entered the hall, “and meet the others.
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Mr. Donaldson has been—er—detained,
out he’ll be here in time. Yes, in plenty
of time.” He rubbed his hands together
and smirked curiously as we walked
toward the door.

As we entered the room not a person
there made a sound or a movement. I
could see no visible lighting fixture, yet
the room was filled with a pale, steady
glow. I felt as though I had entered a
wax museum, where the figures had all
the semblance of living except life.

Again the fat man placed his hand on
my arm, and it was all I could do to keep
from cringing away from his cold grasp.
He drew me toward a corner where a
woman sat staring at me. She was about
fifty, angular and of a strange dignity.
She was dressed in a rusty black, and I
caught the hint of something green in her
hair—a veil I imagined. Her cheeks were
heavily rouged, but in the dim light, her
lips had no color at all.

“Mrs. Breckenridge,” remarked my
conductor. The woman did not answer.

A little to this woman’s left sat a young
man in some sort of dressing gown. He
was very pale and thin, and I noticed
that he had one hand clutched at his
chest as though he were in pain. He
stared straight into my eyes with that same
horrible leer.

“Mr. Peevy,” said the fat man, and
the youth grinned, showing eye-teeth like
fangs.

He led me over, across the room, to
where a gentleman sat looking down at
the floor. “Mr. Breckenridge.”

The man to whom I was introduced
did not look up, but I could see that he
had a white goatee and that for some
reason he had his hat on. I saw that the
hand on his lap was withered and old, and
that it shook steadily as though with palsy.

I had not spoken. Indeed, I am afraid
I had been incapable of speech. Those
to whom I had been introduced seemed

similarly stricken. Then we reached the
far corner where a young girl sat. “Miss
Thomas,” said the man, “Miss Virginia
Thomas.”

She smiled, and looked up quickly into
my eyes. I stepped back a pace, for her
eyes had the same strange look which I
had observed in the others. Yet, except
for her rather quaint dress, which re-
minded me of an old picture I had at
home, she might be any of the girls one
would meet at the usual week-end party.
She was quite beautiful, with deep gray
eyes, and full, petulant lips. I saw that
she was wan with a waxen paleness, and
that she had used no make-up at all.

I stood for a space, in awkward silence,
no one paying any attention to me ex-
cept the fat man and Miss Thomas. Each
of them continued to stare at me steadily,
and wave after wave of fear ran along
my spine, for I noticed that Miss Thomas’
lips were slowly drawing back from her
teeth until she appeared to be snarling
like an animal.

My companion squeezed my arm. “Pos-
sibly you would like to freshen up a bit
before supper,” he murmured, gloating
over me. “I will show you your room.”

As we walked past Mrs. Breckenridge
I again caught that hint of green about
her hair. Moss, I thought to myself, and
then realized how silly that was! '

I was led up a carpeted stairway, upon
which my feet made no sound, and I had
a ridiculous feeling that T was a captive
in this place. I desired to demand of this
man the whereabouts of my friend Don-
aldson, but for some reason I could not
speak, so I merely followed my guide
down a long corridor and into my room.

I could not understand where the dim
light came from, as I could see no lighting
fixtures. I was aware also that there was
something else wrong, and then it dawned-
upon me. There was no window !
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THE man stood looking into my eyes

and my senses began to swim. I felt
the sweat upon my forehead, but a little
voice in my brain kept shouting, “Don’t
go to sleep, don’t go to sleep!”

The man shook his head. “I believé
you’ll find everything you need here. Sup-
per in half an hour, sharp. You'll hear the
bell” He pressed my arm, and at that
instant I was aware of a sound behind me,.
I turned my head, saw nothing, and when
I again faced the little man he was gone.

The hair actually lifted around my
temples and I know I felt faint and ill.
Out in the hall, and in that horrible room
downstairs I had been in a stupor, but
now I knew that I was face to face with
something unnatural. A thousand weird
fancies crashed through my brain. Was
I insane? Was this place a mad-house?

I stood in the center of the room and
looked about me. Except for the absence
of the window and the strange light there
was nothing unusual in the room. There
was a rather musty smell, but I had often
experienced that in country houses. The
furniture was early American and of
beautiful design. There was a handsome
maple low-boy near the door, with a
glass in a bird’s-eye maple frame hung
above it.

I stood before this mirror for a little
time, and it was reassuring to see my
rugged, ordinary features staring back at
me. Then I felt a touch on my shoulder.
Whirling about I saw that Miss Thomas
stood directly behind me, but with an un-
canny sense of terror I realized that her
reflection had not appeared in the mirror!
She was trembling, and her breast rose
and fell rapidly with her breathing.

She placed a finger at her lips, and
shook her head to signify that I should
remain quiet.

“I have come to warn you,” she said,
in a peculiar whisper. “Don’t delay a mo-
ment or it will be forever too late. Get

out of this house, get away from this
place!”

I half opened my mouth to whisper a
natural question, and I felt her hand has-
tily thrust across my lips. Her hand was
as cold as death itself and as she touched
me a peculiar change stole across her
features. The strange gloating look came
slowly into her eyes, her head drooped
to one side and her mouth hung open,
showing sharp white teeth. She pressed
her cold body against me, but my only
feeling was one of horror. I attempted
to draw her hand away, but it took all
of my rather unusual strength to move
her wrist, and she was a slight girl!

I saw saliva trickle from the corner of
her mouth and her eyes seemed to swell.
Her lips drew back from her sharp teeth.

My mind was jumping about like a
scared animal. I was incapable of thought
or reason. Then the Negro butler was
standing in the doorway. His gaze ac-
cused Virginia Thomas, his amber eyes

‘half aglow in the pale light.

“Marse want you downstairs,” he said.

Miss Thomas drew back, the strength
ebbing from her wrist, her lips slowly
assumed their natural shape and position,
and she drew her staring eyes away from
mine. As I looked at her, two little lines
appeared between her eyes on her smooth
forehead, and as plainly as though she
had spoken, I received the message.
“Leave at once! I have warned you!”

The moment they had passed through
the open door it slammed shut. I waited
a bare moment, then sprang to the door.
It was locked. I threw my two hundred
pounds against it, but with no result at
all except that I made my shoulder sore.
I could feel a languor stealing over my
mind. Sick and weak, I thought I saw the
little, fat man in front of me. He seemed
to grow until he filled the entire room.
I sank upon the bed and buried my face
in my hands. With every ounce of will
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power I possessed I fought against the
power exerted against me.

This mental battle may have lasted for
fifteen minutes. I do not know. I was in
a new dimension. Time and space had
merged for me. Then I became aware
that a bell was ringing. I knew that it
was the supper bell, and with a strange
certainty I knew that my door would be
open now. With the measured pace of a
sleep walker I started toward it, and as I
passed through it the words of Virginia
Thomas were blazing across my brain,
“Get out of this house! Leave at once!”

I was out in the corridor then, and at
the head of the steps stood the gigantic
Negro butler. How could I get past him?
What was I to do? If I could just get
down those stairs and out of this house!
Out of this house, this house of death!

x X x

I tried to run, but my legs felt as they
do in a dream, with that inhuman heavi-
ness, though I knew I was not dreaming.
The butler was. coming toward me his
eyes. wide with the gloating stare of a
beast. '

I made a supreme effort and eluded hig
grasp, started down the stairs! I could
hear him behind me, and it seemed that
it took an eternity of time to descend each
step.

I was at the landing. Then I was half-
way down. I fought with my mind as
much as with my muscles. I must get out;
I must get out! I heard the howling of
a dog somewhere outside, and as I looked
at the front door, it opened slowly!

Then there was a hideous chuckle in
front of me. The fat man stood at the
bottom of the stairway, his lips drawn
back, his eyes gloating over me, his fat
white hands stretched toward me. In a
group behind him was the whole horrible
company. Miss Breckenridge—with the

moss in her hair. Yes it was moss! I knew
it now! Moss from a grave. An old
grave, and the other people there were
from graves, too. The people with their
gloating eyes and snarling lips.

Miss Thomas stood with them, but
there was no help from her! Her eyes
were wide, and she drooled at the mouth
as she swayed back and forth. I could
feel the Negro’s cold breath on my neck,
and it seemed to crystallize the whole
agony of the scene in my mind.

I received a new power. I know that I
screamed, and that as I screamed I leaped,
leaped exactly as one does in a night-
mare, so that I fairly flew through the
air with my arms outstretched. And then
there was a god-given blackness.

WHEN I opened my eyes someone-held
'¥Y my head and spoke softly to me. The
immediate past faded from my mind as
the new world came into being. Several
persons were grouped about me. Plain,
ordinary persons, and I lay in the glare
of the headlights from my own car. The
man who had my head on his-lap, spglfgL

more clearly now.

“That’s it, mister. You’re comin’ around
now. Don’t you be a-feared, the ambu-
lance is on its way. Lay still. . . .”

With a frightful wrench I managed to
turn my aching head. I saw my car, a
hopeless wreck, piled up against a half-
broken tombstone. A stone which was
one of a small neglected group at the
edge of the river road. There was no
driveway—no house—but in the glare of
the headlights I could read the inscrip-
tion on the stone which had wrecked my
car.

VIRGINIA THOMAS
Born 1810
Died 1830
R. L P.
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endlessly up a long hill in an eerie
half-light that cast no shadows. The

two she pursued were silhouetted far
ahead, against the bare grayness of the
declivity, and just beyond them the road
ended abruptly. Only a few steps more
and they must plunge over the brink of a
sheer precipice that went down to horror.
John, the man who loved her and for
whom her love had blazed more and more

STELLA WARREN was running

>3

ardently through the three months of
their marriage till it was a consuming
flame, could not see the peril. He was
looking back at her over his shoulder. She
could see his dear face clearly despite the
distance between them and her heart bled
at the longing and despair with which it
was suffused.

The woman who ran at his side, Lois
Morne, touched, just barely touched his
wrist with the tips of her pale fingers, but
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it was that touch that chained John to
her, so that he could neither stop nor turn
back. She also was looking back, but she
was aware of the abyss gaping just ahead
of them and her too-red lips were parted
in a soundless laugh, triumphant hor-
rible. . . .

Fast as Stella ran she made no progress
and the two elopers, their legs striding so
speedily that they were a blur, remained
just the same distance ahead of her. She
could never catch them, but as long as she
kept on running she could hold them,
could hold John, from going over the
cliff-edge. If she stopped. . ..

A huge bird swooped out of the brazen
sky. It screamed, and the sound was oddly
like a shrill bell, ringing, ringing. It hur-
tled down; when it reached her it would
stop her and John would go over the
cliff. Its head was not a bird’s head, it
was the head of Wan Lee, their house
boy, the livid scar across the saffron of
his face obliterating half his nose!

The man-bird dropped plummet-like,
its long nail claws extended for the kill,
its bell-cry shrilling higher till it pierced
Stella’s eardrums. An abortive scream
scraped her throat—and she was awake
in the dark. Her body and the gossamer
silk of her nightgown were clammy with
the cold sweat of nightmare terror. She
was awake, but the shrill bell was still
ringing, splitting the blackness with its
clamor.

“John!” Stella called. “John! The tele-
phone!” She kept her eyes closed against
the dark, against sharp dread of what that

summons might mean shrilling out of the
dead of night. “John!”

There was no creak from the other
twin bed, no answering mumble. Icy fin-
gers squeezed Stella’s heart, momentarily ;
then she remembered. John wasn’t here,
of course. He had driven away some-
where—-mysteriously—last evening, had

promised to be back in the morning. It
must be he calling.

Sudden fear that the ringing would stop
invaded her. She threw the covers back,
rolled out of bed. The floor was cold, but
she didn’t wait for slippers or robe. Her
bare feet thudded down the stairs; she
snatched up the ’phone in the entrance
foyer. “Hello,” she gasped. “Hello!”

“Stell I’ John’s voice crackled in her
ear. “Stell! Is it you?”

“Yes, dear. Yes. What’s the matter ?”
There was something wrong, his hoarse-
ness, the urgency in his tone, its edge of
—yes—of fear told her that even before
he went on.

“Listen, Stell, and don’t interrupt. In
my laboratory—a black note-book—get it
out of there. Don’t let anyone see you do
it—above all don’t let anyone get hold of
the book. Not anyone. I've written you
. .. you'll get my letter in the morning.
And don’t trust... .” A dull thud broke
off the snapped, staccato phrases! Stella
heard a moan, a sudden high-pitched gab-
ble, queerly like yet unlike a human voice.
Then there was a click, and silence broken
only by the thin hum of wire noise.

The girl's small hand rattled the re-
ceiver-hook. “John! John!” Someone
was talking in an indifferent monotone.
“Your party has hung up, madum.”

“Operator. Oh, operator!” Stella
fought to keep her own voice steady. “Get
him back. Please get him back!”

“One mo-ment, plee-uz!” Clickings, a
burr. Then the operator again. “I am
sorry, madum. I cannot get your party;
their instrument seems to be out of or-
der.”

“Oh!” The receiver crashed into its
cradle. Afterwards Stella berated herself
for not asking where the call had come
from, but then it was too late. A flicker
of movement pulled her eyes to the dim-
ness at the stairhead, the faint rustle of
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silk. A shadow moved up there, was gone.
Had someone been listening ?

Lois? Lois Morne, her classmate whom
John and she had met on their trip and
who had rather awkwardly taken Stella’s
casual invitation to visit with them on
their return at its face value. She had
arrived a week ago, bag, baggage and
poodle, and since then had been a charm-
ing presence in the house.

Too charming, Stella had begun to
think, when it came to John. But why
should Lois eavesdrop? Perhaps she had
been awakened by the ’phone bell, had
thought the call might be for her. Then
why hadn’t she said something? Why
hadn’t she made her presence known?

NONSENSE! The girl tried to pull

herself together. There hadn’t been
anyone there. She must not let her nerves
go. John was in trouble; he was depend-
ing on her to do something for him; she
mustn’t fail him. In the laboratory—a
black book. She peered through dimness
toward the back of the entrance hall, at
the blank, inscrutable door of the room
she had never entered. No one besides her
husband, not even Wan Lee, had ever
stepped over that threshold. John had al-
ways been curiously, grimly silent about
what he did in there, all day and some-
times far into the night.

She clicked on light and padded to it
—took hold of the doorknob. It was im-
movable! The door was locked! And not
even with a key. Stella stared at the
nickeled dial in which the futile knob cen-
tered, wrinkling her forehead at the lines
and letters graved into the metal. Why,
that was like a lock on a safe in a bank;
one had to know the combination to get
it open.

Good Lord! The notebook—how could
she get in to get it? Was that what John
had meant—that he had written the com-
bination in the letter that would arrive in

the moming? But she must get in there
tonight. If. ...

“No can do,” a voice squealed. Stella
whirled, and recoiled from the sinister
saffron of Wan Lee. “Ony Mistel John
know.”

“Wan! You—How—" He was fully
dressed, his arms folded, his hands hid-
den in the voluminous sleeves of a flow-
ing robe of black silk. Silk! Stella re-
membered the betraying rustle at the stair-
top. Was Wan Lee the eavesdropper,
then, instead of Lois? “Don’t trust. . .”
someone, John had started to say. Had
he been about to warn her against the
Chinese? The Oriental’s horrid scar, a
hideous scarlet gash across half his face,
seemed to crawl with a monstrous life of
its own, and above it slant, glittering eyes
were obscurely menacing. “What are you
doing here?”

“I leading third book Confucius, velly
good philosophel my people. Heal Missee
Wallen talk tel’phone ; come see what can
do. Something ?”

Reading Confucius! Very likely—at
three in the morning! Stella licked cold,
dry lips. She mustn’t let him see how
afraid John’s tortured voice, his desperate
message, had made her. But neither could
she leave the laboratory unguarded—with
the book in it that had sounded so tremen-
dously important to her husband.

“Yes,” she managed an almost normal
intonation. “You can do something for
me. It's hot in my room, cooler here.
Please bring my mattress down, the bed-
clothes, and my dressing gowa and slip-
pers. I intend to sleep here, right here,
the rest of the night.”

There was no expression in the yellow
countenance, but Stella knew Wan Lee
was not deceived. He glided away, his felt
slippers utterly soundless on the stairs,
vanished into the dimness of the upper
hall. Stella whirled, darted into the living
room, flitted across it to an Adam table
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in a dark corner. She jerked a drawer
open; her hand fumbled among papers,
clattering odds and ends within. Her fin-
gers found eold metal; she whimpered
and pulled out John's flat automatic.

She was back again at the laboratory
door, the giifi hidden in the folds of her
sheer nightdress, was watching the Chi-
nese’ waddling descent as he grunted un-
der his butky burden. Her feathery, friv-
olous dressing gown made a splotch of
vivid red over the top of the bundle.
Somehow it tooked as if he were bearing
a horribly limp corpse, a great gout of
fresh blood staining its white shroud!

One thing, she thought as she watched
Wan Lee arrange the improvised bed on
the floor right across the laboratory en-
trance, was fortunate. The room had no
windows, was ventilated by narrow ducts
from fans in the basement. John had told
her tiat once, when she had wondered at
a great windowless space in the stone
side-wall ofthre house; he had said some-
thing about fumes from his experiments
killing the ivy and other foliage if that
were not done. |

She hadn’t paid much attention then,
watching the adorable way in which his
tiny black mustache moved under his nose
as he talked. But she remembered now,
and was glad. This was the only way any-
one could get in. Her lips moved in a
silent prayer that if anyone came she
would be able to stop him.

STELLA sat bolt upright on the mat-
tress, her:back against the door, her
quivering finpers tight on the butt of the
automatic under the sheets. Her eyes,
wide, aching, strained into black pools of
shadow cast by a tiny nightlight, high up
in the foyer ceiling, and the broad en-
trance hall was strangely unfamiliar, filled
suddenly with eerie menace. Tiny creak-
ings, the rustle of foliage outside, sent
cold prickles up and down her spine.

She fought for calmness, fought not to
think of the way John’s voice had choked
off, of the final thud and the shrill voice
she had heard. Her lover was all right,
she tried to tell herself ; nothing had hap-
pened to him. His letter would clear
things up, and she would laugh at her
present terror when she read it.

But oh, how long, how long was it yet
till morning? Till old Si Hopkins would
come in his axle-squealing buggy and
bring that letter? That letter from the
—dead. Stella’s heart skipped. Stark
terror seized her. John was decd, wmur-

dered! She would never see him any
more!
God! She mustn’t think that; she

would go mad before dawn if she did.
She mustn't think at all. She stared
straight ahead of her at the great entrance-
door. Beyond it was the terraced gar-
den, the gravelled path sloping down to
the gate, and the mailbox with its little
red flag into which Si would put John’s
letter in the morning. No! She must meet
him there, get the letter from him. She
must let no one else know of it or get
a hand on it. Not Wan Lee—certainly
not Wan Lee—nor even Loris Morne.
John had said no one . . . noone . ..
Stella forced heavy eyelids open.

What was that? A furtive sound
brought Stella wide awake, icy fingers
clamping her heart. There it was again,
the sough of fabric against wood, the al-
most imperceptible grate of stealthy met-
al against metal. Someone was at the out-
side door, was fumbling a key into its
lock. The girl snatched up the gun from
where her drowsing hand bad dropped it.
She was on her feet, tense, quivering.

She could hear the pound of blood in
her ears, the single, startled chirp of a
woods cricket, and nothing else. Not an-
other sound, but she fel¢ the presence of
the intruder on the other side of the stout
panel at which she stared ; visualized him,
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a shapeless, menacing figure crouched out
there on the doorstep . . . Oh God! Here,
inside the house, in that cormer, a black
shadow was coming to life, was extending
upward, was taking on the form of a
man, of . . . “I see you!” she gulped. “I
see you! Stop there or I'll shoot.”

“No shoot, Missee Wallen,” liquid syl-
lables sounded from the shadow. “This
me, Wan Lee.”

Stella gasped with quick relief, then
paled. What was the Chinese doing there?
Had he been creeping up on her, hop-
ing to find her asleep? The feel of
the gun-butt in her wet palm was com-
forting. “Wan! There’s someone outside,
someone trying to get in!”

“lI go see,” His response was imper-
turable, no hint of excitement tinged its
thin monotone. Ignoring the gun still
snouting at him, he moved to the portal.
A bolt rattled and the great leaf swung
open. A rectangle of graying dawn was
blotted by Lee’s tall silhouette—was gone
as the door slammed closed and its spring-
lock clicked. Stella swayed, put her free
hand back to the wall behind to steady
herself, waited interminably for the sound
of a struggle.

Minutes dragged, and there was no
sign that anything lived, out there in the
garden. Was the house boy ever com-
ing back? Had he fled—frightened away
by the terror that quivered about the
house? Had he been ambushed—wound-
ed, killed, perhaps, by the trespasser
whose furtive attempt to enter had awak-
ened her? Or—her veins ran an icy
stream—was he whispering out there to
the other, planning an attack? Was that
the reason he had been stealing toward
the door, to let the prowler in?

ST as that last thought squeezed her
brain in a constricting band of steel,
another furtive sound jerked her eyes
away from the door, through the great

arch of the living-room, to the pale ob-
long of a window it half-obscured. Some-
thing was moving across that window.
It was an arm—a hairy arm—stretching
across the glass. She could not see the
hand, but she divined that it was at the
invisible corner of the frame—the corneg,,
where John had installed a patent lock!
Metal snapped loudly. Had that lock
been forced? Was the window about to
open, to let in—what? What sort of
thing owned that black, shaggy arm?

Paralysis of terror held Stella rigid.
She could not scream; she could not move
the hand in which she held John'’s gun,
could not shoot. Wood grated—was that
window opening? Oh God!

Suddenly as it had appeared, the arm
was gone! The window had not opened
—she must have imagined it—for the
shadow of a tree bough loomed across the
pane. That was it—the shadow of a
branch. More than once she had been
frightened by just such an apparition.
Then something thumped against the big
door, and its knob rattled!

She hadn’t imagined the arm at that.
The attack had shifted, that was all, had
come around to the front entrance. Of
course—Wan Lee had brought them
there—easier—they were coming in . . .

Her throat worked; her frozen lips
moved, but she could utter only a hissing
rasp. Would she—could she—fire the gun
in her hand? Could she send lead death
pounding into living flesh? “Missee Wal-
len I’ the high squeal of Wan Lee’s voice
came through the thick wogd... “Missee
Wallen, open do’l”

Then he hadn’t his key! Good! She
would keep him outside. Safer that way
—safer ... Oh Lord! She couldn’t; she
dared not. It was already growing light,
soon it would be broad day and the mail-
man would be coming up the road. He
would give John’s letter to the Oriental
unquestionably, that all-important letter!
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At all costs she must prevent that! “All
right,” she contrived to say. “All right,
Wan Lee, I'm coming.”

The girl’s trembling legs seemed to
move through a viscous liquid; miles
stretched between her and her goal. But
she reached there at last, got her left hand
on the polished knob, turned it. She
jumped back, the gun jerking up. But
only Lee was there, tall and gaunt against
the blazing glory of sunrise. He shuffled
in, and the portal slammed shut behind
him.

“Well,” Stella husked.
What—who . . . ?”

“Nobody!” He spread his gnarled.
ocherous talons wide. ‘“Nobody there,
no tracks in wet glass, nothing.” He
shrugged, continued without change of

t il

tone. “I go make bleakfas’.

“Put up a card-table here.” The Chinesé
slid through the door at the left, and
it closed behind him. But Stella did not
see that. She was staring at the pale-
tinted wall, at a tiny smear that showed
where Lee’s voluminous sleeve had brush-
ed against it—a smear that glistened
redly in the light that swept in now
through the fanlight over the big door.

“Well, Leé.

CHAPTER TWO
The Fungus Death

664 \H, Hon . .. Honey!” A sleepy, lit-

tle-girl’s voice broke through thé
gray mists swirling about her. “Why
all the confabulation down there in the
middle of the night?” Stella turned,
looked bleakly up the green-carpeted
stairs. Lois Morne was peering down at
her, round-eyed and tiny in pajamas of
peach silk through which the glint of her
skin was a pink sheen. “Has Johnnie come
home already?” The tousled aureole of
yellow hair that crowned her head was
repeated under her plump, ineffectual chin

by a furry bundle of dog hugged to her
breast. “Oooh, I hope so. Lois is just
aching for the walk in the dew- of the
dawn that he’s promised her. And Babs
wants to go too, don't you, baby?” The
last was to the poodle, who yelped and
darted a red tongue across the girl’s cheek.

“No,” Stella said drearily. “John has
not come home.” A little flare of resent-
ment at the diminutive the other had used
was quenched in the black flame of her
fear for her husband. Her body ached as
if the terrors of the night had been physi-
cal blows. “I hope worry about him didn’t
disturb your sleep.”

She couldn’t help that bitter jab; more
than ever she felt her old friend to be
an interloper. And the irony of it was
that if anything more happened here, she
would have to look out for that bundle of
blonde fluff as well as for herself and
the mysteriously precious black book be-
hind the fast-locked door.

“We slept like logs, thank you, Babsie
and I.” Lois’ red sandaled feet came
down a step or two. “We—oh!” She
broke off with a little squeal. “Oh, you've
got a gun, Stella, and—and you’ve slept
in the hall. What’s happened?”

“I couldn’t sleep in my room. It was
too hot, so I came down here. Couldn't
sleep here either and I was cleaning John's
gun to kill time.” Stella knew her lies
were as transparent to Lois—unless she
were actually the utter moron she pre-
tended—eas they had been to Wan Lee.

But it didn’t matter, nothing mattered
except the letter she awaited. Perhaps,
beside the combination, there would be
some clue in it to John’s whereabouts,
some hint as to where she could begin to
look for him.

Worse even than the threat to herself,
and the unknown menace still hovering
around the place was the awful uncer-
tainty regarding her lover’s safety, the
terrible not-knowing whether he were not
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.lying wounded somewhere, bleeding his
life away. . . .

P‘ROM the gate Stella could look up the
flower-bordered path, through the
wide-open front door to the blank, in-
scrutable face of the laboratory door. The
gun in her pocket would easily carry that
far. She could turn her head, just a bit,
and look down the steep brown ribbon of
the mountain road, a hundred yards to
where the trail curved and was hidden by
a green curtain from behind which the
mail-carrier’s buggy would come.

The house, thank God, was empty. Wan
Lee had departed, a quarter-hour ago,
with swinging can for milk and eggs at
the Ransom’s farm up the tree-cloaked
hill; Lois, in shorts and halter, was some-
where out back basking in her matutinal
sun bath. That same bright sun was
beating down on Stella, and in its warm
glare the night's alarms seemed unreal,
fantastic. But she could see, even from
here, a tiny smudge on the foyer-wall
where the Chinese’s sleeve had brushed,
and it was brown now, granulated, un-
doubtedly a spot of blood. . . .

From somewhere upstairs, a clock. clink-
ed eight times. Si Hopkins was down
below now at the Dane’s; the grizzled
mailman’s daily round was punctual as
time itself. He would be here in min-
utes, Babs would come scrambling out
from some grassy covert and leap into
the buggy for the head-scratching she
had learned to expect. The kindly old
man would drawl a greeting, would reach
into the bag between his feet, and pull
out John’s letter at last.

Why didn’t he come? It was time
now, it must be time!—A far-off squeak-
ing pulled Stella around, the familiar in-
termittent squeal of the mail-buggy’s un-
greased axles. In seconds, now, the gray
head of his horse would poke around that
bend. Everything was tight inside the

girl, her breath came from her pale lips
in hissing whisper. And suddenly—in
mid-squall—the axle-sound stopped!

In the name of all the saints why did
Si have to stop there, today of all days?
Stella pulled the gate open, took.a step
out into the road, stopped. No! She
dared not get out of sight of the lab.

The thin shriek of the axle shuddered
again through the ambient air, and the
long face of Roamer, Hopkins’ decrepit
mare, appeared nodding around the curve.

The buggy came into view. Queer!
Why were the rain-curtains up, hiding
the vehicle’s interior? The sky was cloud-
less—could it have been raining in the
valley when he had set out? Stella’s eyes
narrowed, her scalp tightened with appre-
hension, with growing fear. Wholly un-
consciously, her hand slid into the pocket
of her linen slacks, fastened on the butt
of the automatic there. Something was
wrong—deadly wrong. Suddenly the sun’s
warmth was gone and a chill penetrated
the very marrow of her bones.

Roamer plodded toward her, slowly, oh,
so slowly. Time stretched into infinity,
but he reached her at last, stopped ; whin-
nying, stretching his nose for the apple
she always had for him. She had forgot-
ten it. Why were those black curtains so
immovable? Why did no quavering,
cheery voice greet her from behind them?

Was it fancy, or did a queerly musty
odor taint the air?

Stella knew she must open those cur-
tains, and she was afraid, horribly afraid.
Her skin crawled with fear; But she
fought her hand up, fought it to the rusty .
fasteners edging the peeling fabrikoid,
jerked them open. And screamed!

It wasn’'t—it couldn’t be Si Hopkins,
this slumped, inert bundle on the buggy
seat! It couldn’t be anything human—
this Thing in the frayed blue suit of the
old mail-carrier. Where there should be
hands there were two formless lumps of
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a slimy substance like the scum on a stag-
nant pool, except that it was fish-belly
white and dotted with small gall-like pro-
tuberances. The head—Stella’s stomach
churned—the head was a mass of the
same fungoid stuff, and from its mouth,
its nostrils, trailed long tendrils of some-
thing that looked like Spanish moss, clam-
my-white, growing even as the aghast girl
stared at it. . . .

Protruding here and there through the
hauseous, quivering mass, all that could
be identified as belonging to the old man
were little tufts of curly, silver bair.

THOSE knobby balls—how they were
L= swelling, like little balloons! There
was a scamper behind the girl; a white
flash passed her, scrambled into the bug-
gy. The impetus of Bab’s rush carried
it against the Thing’s face and one of the
balls plopped open. It sprayed a tiny
cloud of fine dust around the dog’s head.
The poodle yelped—its cry of anguish was
like a human screamr—threw itself back-
ward in a somersault that landed it,
thumping, on the ground.

The tiny dog lurched to its feet, started
a blind, frantic rush away from the agony
that had seized it, got to the side of the
road and well again, writhing in the ditch,
Its hairy pelt was clotting—no!—was be-
ing covered with the same odd fungus
that invested Si Hopkins. Tendrils grew,
spurted almost, from its nostrils, its snarl-
ing mouth. It lay still . . . Stella averted
her eyes from the horror.

But she forced them back again to the
buggy. Against the dashboard lay the
bulging mailbag. Had any of the death-
dust sprayed the striped bed-ticking? If
she touched it would that lethal fungus
spring to life on her own hand, spread
appallingly, eating her white, firm flesh
as it had eaten the dog’s, the old man’s?
Would it sprout from her nostrils as it
sprouted from theirs? But the letter in

the mail bag held the combination that
would enable her to reach the notebook
John had entrusted to her care. She could
seize it, flee from this place of menace,
of soul-shattering terror. But as long
as that book was still within the house
she could not leave. Stella moaned, her
hand drifted toward the bag, reached it,
touched it. Her fingertips prickled—she
gasped—it was only the harshness of the
thick fabric. She clutched the sack, jerk-
ed it from the wagon-bed in one con-
vulsive movement. It crashed to the
ground, white papers spilled from it—
from a long gash in its side.

The ground heaved under her feet.
Hopkins’ disaster was not some fearful
accident, then. Someone had murdered
him, had sprayed him with the fungoid
death, had ripped the mailbag and stolen
—awhat? Awful certainty pounded at the
girl’s brain, but she dropped to her knees,
hoping against hope as she scrambled
among the spilled envelopes, the scrawled
postcards. Whimpering, searching, des-
perately searching for the familar bold
lettering she knew she would not find. She
read the names of families up the moun-
tain, over its crest, down the other slope.
But no Mrs. John Warren. . . .

No Dane either, or anyone below.
Their letters had been delivered. Then
suddenly Stella remembered the momen-
tary stoppage in the buggy’s approach.
The thing had happened there, just be-
low the bend, not a hundred yards away.
Whoever had John’s letter with the com-
bination, was near—very near. He might
be—She jumped to her feet, her frantic
glance shooting to the house, the hall.

Someone was in the foyer! Her hand
flashed to the pocketed gun; she plunged
up the path. Something metallic caught
the light in the hands of the dark figure;
Stella’s numbed fingers fumbled to find
the automatic’s safety catch, couldn’t. She
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felt threshold-stone underfoot, catapulted
into the hall. The tall form within tensed
—flung an arm out at her. ...

“No cleam today,” Wan Lee said bland-
ly, holding up the can. “Cow sick.” He
seemed quite unconcerned. “No can hab
stlawbelly-sholtcake.”

TELLA stared at him. Had he, or
hadn’t he been at the laboratory when

she first glimpsed him? She couldn’t be
sure. From the bright daylight outdoors
it had been impossible to see clearly with-
in the house. But she was dishevelled,
breathless, holding a gun, and even Ori-
ental fatalism could not possibly be so
imperturbed at the spectacle she must
present. His very poise argued guilt. He
could have met Hopkins in the copse be-
low, killed him, slipped back here through
the woods and come in the back way. Her
finger tightened on the trigger. But she
could not shoot him out of hand—could
not even accuse him. She had no proof.

“Any letters for little Lois, honey-girl ?”
The speaker followed her insipid voice
from a door to the left.

“No, Lois. No letters for you.” Yes-
terday she had winced at the way John’s
eyes had caressed the girl’s voluptuous
curves, all too fully revealed by her sparse
" costume. The thought stabbed, how happy
she would be if he were here to do that
now—even if Lois were stark naked.

“Oh, Si’s still here!” the blonde ex-
claimed, and undulated toward the exit.

“Wait!” Stella snapped. “Wait. Don’t
. go out there. Close that door and lock it.”
The blonde turned, pouting, but Stella
paid no attention. She was at the tele-
phone, whirling the magneto handle. She
must have help. She would tell the oper-
ator to send the Dane boys up here, to
dispatch Marshal Lester from Nehansic.
She could hold Wan Lee off till they
came. Then she would have them batter

down the laboratory door. She would get
the book out, and they would guard her
as far as the village. Funny, the line
sounded dead. She twirled the handle
again. There was no tinkle, no respond-
ing voice. The girl swayed back on her
heels. The line was dead! It had been
cut somewhere outside!

Very calmly she replaced the receiver
in its hook, turned to the others. Wan Lee
was standing meekly still, hands hidden
within his sleeves, the milk-can dangling
incongruously against the frogged buttons
on his black cotton working-jacket. ‘“Lee,”
she said. “Go upstairs and make the beds,
I'll tell you about lunch later.”

His scarred face was a still, sinister
mask, but she could have sworn that his
narrow eyes glittered malevolently, mock-
ingly. “I obey,” they seemed to say, “be-
cause it suits me. But watch out. My
time is coming.” His departure was si-
lent, reptilian, as always.

Stella jerked around as soon as he was
out of sight. “Lois!” she whispered. “I
don’t want to frighten you, but I need
your help. Si Hopkins is out in the bug-
gy there dead—murdered. The ’phone
wire has been cut. I want you to slip
out the back way, run through the woods
to the Dane’s, and tell them to get here
as quickly as they can, with their guns.
Do you think you can do that, dear?”

Color drained from the other’s doll
face, and her eyes grew big. “Oh, Stell,”
she whimpered. “I knew something was
wrong. But—but why don’t _you go. I—
I'm afraid!”

“Whatever there is to fear is here;
you'll be going away from danger. The
quicker you go the safer you will be.
Come, I'll get the door and windows
locked out here and go to the back with
you. I'll watch you, cover you with the
gun as far as I can see you. But hurryl”
Stella’s voice broke. “Please hurry!”
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CHAPTER THREE
Bncircled!

TELLA slammed the back door behind
Lois, clicked the lock, watched her
run like a shaggy rabbit across the clear-
ing- ‘With her out of the house there
was at least one worry off her mind. She
was almost at the dark rim of the pines
now. After that—

Lois screamed! Something white
flashed through the sunlight. A little cloud
of mist swirled on the ground at the
blonde’s feet. She whirled, dived back
headlong, eyes wide with terror, as scream
after scream shrilled through her lips.

Stella had the door open again, blazed
a single shot into the gloomy tree trunks
where a flicker of movement had showed
momentarily. Lois brushed by her, still
screaming, and Stella slammed the door
again, locked it, stooped, her fearful
glance darting to the bare legs of the
blonde girl who had collapsed in a dead
faint on the kitchen floor.

The tanned skin, tiny hairs glinting
golden against its bronze, was clean. No
clammy fungus was spreading there. The
lethal puff-ball had missed! Stella gasped
relief, reached for a pot of water on the
sink drain-board, dashed its contents into
Lois’ face. The girl sputtered back to
consciousness, stared up at the ceiling
- with eyes whose blue was darkened, al-
most blackened with fear. “The dog-
man!” she moaned. “Oh, the horrible
dog-man!”

Stella recalled the shaggy arm she had
seen last night. Her fingers dug into the
girl's bare shoulder. “What dog-man?
Lois, what was it you saw ?”

“A little man, all hairy, in among the
trees. He had a face like an airedale, and
he threw something. He made noises, like
a dog barking, awful noises. Oh, honey,”

she clung to Stella’s arm, pulled herself to
a sitting posture, “What was he? What is
going on around here?”

“I wish I knew,” Stella said bitterly.

“Upstai’s all finish,” Wan Lee an-
nounced, shuffling in. Then he saw the
pool on the floor and his face suddenly
twisted with anger. “Wach you do here,
Missee ?”” he cackled. “Wach fo’ you make
my flo’ wet?” He snatched at the buttons
of his jacket, ripping them open. “I go.
I thloo. You come my kitchen, make dil-
ty; I go.”

Stella lifted herself erect. Her face
was set, the gun steady in her hand. “Oh,
no!” she gritted. “No, you don’t go. You
stay here, right here, till Mr. John comes
home safely.” Had he, somehow, gotten
hold of the precious notebook ?

A very hell of fury blazed in the
Chinese’s eyes. His evil scar was blue-
black with the blood surging into it. Only
for an instant, though. Suddenly all ex-
pression was gone from his countenance;
it was mask-like as ever. “Vely well,” he
muttered. “I stay. I stay in my loom up-
sai’s till Missa John come.” He started
to turn.

“One moment,” Stella snapped. Ignor-
ing his glowering look she came closer to
him. Jamming her gun into his stomach
she passed her free hand tightly over his
clothes. Keys came out of a pocket, the
house keys. She passed by sundry odds
and ends of string, buttons and other odds
and ends of things. There was nothing
else—nothing suspicious—wait !

She remembered a lurid Chinatown yarn
she had once read, felt around at the
back of his neck between his shoulder
blades. Something hard was there, some-
thing long and thin and hard. Her fingers
slipped inside his loose collar, came out
with a narrow knife whose handle was
notched, whose eight-inch blade was
smeared with brown that was not rust!
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HYSTERIA plucked at Stella’s nerves

but her voice was steady. “This was
for killing chickens, I suppose?” she said
grimly, “Lois—there’s some wire in—
Loist”

Where was that girl? Had—? Wan
Lee lurched suddenly, a sudden leap that
took him past her before she could shoot.
She whirled. He was just beyond her,
his arm was up and out, a white ball
struck it, burst, spewed a misty cloud of
tiny dancing particles around his yellow
hand. Stella’s scream was a choked
squeal. Lee’s attempt at escape had saved
her life. That puff-ball had been thrown
through the doorway at her—by whom?

She glimpsed the Oriental’s pain-con-
torted face as she plunged past him. There
was no one in the dining-room, no one
in the foyer. She twisted to a sound from
above,* saw Lois peering down, “What
happened, sweet?” the infantile blonde
lisped. “Any more trouble?”

“Lois,” Stella gasped. “Did you see
anyone out here?”

The other went wide-eyed. “Why, no!
Who could be there? I was going to my
room to fix my make-up. I saw no one.”

That nut would stop for lipstick on
Judgment Day. “Go ahead and prink,”
Stella blurted, forced her eyes back to-
ward the kitchen, knowing that she would
see Wan Lee writhing on the floor in the
throes of the horrible fungus-death. But
he was still standing, a yellow liquid was
dripping down his arm, dripping from
his finger-tips. Where it gathered on the
concrete floor it fizzed and smoked.

With his other hand the Chinaman was
just putting a bottle down on the kitchen
table. Stella could see its red label, knew
it was the muriatic acid the houseboy used
for cleaning. God! The skin of the Chin-
ese where the acid bathed it was rising in
great white weals—but the caustic had
killed the spores that otherwise would
have spread all over his body by now.

A single moan forced itself through his
thin lips. Then stolid endurance of what
must have been terrific pain hardened his
face to its usual impassivity. He was
washing the stuff off now, under a turned-
on tap. A more pressing problem called
for Stella’s attention. :

She had locked the windows, the door.
A quick glance showed her they were
undisturbed. But the attacker must be in
the house. How had he gotten in? She
whirled to a stealthy, muffled sound that
came from inside the laboratory door.

Stella crouched, her tongue cleaving to
the roof of her mouth, stared at the blank,
forbidding panel. The unseen assailant,
the prowler whom John had feared, had
penetrated her defenses, was within the
closed room. Even now he must have the
black book in his hands!

She had failed her husband, had fallen
down on the task he had given her in his
frantic cry from out of the unknown.
The thought exploded red fury within her
skull. Her left hand darted out like the
strike of a rattler, clutched the doorknob.
The door pulled open. A vague, bent
form, somehow uncouth, moved in the
dimness. The girl thrust over the thresh-
old, her weapon swung up, “Hands up”
she cried, “or I'll shoot!”

Only a faint rustle answered her.
“Hands—" An arm snaked past her side,
from behind. A hand clutched the gun,
ripped it from her fingers. The door
crashed closed behind her, blackness
crashed about her, and a shrill laugh came
muffled through the thick panel!

Stella spun around, an abortive scream
rasping her throat. Her hands reached
out for, found wood, found a knob, turned
it and thrust against it. The door was
immovable, locked! It was locked! she
was imprisoned, here in the dark—shut
in weaponless with some hideous thing
that moved furtively in the blackness—
with seme bestial thing which killed with
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clammy white puff balls that burst and
made horror of its victim!

MAD laughter swelled the muscles of
her own neck. Wan Lee! Fool that
she was—mad fool!—thinking him help-
less, ignoring him. He had come up be-
hind her with his noiseless tread, had
jerked the gun from her hand and slam-
med to the door that shut her in to die!

Glass tinkled against glass—in here!

Her staring eyeballs ached with the
pressure of utter lightlessness. Her brain
writhed with terror, with anguish trans-
cending terror. Instinct gibbered to her
that the thing inhabiting this darkness
with her was other than human, was foul-
ness unspeakable.

She sensed it in the padding footfall
that thudded against her straining ears,
in the fetid odor that threaded the pun-
gent smell of chemicals, that assailed her
nostrils with its eerie menace. And she
knew that the thing was creeping toward
her, that its hairy claws were reaching out
for her—for the soft flesh of her neck.

Sudden coldness invaded her, and she
found sly cunning in the extremity of her
fear, the sly cunning that animates the
completely mad. If she couldn’t see what
crept upon her, it couldn’t see her. She
dropped soundlessly to the floor, slid
noiselessly along the wall.

Noiselessly? The fabric of her cloth-
ing scraped; the faint sound that was
thunderous in her ears must resound
equally to the other. Frantic fingers flew
—modern woman’s garments are scanty,
easily shed. Her skin wouldn’t rustle,
wouldn’t scrape against wood or - plaster
and betray her to the unseen hunter. Nak-
ed as the day she was born, Stella slith-
ered through the shielding darkness, nak-
ed and snarling as some primordial pro-
genetrix, far back in the dawn of Time.

And like that far-away ancestress the
nude girl crawled, through blackness that

well might be the dark of a primeval night,

-shuddering with fear of the nameless, in-

visible thing that stalked her. In time
Stella lost all sense of direction, all knowl-
edge of where she was, of where the door
might be, knew only that she must slide
endlessly, silently on.

A chair-leg brushed her flank, a table
corner scraped her thigh. She stifled a
startled cry, too late. The Thing was upon
her! A hairy body prickled her with its
bristles, a taloned claw sliced searingly
along her arm, fingers like steel springs
clamped her wrist. A surge of terror-
born strength heaved the girl to her feet,
lifting the other with her. Her free hand
flailed into the darkness, crashed against
mushy lips that drooled, was gashed by
protruding fangs. ‘

Two beasts battled in blackness, fought
with snapping tooth and tearing claw—
a loathsome, shaggy thing that growled, a
woman once white and soft but now a
snarling mad creature from which civiliza-
tion was stripped as her clothes had been.
The furious maelstrom whirled through
the laboratory; a table toppled; bottles
were swept from a shelf, crashed thun-
derously. Stella did not feel the splintered
glass slash her bare feet, nor the acids
burn them. But suddenly a tiny flame
kindled by the seething mixture of chem-
icals, ran along the floor; a greenish light
flickered, and she saw the face of the
thing with which she battled.

BULGING eyes were bloodshot with

lust and battle-madness, under an in-
finitesimal brow. A flat nose dripped
blood; long, yellow fangs gnashed be-
tween thick black lips. Gory foam drib-
bled from those lips. It flecked the stiff,
green-brown hair fringing the brutish,
protruding jaw and merged it with the
dog-man’s barrel chest. Marvelously, he
was shorter than she, though wiry, pow-
erful. Stella’s clawed hand darted for his
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€yes, gouged. He growled, jerked away.
In the moment’s respite, the girl saw a
teetering shelf, a bottle sliding from it
whose red-lettered label shouted Nitric
Acid. She snatched at it, had it, grasped
it. A swift motion broke the neck from
the container. Another jetted its contents
straight into the man-beast’s face.

The thing screamed, horribly, his shag-
gy hands went to eyes that were suddenly
balls of blistered white, to a contorted,
smoking visage. The jagged bottle was
still in Stella’s hands, she jabbed savage-
ly—gripped it with both her torn hands,
leaped high in the air and crashed it down
on the other’s flat skull. Blood gushed,
there was a sickening sound of crushing
bone, and the dog-man collapsing,
screamed once.

Stella reeled, clutched at a table-top,
held on, closing her eyes to shut out the
awful sight. An acrid odor stung her nos-
trils—the sharp odor of singeing hair! It
brought her back to awareness; her lids
popped open. The light in the room was
brighter, not green now but yellow and
red. Flames licked along the twisted
corpse of her beaten antagonist, fluttered
like tiny flags from mingled reagents there
on the floor, from its very boards. Green-
ish smoke gathered, undulated about her
ankles, sent seeking tendrils up along the
sun-tanned slimness of her legs.

The room was ablaze, and she was
locked in it to burn, to roast. In minutes
it would be a fiery caldron, a roaring fur-
nace. . . . And there was only that tight-
locked door!

Her glance lit on 3 desk ifi a corner,
on a pulled-out drawer. The margin of
a notebook, a black-covered notebook,
peeped over the edge. There was the book,
the black book John had entrusted to her,
the book that had brought terror, death,
surging about her. He had wanted her to
hide it. Well, she would, she would hide

it in the flames, with her own charred
body!

The fire reached some inflammable
liquid, roared higher. Black smoke bil-
lowed, eddied. A cough racked her throat,
and she pounded on the desk in effort to
control that spasmodic retching. Pounded
—funny that her little fist should crash
so loudly. It wasn’t her fist! It was some-
thing pounding on the door, great blows
that shook the thick panel, that splintered
the wood. The door was breaking down!

Stella staggered over to it, hugging the
precious book to her lacerated breasts.
She could hardly breathe. The heat was
intolerable. She slid to her knees, slumped
to the floor. A tiny current of fresher air
seeped through the crevice down here, re-
vived her a little. The panel quivered,
metal screeched. And the pounding
stopped!

Stella heard a scream, a woman's
scream ; she heard Wan Lee’s cackling,
high gabble. A woman—God! Lois! Was
it Lois that had been hammering at the
door, and the Chinese who had made her
stop? A muffled shot cracked out there
. . . and the pounding recommenced. Just
as final blackness engulfed the beleaguered
girl, the door crashed open.

CHAPTER FOUR

Wan Lee Strikes

PAIN, dull thumping pain, racked Stella

as she heaved up through weltering
blackness to consciousness again. Her
eyes opened, she was on the foyer-floor.
A rug was thrown over her to hide her
nakedness. John’s book was still against
her breast. A white, limp hand was just
within the edge of her vision.

Her sight cleared as she turned her
aching head, and she saw the flaccid form
of Lois limp against the wall—saw a
spreading, scarlet blotch on the blonde
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girl’s swelling bust. Oh, poor girl, poor
girl. Lois had given her fluttering, but-
terfly life to save hers. To save—but
there had been only one shot. Who, then,
had dragged her from the flames?

Stella struggled to sit up, managed it
through every fractional jnch of move-
ment sent agony stabbing through her.
The shattered laboratory door gaped open.
Within was charred chaos. A brassy fire-
extinguisher lay on its side just within the
threshold. She had laughed at John, called
him an old woman, when he had insisted
on buying it. And now it had saved the
house. But who had used it? And where
was Wan Lee?

She twisted at a thump against the en-
trance door, to the click of a key turning
in its lock. And froze as she saw it move
slowly inward, as she saw a yellow hand
jag its edge. a yellow hand that clutched
a long, cruel blade from whose sharp
point red drops dripped. The great leaf
came slowly open, and through the aper-
ture the gaunt Oriental stepped.

Stella watched him almost impersonal-
ly. Wan Lee had come back for her, to kill
her as he had killed Lois, to take the black
book from her and vanish with it to the
hell where such fiends go. And she didn’t
care. When he had cut her throat the
pains that made her body a shell of agony
would stop. She would be done with hor-
ror. She would rest at last in eternal obli-
vion. Only she would have liked to have
felt John’s warm lips on hers just once
more before she died. Maybe he would
meet her again—over there. Maybe he
was there already, waiting for her. . . .

The saffron face with its sinister scar
leered at her, slant eyes glittering. Why
did he stand there, gloating? Why didn’t
he kill her and be done with it? His lips
moved—he was going to taunt her first.
Maybe he would torture her. She had
often read of diabolic Manchu tortures.
That was really funny—he couldn’t hurt

her any more than she hurt already. “Mis-
see feel betteh?” he said. “Tha’s good!
Maybeso Wan Lee get some clo’s flom
loom? Yes?”

Bewildered, half-delirious, the girl met
this amazing speech with same dazed ac-
ceptance with which she had contemplated
his supposed intention to kill her. “Yes,”
she breathed. “Yes, please.” But when,
having paused a moment to shoot the bolt
on the great front door, he had flitted up
the stairs, a modicum of reason returned
to her. She was in his power, he was play-
ing with her as a cat with a mouse, but she
might be able to save John’s book. Her
eyes darted around for a hiding place, she
saw none within easy reach. And then
a sly thought came to her.

She turned over, skidded herself across
the waxed floor to Lois’ flaccid body ! Her
smoke-blackened hands tugged at the
corpse, lifted it a bit, slid the notebook
underneath, let it thump down again. And
saw metal glint beyond, the automatic that
had been snatched from her hand.

The gun had been under the slain girl.
Stella snatched at it, hid that in turn un-
der the rumpled rug that had covered
her. Hid it—but the implication of its
presence where she had found it did not
come to her,

SHE was clothed again, had slipped into

the kitchen to wash off as much as she
was able of the soot and dried blood.
Thought gradually began to function, Why
Wan Lee had spared her she could not
fathom, but she could see him from where
she stood, a silent, black-robed form at the
living-room window, peering out through
it with a curious intentness.

Lightly, cat-footed, she moved through
the dining-room, into the wall. It was the
work of second to stoop, snatch the auto-
matic from under the rug. The safety-
catch slipped back easily, her finger curled
about the trigger. Steady now. One shot.
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It must be her first shot that would rip
into the Oriental’s back and pay him back
for Si Hopkins, for Lois. ... She
stopped breathing.

And Wan Lee whipped around, “Look,”
he said, his face alight. “Missa John
come!” And then, before Stella could ab-
sorb it, before she could move, he was
shrieking, his thin voice thinner with sud-
den terror. “The dogs! The dogs! Oh,
Buddha! The dog-men!”

The girl hurtled through the archway,
to the window, hurled the Chinese aside.
There he was, John, his red hair an ori-
flamme in the lowering sunlight. He was
coming around the hood of his roadster,
looking curiously at the curtained buggy
and its grazing mare. And behind him,
shaggy, repulsive, two dog-faced men
were at the margin of the woods across
the road. One had his arm raised, a white
ball in it—about to hurl the fungus-death
at John’s unsuspecting back!

Crack! Crash! The window splintered
in front of Stella; the death-thrower
jerked, collapsed. She realized that she
had shot through the glass, that her bul-
let had sped unerringly to its mark.
Crack! She shot again,”and the other
squat, shaggy fellow was a limp bundle
in the road-dust. John spun around, his
mouth ludicrously gaping, his hand flash-
ing to a hip-pocket. From around the
house-corner someone else appeared. But
this one was clean-shaven, his counte-
nance slant-eyed and yellow as Lee’s, a
bulldog revolver in his saffron fist.

Stella swung her weapon around, pulled
the trigger. And nothing happened. The
gun was empty, she had never thought to
examine the clip. She screamed to warn
her husband. He didn’t hear her. The
newcomer’s hand lifted, his gun point-
blank at John.

A metallic flash whipped through the
air, plunk! A knife quivered in the squat
man’s neck. His gun barked, but its

orange flame jetted at blue sky, and he
was like an emptying sack, sinking slow-
ly to the waiting ground.

As Warren whirled once again, Stella
saw Wan Lee running down the path to
him. John’s voice came clearly to her.
“Some throwing, Wan. Some knife-
throwing! I didn’t know you had it in
you.” She heard him say that. And then,
clutched at the window-sill, she slid down
and down into blackness.

GQTELL! Stell dear!” John could

call her back from the Styx itself.
“Honey-girl.” His dear face was bending
above her, dark with anxiety, with fear
for her. Her arm went up, around his
neck, she pulled him down for a long
kiss.

“Oh, that was good,” she murmured,
“better than all the medicine in the world.
But are you all right, my dear?”

“Alive and kicking, Stell, though there’s
a place on the back of my head that’s
mighty tender. Had quite a tussle with a
couple of yellow beggars who interrupted
our conversation last night. They enter-
tained me for a while, till I managed to
get away. But you, sweet? You must
have been passing through hell itself.”

Stella smiled tremulously. “Hell is
right. But I saved the black book, John.
They didn’t get it.”

Warren’s voice was sharp. “I thought
—where is it?”

“Under—under Lois.”

“Under Lois! Gad! That’s almost pa-
thetic. So she did get it, when it couldn’t
do her any good ?”

“John! What do you mean?”

“I told you to watch her. She was here
for just one purpose, to get hold of that
book. I wrote you as soon as I found
that out, called you first chance I got. She
had warned the fellows for whom she was
working to intercept me, hold me while
she tried to get into the laboratory.”
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“Oh John! We were cut off before you
finished. I thought you were warning me
against Wan Lee!”

“Against Wan! Jumping Jehosaphat!
From what he tells me, poor old Wan
has saved your life a half-dozen times
since last night. But I suppose it’s his
own fault. I've impressed him so stren-
uously with the need for secrecy about
everything connected with me that he did-
n’t dare tell even you what it was all
about. But there are three Ainus in the
woods out there who owe their death to
his knife, beside the yellow spy-master
with whom Lois was working, the chap
that almost got me at the last.”

“Ainus?”’ Stella asked, wonderingly.

“They’re the half-savage denizens of
the southern part of the islands of Sag-
halien. The Japs call them that because
they look so much like dogs; inu means
dog in Japanese you know.”

“I didn’t know till now. And I want to
forget it. So it was Lois who was behind
all that happened? It must have been she
who killed Si and got the letter—she who
locked me in the laboratory with the Ainu
she had admitted I”

“Yes! And she shot at Wan when he
was trying to get you out so that he had
to knife her too.”

Stella shuddered. “She certainly did,
John. But now that she’s dead I can al-
most forgive her for everything except
for using those horrible things that killed
Si Hopkins and poor Babs. I didn’t know
anything so terrible existed.”

“Very few do.” John Warren knew that
his wife’s terror-numbed brain still verged

on the edge of hysteria or worse, that he
must explain everything to save her rea-
son. “They are a genus of the Lycoperdon
fungi. Some of them are edible, like the
giant puffball, Calvatia bowista. These
Calwvatia Orientalis, in fact, are not poison-
ous in themselves; it is only the extreme
rapidity with which their spores grow
when they land on animal flesh that gives
them their lethal power. But I think that's
enough, sweetheart. Don’t you think you
ought to go up and try to sleep a bit?”

“John Warren!” Stella’s eyes blazed.
“Do you mean to say that after all that’s
happened you're not going to tell me what
it was all about? Listen here, young man,
you better give me the inside on what is
in that black book or I'll pack up and go
right back to mother.”

ARREN grinned, rather shamefaced-

ly. “Nothing much,” he muttered.
“Only a formula for a new war-gas that
will make the American army invincible.
That’s what Lois Morne and the yellow
spy-master were after.”

“And why, may I ask, were you trying
to keep that information from me? Did
you think me also a spy ?”

John laughed shortly. ‘“No. But I've
just sold it to the government for enough
to make us independent for life, and I
wanted to have Wan Lee bake the check
in your birthday cake, next Monday.”

“Oh John! Oh my dear...”

Wan Lee kept his eyes discreetly avert-
ed as he announced, from the foyer
whence he had cleared all signs of what
had passed, ‘“Lunchee leddy, Missee
Wallen.”

THE END
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BY ORDER OF THE DEAD

By R. CURRIE FLEMING

Jacob Warburton lay in a dank cold grave, yes
his last testament promised a cor pse’s vengeance
to the living—and his will seemed mightier than
' death . . .

Za»

the morning, Worthington Lamb

" sat at his desk in his snug bachelor
quarters, deeply engrossed in the new
traction franchise. A single shaded lamp
S spread its yellow glow over the litter of
5 papers. As he turned a page of the docu-
ment, the sudden crisp rustle seemed to
v startle him and he peered apprehensively
about the small room.

a‘ LTHOUGH it was one-thirty in
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Mechanically, he reached out toward
the long-stemmed Venetian wine-glass on
the small table near his desk. A distant
clock bonmed the half-hour, and as the
sound of it melted into silence, a soft
rustling noise like the swish of. silken
garments came from the darkened hall-
way heyond the fireplace.

Lamb lifted his head sharply, listening
inteutly, then a crooked smile flitted
across his sharp features. He relaxed,
reised the glass to his lips, drained it,
and set it down. The sound was repeated,
2ad this time it was accompanied by the
anmistakable creaking of a floor board.

His fingers gripping the edge of the
desk, his watery eyes vainly seeking to
vierce the gloom of the passageway, Lamb
sat suddenly and stiffly erect. He waited
attentive and still, the accelerated tempo
of his breathing the only movement that
told of the tumult in his breast.

Once again the sound came close at
hand. The blood slowly drained from the
attorney’s face, leaving it gray and old
and haggard. The muscles back of his
bony jaws flexed and unflexed with the
rapidity of a paroxysm.

In the darkened doorway a black shape-
loomed. It slid a foot or two over the
threshold with a smooth gliding motion,
and in the uncertain half light it showed
itself as the figure of a tall man.

It was the face, however, that held
Lamb hypnotized in impotent terror, for
it was the bloodless, putty-hued counte-
nance of an embalmed cadaver that looked
at him with vacant staring eyes that held
no hint of conscious expression.

The lawyer’s throat rattled. Mouth
open, eyes protruding, he slid down in
his chair slowly, down on the back of his

neck, his long legs doubled grotesquely -

under the table.

The figure came another pace into the
room. A black-gloved hand stole out of

the folds of the robe; it held a short-
barreled revolver.

Slowly the gun was raised until- it
pointed straight at the attorney’s breast.
A thin, wavering scream filtered through
Lamb’s teeth. It resolved itself into
frenzy-uttered words: “Jacob! - God,
Jacob! Dont do it!” .

The answer was a spurt of flame and
a crash that blasted the night stillness.
Lamb slumped the rest of the way to the
floor ; the somber figure turned without
sound and melted into the darkness.

Somehow, torturously, the wounded
man managed to drag himself around the
corner of the desk with his elbows; a
smear of red marked the path of his
progress. His trembling fingers groped
for the cords of the telephone. The in-
strument tumbled off onto his chest.

“Police, quick!” he sobbed into the
mouthpiece : “Hello police—I've been shot
—shot by a dead man. Lamb on Dor-
chester, yes! Send a—” The famous
corporation attorney did not finish the
sentence; the telephone slipped from his
dead fingers.

IN the dingy record room at Town Hall

headquarters, Detective-Sergeant Brant
Collins dug his sharp elbows into the
high-topped slanting desk as his darting
eye scanned a newspaper file. At length
he found what he wanted.

“Good Lord, Gumshoe, listen to this !’
Plainclothesman Luke Waters flipped
his spent cigarette in the general direc-
tion of the brass cuspidor and sauntered
up to the table. Collins read from the
file:

“To Worthington Lamb, I give and be-
queath twenty-thousand six-hundred shares
of worthless stock in his traction interests,
which he sold to me under the damndest
misrepresentation conceivable, and which he
may use as markers in his prayer book for
the short time he has left on ecarth When
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his rotten life here is over, he can take them
with him to feed the fires of hell whitheg
he will be bound shortly.

© “JacoB WaARBURTON.”

Waters laughed. “That’s easy, Mon-
sieur Inspector. All we’ve got to do is
find Warburton.”

Collins’ head shook approvingly.
“That’s right, Gumshoe. You always
were the bright lad. You can trot right
out and make the pinch, and I'll tell you
exactly where youll find him—in Ever-
green cemetery under gix feet of sod.”

Waters looked at hislanky partner with
a hurt expression.

“You know, Brant, I never did like
bed-time stories, especially your kind.
How the devil’s a dead man—?”

“I should’ve known better,” Collins in-
terrupted with a stage sigh. “I forgot
you can’t read, and that to you, news-
papers are just for wrappin’ bundles.

“Of course you wouldn’t know the cir-
cumstances of this case. Jacob Warbur-
ton, the big stock manipulator, committed
suicide three weeks ago. Rich as Midas,
but the depression got in one on his but-
ton, and like a lot of others he took the
easiest way out by bumpin’ himself off.

“That wouldn’t have been so much; it
was the will he left. I don’t see how
you missed it. All the papers played it
up, and everyone had a good laugh. For
instance, he left a big block of distillery
stock to the WCTU, and accordin’ to the
file here, three other people received be-
quests similar to that of Worthington
Lamb.”

Waters cut in. “Yes, but how’s a dead
man—?"

“Cut it, Flatfoot !’ Collins roared, his
sunburned hair bristling. “You’re not
supposed to think; you're the beef of this
team, not the brains. Next thing I know
you'll be tellin’ me that you believe in
Santa Claus.” His tone modulated.
“Here’s the rest of it:"

“To H. J. Corrigan, crooked contractor
and politician, I leave the sum of one dollar
with which to buy enough rope to hang

" himself.”

Collins looked up from the file.  “Can
ya’ beat it? Corrigan, ward committee-
man in the 42nd and hizzonor the Mayor’s
right bower. Apparently Corrigan didn’t
play marbles the way Warburton wanted
him to.” Collins went on with his read-
ing:

“To Major Herbert Langstroth, banker,
capitalist, egotist and liar, I give and be-
queath death within the month. Only God,
myself, and the Major's conscience knows

w}w ”

Waters tried to interrupt again, but
Collins held up his hand, continued his
reading of the strange will:

“To Mary Brenton, pampered princess of
the Brenton dynasty, I likewise decree obli-
vion. She repulsed my sincere and honor-

- able attentions when I would have made
her my wife. She shall join me in black
eternity where nothing shall separate us,
even after time has ceased to be reckoned.”

Collins looked up with a serious ex-

_ pression. “Now who’s crazy, you or—?”

The ringing of the telephone cut short
his comment.

“Hello—yeah! Collins—eh! What?”
His lean figure jerked together in an at-
titude of instant alertness. He listened
in silence for several minutes, then he
slowly replaced the receiver on the hook.
A strange expression in his eyes, he
looked across the high desk at Waters.

“Somethin’s screwy. Corrigan’s just
been found in his basement wearin’ a six-
foot necktie of half-inch hemp. Left a
note sayin’ he couldn’t stand it any longer.
Warburton’s rung the bell for the second
time tonight. Maybe you’re right, Gum-
shoe ; maybe there is a Santa Claus.”
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BOUT eéleven o’clock the next morfi-
ing, the two Central Office men were
ushered into the exotic apartment of Ma-
demoiselle Irina Strukoff. The maid who
admitted them wore a Ukrainean costume
of garish colors, elaborately embroidered,
Her dark, heavily-lashed eyes swept oveg
the visitors with ill-concealed distaste.

“Where does this Strukoff dame fit intg
the picture?” Waters asked in a whisper
as the girl left the room.

“Warburton’s sweetie,” Collins spilled
out of the side of his mouth. “He fur-
nished all this,” he added glancing around,
“although 1 guess she’s got plenty of
bucks of her own too. She’s a dancer—
been in some of the biggest shows on
Broadway. I'm hopin’ she can give us

» 99

some info’.

Their whispered conversation was
terminated by the parting of the red vel-
vet hangings at the end of the room. Be-
tween them stood a woman of slight stat-
ure and remarkable appearance. Her jet
black hair was pulled back so tightly from
her forehead that it gave an upward slant
to the outer corners of her eyes, a subtle
hint of Mongolian wiliness.

Collins rose to his feet, made an elab-
orate bow,

“Irina Strukoff welcomes you, gentle-
men of the police”” The woman flashed
a dazzling smile, draped herself in an
indolent pose on a cushion-strewn divan.
She selected a six-inch cigarette from a
nearby Egyptian tabouret. Collins hast-
ened to light it for her. Waving her
thanks, she blew a gray ring at the ceiling.

“And now, in what way may I assist
you?” she asked in a rich throaty voice.
Collins studied her beautiful face for a
moment,

“Of course you've heard about Lamb
and Corrigan, Miss Strukoff? It's in the
morning papers.” He watched her nar-
rowly., - :

Dime Mystery Magasine

“Yes, I have heard.” Her answer
Came Wwithout hint of feeling.

“And what’s the answer ?” Collins came
back quickly. The dancer shrugged her
slight shoulders and spread out a white
palm.

“There is none.”

“What do you mean by that?” Collins
persisted. The woman flicked the ash
from her cigarette before answering.

“In Russia,” she returned slowly,
studying the enameled nails of one white
hand, “we believe that anything is pos-
sible, that much is probable.”

Collins showed his irritation, “Should
we assume then, Miss Strukoff, that you
believe that Jacob Warburton climbed out
of his grave last night, and carried out in
part the provisions of his crazy will?”

TTHE dancer lifted her eyebrows, looked
¢* at Collins without smiling. “I af-
firm nothing; I deny nothing. I can
answer only that Mr. Warburton was a
very remarkable man.”

Collins, quickened by the realization
that he was dealing with a very clever
woman, changed his tactics.

“Tell us about Warburton, Miss Stru-
koff. “What kind of a chap was he?”

The dancer’s eyes flashed. “Ah!” she
answered, “few people knew him as I
did. He was an artist in every fiber of
his being. He loved the beautiful, both
in things and character. Those people
mentioned in his will, robbed him—what
you call—double-cross—and now he pun-
ishes.” A light of strange fanaticism
burned in her slanted eyes. She seemed
to forget the presence of her visitors.

“Yeah, we know that, and a pretty
thorough job he’s done so far,” Collins
answered dryly. “But bow about this art
business ?”’

Mlle. Strukoff made 2 sweeping ges-
ture with her slim hand, indicating a
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number of exquisite statuettes in alabas-
ter and black stone.

“These are the creations of his heart
and hand. I posed for all of them,” she
said simply.

A movement of the crimson curtains
on the other side of the room caught Col-
lin’s attention. Waters came to life at
the same time.

“Cripes! What is this, a zoo?” he
demanded, leaping from his chair. The
dancer waved him back.

A great tawny-spotted cat stood in
front of the curtain. It was a chetah, a
magnificent specimen of the hunting leo-
pard of India. The creature stood per-
fectly still, its cruel yellow eyes looking
over the room and its occupants, the
nervous twitching of its tail the only
movement of its sinuous body.

Both Collins and Waters sat in frozen
silence. Irini Strukoff looked from one
to the other of them, a mischievous smile
creasing the corners of her beautiful
mouth, yet the Mongolian eyes of her
held a hint of cruel enjoyment.

“Shimba!” she rasped, and then poured
forth a torrent of Russian invective. The
great cat slunk across the thick-piled car-
pet with silent tread, leaped upon the di-
van, settled himself beside his mistress.
Waters, whose chair was quite close,
edged away an inch or two. At the move-
ment, the chetah bared its yellow fangs,
and a ripple of muscle along its out-
stretched foreleg unsheathed a set of
vicious claws.

Both men eyed this demonstration of
hostility with misgivings. Mlle. Strukoff
- laughed.

“Poor Shimba, everyone’s afraid of
you; aren’t they, even the great police-
men!” she purred soothingly, caressing
the cat’s head and back with a white hand.

“You see, gentlemen, Shimba means
no harm. He is my constant companion
and body guard. He was given to me by

the Ameer of Afghanistan in Kabul last
summer. He’s really quite gentle and
obeys me like a dog.” :

Waters, slipping his hand under his
coat, loosened his service-gun in its hol-
ster and sat with his eyes glued on the
leopard. Collins found it difficult to get
back to business.

“Then you have no information that
would help in this affair, Miss Strukoff ?”’

The dancer shook her head. For a
moment her heavily-lidded eyes were
masked by the dusky fringe of her lashes,
and Collins experienced the feeling that
she was not telling the truth. He shook
off the suggestion, however. Such a
woman is not so easily read.

As they arose to go, Waters quite un-
ashamed, maintained a respectful dis-
tance between himself and the chetah.
Not so Collins. The door by which they
had entered lay in a straight line from his
chair and it passed close to the divan.
True to his nature he went that way.

He paused to take leave of the dancer.
As he did so, the chetah suddenly shot
out a paw. Collins jerked his hand away
and blood oozed from two deep scratches
in its back.

Quite upset by the incident. Mlle.
Strukoff murmured apologies, scolded
Shimba in the soft Russian vernacular.
Collins applied his handerchief and made
light of his hurt.

As the dark-eyed maid handed him his
hat in the outer hall, he questioned her
suddenly. “Just what cognomen did
your parents wish on you, my girl? In
other words, what’s your name?’ Her
answer came with surprising quickness.

“Tasso, Signore, Raquel Tasso.”

“Then you’re not Russian, eh ?”

“No, Signore; Spanish-Italian.”

“Been with Miss Strukoff long?*

The maid spread out her palms. “Ever
since madame left the convent-school in
Italy.”
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Collins settled his hat firmly on his
head. The handkerchief around his hand
caught the maid’s eye, and a peculiar
smile curled her lips.

“Shimba has long sharp claws,” she
said softly, and Collins saw that her dusky;
inscrutable eyes were not smiling.

OLLINS climbed into his roadster

and sat staring straight ahead.

“What’s the next move, Monsieur In-
spector ?”’ Waters asked, lighting a cigar-
ette. For a long time the ace detective
did not answer. Finally he flicked the
toothpick he was chewing out of the win-
dow, pressed the starter deliberately.

“Gumshoe, this is a hell of a case. A
dead man leaves a screwy document
threatening four people. He makes good
fifty percent in one night, three weeks
after he’s buried. There ain’t a clue that
you could recognize as such with a tele-
scope, and no one knows a thing. You
and I are bum detectives.”

The little police-car swung into the
stream of passing automobiles and for ten
minutes the going was easy. Then a traf-
fic snarl occupied Collins’ attention. He
sat slumped over the wheel, guiding the
car mechanically, a worried frown creas-
ing his forehead. Suddenly, Waters sat
forward, gripped his arm. “My God,
Brant! Look at that!” He jerked his
head toward a black limousine which
rolled by on their left, a little faster than
they were wraveling. The curtains were
all drawn except the one in the back on
the right side. The chauffeur was muf-
fled in a heavy coat with a high collar that
hid his face as though the day were cold.

On the back seat sat a tall man clothed
in black. The face was gray and dead
and drawn; the black Homberg shaded
two hollow sunken eyes that stared som-
berly, menacingly toward the investiga-
tors.

Collins’ heart pounded in his ears. He

jammed down on the gas just as the heavy
car swung around the corner to the left.

“For the love of Heaven, Gunshoe, it’s
Warburton!” he spat out of the corner
of his mouth, “and if I never saw a corpse
before, I saw one just then. Let’s go!”

The fast police-roadster slithered
round the corner nearly crashing the curb.
The limousine was two blocks ahead of
them, but since there was no intervening
traffic Collins gave the little car all he
could and the distance was rapidly cut
down. A

When they were still about five hun-~
dred feet away, the back curtain in the
car ahead snapped up. The emaciated
death’s head stared at them again through
the rear window. Suddenly the glass
shattered, the blunt nose of a gun was
shoved through the jagged aperture. They
saw it buck in a gloved hand and Collins
felt his car drag to the right as a front
tire went flat. The gun barked again.
The windshield of the police-car shat-
tered; Collins felt a hot twinge as the
slug creased the lobe of his right ear.

With brakes jammed, the light car
humped along. Collins fought the wheel
with all the strength of his lean shoulders.
He managed to halve its speed just as it
climbed the curb. Another fifty feet and
it crashed into an iron light-pole. The
impact was sickening although both men
had been braced for it. Waters jerked
himself together, wrenched the door open,
emptied his gun at the fleeing car, now a
block away.

“Take that, and that, and that!”’ he
snarled, an oath accompanying each
bullet.

Collins transferred his handkerchief
from his scratched hand to his mutilated
ear. “Hell!” he complained, “when this
thing heals, everybody will take me for a
retired prize fighter.”

* * * e

Waters came to Collins’ little apart-
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ment at eight o’clock that night. “Now,
here’s the setup, Gumshoe,” the lanky de-
tective told his partner. “I ain’t takin’
any chances tonight. We know that
Warburton or his ghost made two appear-
ances last night. I know he was at Cor-
rigan’s because one of the servants caught
a glimpse of him. That visit explains
Corrigan’s necktie-party. He was liter-
ally scared into stretchin’ his own neck.

“Two in one night makes it look like
our friend from the other world’s in a
hurry to complete the job. There’s two
more, the banker and this Brenton girl.

“Maybe the old boy has a case against
the banker, but the young lady’s oke.
Warburton was twice her age; you can’t
blame her for turnin’ him down. Any-
way it’s up to us to see that she don’t
get hurt.

“Now, your job is to guard Miss Bren-
ton; I'll take Langstroth. I'm goin’ on
the assumption that he’ll appear at the
banker’s first. He seems to be takin’ ’em
in the order in which they appear in the
will. If he should show up at the Bren-
ton’s first, you find a cold slug of lead’ll
lay a ghost as easily as a live man.”

T was about ten o’clock when Collins
entrenched himself in the banker’s
study. With the help of the suave finan-
cier, the stage was set as invitingly as
possible. A writing table was dragged to
the center of the room, facing the only
entrance to the study. Heavy curtains
were drawn over the only window. Since
the study was on the second floor, Collins
dismissed the window as a possibility for
danger.

On the table, a small lamp gave the
only light, all others in the big house, with
the exception of one in the lower hall,
having been extinguished at Collin’s order.
He also arranged a Japanese screen in the
corner where he had a straight line of
vision toward the door.

Langstroth seated himself at the, desk,
a half-open drawer under his hand, in
which lay a loaded revolver, while Collins
took up his vigil behind the screen.

The banker proved to be a spirited
chap. He busied himself with letter writ-
ing for the ensuing two hours, coolly
making the most of his time in a matter-
of-fact way. Collins smoked innumer-
able cigarettes behind his screen, helped
himself once in a while to the refresh-
ments Langstroth thoughtfully provided.
Occasional whispered colloquies helped to
pass the time until about twelve-thirty.

Then a period of silence ensued. Both
men were becoming keyed to the situa-
tion, and it effected each differently. As
the clock in the lower hall chimed one,
Collins became fidgety from inaction.
Langstroth remained cool as ice. It was
easy to understand why he was a power
in the financial world.

One-thirty, and still no sign of the ex-
pected visitor. The clock had just struck
the quarter-hour when there came a soft
scraping noise in the outer hall. Collins
poised himself, his eye glued to the crack
in the screen. The banker continued to
pore over the letter on his desk, but Col-
lins saw his hand move ever so slightly
toward the gun in the open drawer.

Suddenly without further warning, a
dark form materialized in the doorway.
It stood perfectly still in the opening, a
tall man in a dark robe; the face was the
unforgettable horror Collins had seen in
the limousine. There was no mistake; it
was dead human parchment stretched taut
over a human skull.

In spite of the fact that his scalp
prickled and an icy chill rippled down his
spine, Collins stepped from behind the
screen, threw up his gun and fired, just
as Major Langstroth snatched the weapon
from the drawer and did likewise.

The ensuing two seconds were a jum-
bled nightmare. Two bullet holes ap-
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peared instantly in the cadaverous face,
one exactly in the center of the forehead,
the other in the cheek, wounds from
which no blood flowed.

Collins fully expected to see the figure
drop. Instead with the speed of light-
ning, a black-clad hand shot out of the
folds of its robe, a shot crashed out, and
Major Herbert Langstroth slumped for-
ward over his desk, a bullet through his
heart.

Then like a feat of legerdemain, the
thing in the doorway was gone.
infinitesimal fraction of a moment, Col-
lins stood dazed; then with an oath, he
lunged at the door, sending shot after
shot down the darkened hall.

Mouthing oaths because of his futile
efforts, he fumbled for the hall light-
switch, found it and glared wildly about.
A glance told him the banker was dead.
He dashed into the hallway. A succession
of red drops on the floor stopped him
abruptly, He had winged Warburton’s
ghost, and it was human blood he saw, not
embalming fluid. His exultation was cut
short as the thought of Mary Brenton
surged into his mind, the girl who didn’t
de=serve to die. A wave of fear gripped
his heart. What if he was too late?
Would Warburton get by Waters there
as he had him here?

He stumbled down stairs, half mad
with impatience. He backed the police-
car out of the garage where he had
hidden it. It should have been a twenty-
minute run out to the Brenton place in
the suburbs; Collins did it in ten. Around
the drive to the back door he skidded and
leaped out before the car came to a full
stop.

In the music room, he found Mary
Brenton reading beside a table despite the
lateness of the hour. As he bounced into
the room the girl arose in alarm while
Waters bobbed up from behind a daven-
port.

For an’

“What'’s the big idea comin’ in on us
like that?” the burly plain-clothes man
chided. I almost took you for our friend
from hell.”

“Warburton got Langstroth right un-
der my nose just fifteen minutes ago,”
Collins snapped. “Of all the blunderin’

asses, I'm—"

A SCREAM from the girl's lips
stopped him. Both men wheeled

toward the door. In it stood the.tall som-

ber figure of doom, and there were two

awful bullet-holes in its face,

“Oh God! It’s Jacob Warburton,”
she babbled. In a haze of red hate, Col-
lins saw the loathsome figure sway slight-
ly, then steady itself against the door-
frame. He saw the gloved hand coming
out of the folds of the clothing, and in
a flash he remembered that he had thrown
his own weapon down the Langstroth
hallway in his fit of rage after emptying
it.

Almost without thinking, he seized a
Chinese vase from a nearby table, hurled-
it straight at the creature’s head. Even
before the missile left his hand, he saw
the thing endeavor vainly to raise the
gun, try to aim it at Mary Brenton. He
saw it take a tottering step into the roam;
then its knees slowly collapsed and it
crashed to the floor just as the vase
caught it full in its ugly face.

To the horror of the three spectators,
the creature’s head rolled off its shoulders
and bounded across the floor like ‘a ball.
Collins sprang forward, tore the black
robe open, and then stepped back in in-
articulate amazement.

The cruelly-beautiful Mongolian eyes
of Irina Strukoff looked up at him, and
they were hurt, suffering eyes, the eyes
of a wounded animal.

Collins knelt quickly at her side. He
saw at once the red stain on her dress.
He turned quickly. The room was full of
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people. “Get some whiskey ; call a doctor
quick,” he ordered. Then he looked
around for Waters. He was nowhere in
sight.

A moment later, the Russian dancer
was carefully laid out on the davenport.
Collins straightened up and mopped his
brow, just as a torrent of wild abuse in
a foreign tongue, delivered in a high-
pitched scream, added to the bedlam of
the moment.

Through the wide doorway two figures
tatapulted. One was Waters, his clothes
shredded to ribbons, his face scratched
and bleeding. He pushed in front of him
a fighting, snarling whirlwind of wrath.

Collins recognized Raquel Tasso. She
was enveloped in a long coat with a high
collar, He knew her instantly as the
driver of the black car. The woman
caught a glimpse of her mistress, and her
shrieks of rage were changed to wild lam-
entation. She stumbled to the couch
on which the dancer lay, flung herself
on her knees, caressed her with hands
that were linked together, nouring out
her heart in soft Latin expletives.

Waters stood by mopping his bleeding
face.

“For the love of Heaven, what hap-
pened ?’ Collins questioned. “Did you
have a fight with a threshin’ machine?”
Waters, forgetting where he was, spat
disdainfully into the fireplace.

“Naw,” he explained disgustedly, “but
I had to lick that damned bob-cat before
I could make the pinch. The two of them
were waitin’ about a half block down the
street in the car we saw this afternoon.
“T ain’t hurt,” he added.

The arrival of the police-ambulance cut
short further explanation. The doctor
made a hasty examination, administered
restoratives preparatory to moving the
wounded woman. Her strength partly

restored, she smiled up at Collins, a de-
feated pain-wracked smile in which there
was no animosity.

“You win,” she whispered. “It’s all
over now ; I've failed and it’s the end of
everything for me. I'll tell you now what
I know you want to hear. This entire
affair is the result of a pact between
Jacob Warburton and myself. I loved
him enough to go to hell for him. Those
men wronged him, robbed him of the for-
tune he spent a life-time in building. I
knew he was going to kill himself ; it was
the only way out.

“The girl Mary Brenton—Jacob had
no thought of harming her. That was
my affair. I added that to Jacob’s will
myself.”

“Why?” Collins questioned gently.

The dancer’s eves took on a hard cruel
look much like the chetah’s. The pupils
narrowed to pin-points. “I hated her be-
cause she had caught Jacob’s fancy. I
loved him like that,” she added softly.

“Where did you get that ghastly death’s
head ?” Collins asked bending closer.

“Jacob was a talented sculptor and
artist as I told you,” came the gasping
answer. “He made a plaster cast of his
own face. I helped him. From it he
constructed a head and covered it with
old vellum.. Paint did the rest—Jacob’s
masterpiece,” she laughed mirthlessly.

HE doctor waved Collins aside. As

the stretcher bearing the wounded girl
was carried out of the room, Waters still
dobbing at his scarred face, looked after
her with a sigh. “Is she goin’ to croak?”
he asked.

Collins pulled at his straw-colored fore-
lock, shrugged his spare shoulders. “It
don’t make much difference, Gumshoe,”
he said softly, “She gets hers either way
it goes.”

Next Month: “The Pool Where Horror Dwelt®—by Richard R. Wallace!
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They knew not why they were gath-

ered there, in that lonely house
above the roaring sea. But when
their dread host voiced his warning,
they knew the hideous fate
that was to meet them,
one by one. . . .

invade that treacherous terrain of
terror. Bucking a vicious head-wind
that whined in from the sea, the machine
groaned slowly upward through darkness
toward the gaunt structure at the top of
the cliff. Gray mist fogged the wind-
shield.

Larry Whelan’s hands were rigid on

l :V EN the car seemed reluctant to
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'the wheel. They had to be. The road was
a winding uphill snaketrack, bordered on
the left by an almost perpendicular wall
of black rock and on the right by a yawn-
ing gulf of emptiness where, far below,
the raging Atlantic thundered at the base
of the promontory.

This road, the private approach to Mr.
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James Franklin’s secluded summer lodge,
was treacherous enough even in daylight
to chill the spines of most drivers. To-
night, with a savage coastal storm about
to create chaos, the road was sheer
suicide!

But up there in Franklin’s lodge some-
one with an ugly, twisted sense of humor
was waiting. The summons in Larry’s
pocket was the sort that could not safaly
be ignored. A grim scowl curled his lips;
worms of cold dread crawled inside him
as he kept his foot jammed on the gas-
pedal and glared ahead through the
fogged windshield.

The storm broke in all its mad fury as
the car groaned to a stop in the lodge’s
driveway. Like a living thing, the gale
roared in from the ocean, screaming in
bestial rage as if determined to destroy
every man-made thing that dared to exist
in such desolation. Larry climbed out of
the car and became a groping blind man.
Shrieking wind enveloped him, hurled his
breath back into his throat and staggered
him as he fought toward the big building.

Rain came with the wind, drenching
him in ten seconds as he thumbed the bell
and stood waiting. When the door opened
he stumbled inside, exhaled an explosive
grunt of relief and peered at the man who
had admitted him.

The man took Larry’s coat and hat and
said politely: “It looks like a nasty night,
sir. I believe you're the last to arrive. The
others are waiting in the library.” He had
a thin, dark-eyed face and was so tall of
body that his stooped shoulders were
farther from the carpet than Larry’s
square ones.

Larry strode down the hall. He stopped
in the library doorway. Water puddled the
threshold beneath him. '

He thought of the summons in his
pocket—a summons in the form of a
neatly typed letter that had come through
the mail yesterday morning, to the law

office where he was junior partner. No
need to take that letter out now and look
at it. He knew its every word!

Sir: This is to advise you that on the
evening of Friday, the eleventh of this
month, at nine o’clock, a selected group of
your acquaintances will assemble at the
summer lodge of Mr. James Franklin, on
Storm Cliff, eight miles North of Belches-
ter on the Coast Road. Your presence is
requested. If you value your future, your
happiness, your very life, do not disregard
this invitation. Be there, or God help youl

No signature. Nothing at all by which
the writer could be identified. But at the
bottom of the page appeared the typed
words:

Nine persons, nine only, will be present
at the rendezvous.

Nine persons? Standing there on the
library threshold, Larry Whelan stared at
the assembled guests and mechanically
took count. He knew them all, some in-
timately, some not. But there were not
nine ; there were six.

He himself made seven. The dark-faced
servant made eight. Where was number
nine?

The six persons gazed at him with what
seemed to be dark suspicion as he paced
forward. James Franklin, owner of the
lodge, stretched out of a red-leather chair
and said quietly: “Well, we seem to be all
here. I suppose you, too, received one of
those charming letters of invitation?”

Larry nodded, then scowled, wondering
vaguely why these particular persons had
been brought together in such a rendez-
vous. James Franklin was a man of
wealth, tall, athletically built, with good
looks and a reputation for clean living.
Albert Labot was a bald-pated, effeminate
business man who had lately fought to
keep his head above water after unfor-
tunate market plunges. Nard Blunt was a
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crooked horseman; his wife, Alma, a
hardened and much painted lady who
spent the major part of her time around
paddock and betting-ring. Muriel Gates,
lorgnette and all, was out of the Blue
Book, with underworld connections that
would have interested the police. Henry
Packerby was a mild-mannered, pop-eyed
professor at one of New York’s univer-
sities. "

These people had no love for oné
another. Why, then, had they been brought
together?

“Look here, Whelan,” Albert Labot
said stiffly, glaring. “You're the last to
arrive, and all of us have been asked the
same question, so you may as well answer
it too. Did you send those confounded
invitations 2’

“I didn’t,” Larry shrugged. “Suppose
you tell sne what it’s all about.”

They told him. They were on edge,
anxious to unload their personal peeves.
Out of a jumble of comments, questions
and accusations, Larry sorted the truth.

The letters of invitation had been iden-
tical. Each person save Franklin had re-
ceived one. Each person, including James
Franklin himself, bluntly denied having
written them! An hour ago, Franklin had
been alone in the lodge, expecting no
guests and planning to spend a quiet
week-end there with his servant. His
guests, uninvited by him, had arrived and
he had made the best of an unpleasant
situation. And now. ...

“Apparently,” Muriel Gates declared
vehemently, “it is the work of some
would-be practical joker. We are here and
here we must stay. None but a fool would
attempt to leave in this ghastly storm!”

Labot growled unpleasantly. “Nine of
us, forced to remain in one another’s
company whether we like it or not! If
this is someone’s idea of a joke. ..”

ARRY wondered about Labot’s word
“nine.” Then he stopped wondering.
Footsteps whispered on the threshold be-
hind him and he swung about, opened his
eyes wide at sight of the slender feminine
figure that came toward him. The girl
stopped short as she entered the room.
Gazing at him in astonishment she said
abruptly: .“Larry!” Then she relaxed,
curved her attractive lips in a smile.
“Well, I'll be darned. The party és com-
plete!”

“Did you find anything?” Franklin de-
manded.

“Not a blessed thing.” The girl came
forward, put her hand on Larry’s arm
and peered into his face. “I’m glad you're
here, mister. Your Future Troublesome
Half was beginning to get the creeps. Got
an invitation, did you, like the rest of
us?”’

Larry was silent. He had felt uneasy
before. Now he felt cold hands closing
about him. This girl, this pretty yotng
woman who was apparently making the
best of things and having a good time for
herself was his girl. That changed the
complexion of things. If she, too, had
been included in those sinister invita-
tions. . . .

“I wish to God you were out of here,
Janet,” he said simply.

“Out of here?” She widened her brown
eyes at him. “With a story like this brew-
ing? Not a chance! Little Janet intends
to be Janet-on-the-spot when this thing
breaks!”

He groaned, realized with a feeling of
helplessness that he was talking not to
Janet Clarke but to the Examiner’s “Rov-
ing Reporter.” Already the Roving Re-
porter had been on the job, prowling
around the house, snooping for something
to work on!

“All I wish,” Janet beamed, “is that our
old legendary sea-monster would join the
party. Then, darling, we’'d be authoring
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headlines a foot high: ‘Storm Cliff Mon-
ster Strikes at Mystery House Party!
Fabled Demon of the Depths Comes to
Life and—""

She stopped talking. Another voice,
low and vibrant, had come from out of
nowhere to interrupt her. Come, seem-
ingly, from the very floor beneath her
feet, to rumble its ominous way through
the room.

Larry Whelan went tense. He turned
slowly, stared into faces that were agape
with amazement, faces beginning now to
stiffen with terror. The voice continued
its vibrant drone, eating into every part
of the library, reaching the ears of every
person present. Yet no person in the room
was speaking |

“This . .. is your host speaking. Listen
carefully, all of you. You were invited
here tonight because I, personally, desired
to entertain you. You are here and there
is no escape. Remember that. There is
no escape!

“In a short while an unseen guest will
join you. His name is Death! Before he

arrives, let me suggest that one of you go™

to theé bookcase at the north end of the
library where you are now assembled.
Take from the fourth shelf a volume en-
titled Folklore of the North Atlantic
Coast. On the reverse side of the cover
you will find instructions. Do this now,
lest you be found unprepared when the
unseen guest moves among you! This
. . . is your host speaking .. ..”

The voice lowered to an obscene chuckle
before whispering to silence. The silence
was lead-heavy. For ten seconds no per-
son in the room moved, none did more
than remain utterly rigid, staring with
fear-filled eyes. -Then, lurching erect,
Nard Blunt bellowed thickly: ‘“What ¢s
this, a blasted farce? Are we supposed
to swallow that horse-play and like it?”

No one answered him. Of the lot,

Packerby was apparently the most afraid.
He sat trembling. His sweat-drenched
hands made a limp rag of a once-white
handkerchief in his lap. Whispered words
came hesitantly from his lips. “Did—did
you hear what he said? There is a book
on—folklore—"

“Well, suppose we have a look at the
book !”” Larry Whelan said grimly. “After
all—" ’

Stiffly he strode to the far end of the
room and stood wide-legged before the
bookcase, peering at rows of titles. Janet
Clarke came and stood beside him. So did
Nard Blunt’'s wife, Alma, and James
Franklin,

“To my knowledge,” Franklin shrug-
ged, “there’s no such book. I'm
positive—"

Janet leaned forward, slid a volume
from the fourth shelf and opened it in
trembling hands. The title was Folklore
of the North Atlantic Coast.

A sheet of white paper, bearing type-
written words, covered the inside of the
front cover. The typed words said:

Turn to page 317 and read carefully.
Read more than is written. Truth lies some-
times between the lines.

Larry Whelan took the book and slowly
turned the leaves. A thin pencil-line
marked off two paragraphs on the desig-
nated page.

Another interesting bit of folklore is that
which surrounds a Connecticut Coast land-
mark known as Storm Cliff. It is said that
in the year 1909 a strange and monstrous
sea-beast was several times seen disporting
himself in the treacherous waters off the
cliff-point. Reliable witnesses described him
as being some twenty feet in length, lumi-
nous green in hue, with a slimy, scaleless
skin and a head somewhat human in ap-
pearance.

Between the years 1909 and 1924 no re-
ports were made on the monster. In 1924
however, no less than seven reputable per-
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sons swore to having seen him in the deep
waters at the base of the cliff itself, and the
belief spread that the monster was living in
one of the unexplored caverns which extend
into the promontory.

That was all. Larry Whelan passed the
book, still open, to james Franklin and
said quietly: “I thought at least we'd find
something we didn’t all know long ago.”

Nard Blunt’s wife read the printed
page and shuddered. Her hard face was
pale beneath its applications of paint. She
said fearfully, “You—never can tell. This
whole business is so queer!”

Larry glanced at her. Alma Blunt
could be a hard woman when it came to
crooked gambling on crooked races, but
beneath the surface the woman was a
coward. So, teo, was her quick-tem-
pered husband.

Larry lowered himself into a chair and
built a church-and-steeple with his hands.
The church-and-steeple went suddenly
stiff. Guttural words, droning out of no-
where, were again rumbling through the
room, and this time the voice of the un-
seen speaker was heavy with gloating.

“The promised guest is among you!
Beware, for he is about to—strike!”

WAS Alma Blunt who reacted first.
In the dead silence that followed those
ominous words, she lurched forward,
stood with both hands gripping the edge of
the table. The whites of her eyes shewed
against the painted shadows of her face.
“I'm getting out of here! So help me
God, I won’t stay in this damned house
another minute, storm or no storm!”
Henry Packerby stood between her and
the door, and Packerby made no move to
restrain the woman. Lurching past him,
she stumbled over the threshold, ran
blindly down the corridor. Those left be-
hind heard the front door open, heard
the savage shriek of the starm as it clawed
its. way into the house. Then the door

thudded shut and Alma Blunt was gone—
gone into the screaming hell of darkness
outside.

Amazement held the other guests rigid
while a clock on the fireplace mantel
ticked away thirty seconds of mounting
terror. Then Larry Whelan heaved him-
self erect and growled out: “Crazy fool!
Now we've got to go'out there after her !”

He strode forward, glared back from
the doorway and saw that the others were
hesitantly trailing him. Screaming storm-
wind lashed about him as he jerked open
the front door. Rain drenched him and
flooded the threshold. Head down, eyes
blinded, he stumbled down the steps,
groped along the gravel driveway. When
he stopped after going ten paces and
jerked his head up to shout the woman’s
name, the storm smothered his voice,
whined around him with a voice of its
own that was shrill with mad fury.

Behind him, Packerby and James
Franklin came lurching from the house.
Nard Blunt stood fearfully in the door-
way, hesitating a long while before finding
courage enough to leave the shelter of the
lodge.

Larry lurched on, felt the soles of his
shoes crunch in‘loose gravel. Again he
bellowed the woman’s name. “Alma! For
the love of God, Alma—" Under his
breath he was muttering: “Damned
frightened fool! If she doesn’t watch out,
she’ll go over the edge of the cliff!”

An answer came to his anxious yells.
Yet it was not an answer—it was some-
thing else. A chill, creeping sensation
went through Larry’s stiff body and he
shuddered, not from the chill of wind and
rain but from sudden icy terror.

The sound that came to him out of
darkness was a shrill, soul-blasting shriek
of stark fear, of mental and physical
agony. Tocsining wildly above the shriek
of the storm, it stabbed through distance
and broke wailingly against his eardrums.
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And it came from the direction of the
cliff’s yawning brink!

Sucking breath, Larry lurched for-
ward, heaved himself across the drive-
way and ran blindly through darkness.
The shriek came again from somewhere
close by as he neared the edge of the
promontory. Only instinct saved him
from hurtling headlong over the rim.
Skidding to a stop inches from sudden
emptiness, he stood swaying.

In the dark, nothing moved. The only
audible voice was the demoniac howl of
storm-wind blasting its way through man-
high cairns of jagged rock. Alma Blunt
had screamed once, twice, in mortal ter-
ror, then vanished.

A lurching shape came out of darkness
and a dripping hand, Franklin’s, clawed
at Larry’s coat-sleeve. Franklin’s voice,
bellowed against the wind, came in a
hoarse whisper. “Where—where is she?
Good God, man, if she stumbled over the
precipice—"

Larry shook his head, broke loose and
staggered along the cliff-edge, again
shouting the woman’s name. Every step
he took was inviting destruction. Dark-
ness concealed the winding curve of the
brink ; the brink itself was a sloping chute
of wet rock. Far below, mad surf ham-
mered a thunder-dirge at the base of the
promontory.

But there was no sign of Alma Blunt.
She had come this way, screamed and
vanished. The grim truth caused Larry
to shudder violently. The woman, in her
wild dread of an unseen peril, had run
blindly into a danger hellishly real and
terrible.

She had paid the price of her folly.

Larry turned slowly and fought his
way back toward the house. Franklin,
not yet satisfied, lingered at the cliff-edge.
Other shapes were stumbling about, grop-
ing through the storm.

Larry ignored the questions they flung

at him. Sick with a mental picture of
what had happened, he lurched up the
steps and entered the library where that
fiendish voice had so correctly prophesied
death. The women were there waiting.
In a little while, Franklin and the others
came slopping into the room.

They made a strange group. The men
were drenched; disheveled scarecrows,
gaunt-faced, wide-eyed with a nameless
fear that grew heavier with each passing
moment. The women were silent, star-
ing. Larry Whalen stared, too—checking
the expression of each sepa ‘ate face in a
futile attempt to read what lay behind
those tense masks.

Someone in this oddly mixed group
knew more than appeared on the surface.
Of that, Larry was positive . . .

He counted faces, reached the number
seven and hooked his mouth in a sudden
scowl. Seven persons, and there should
be eight. The eighth was the dark-faced
servant who had first admitted Larry
Whelan to this house of creeping dread.
And the servant was missing!

ARRY'’S mind freed itself of the cob-
webs that clung to it. Abruptly he
realized that the servant had not been
seen since he himself had first encountered
the man. That meant. . . .

He stared at James Franklin and said
stiffly: “There should be eight of us
here, now that Alma Blunt is gone.”

Franklin returned the stare. “Well?”

“The man who is missing—who has
been missing since the very beginning—is
your own servant.”

Franklin stiffened, went suddenly pale.
He peered around him, stared back into
Larry’s face. “Am I supposed to know
the answer to that?”

“We've been hearing a ghost-voice,”
Larry said coldly, “that threatened us with
death. Your servant was the only one not
in this room while that voice was speak-
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ing. He was the only one not here when
Alma Blunt ran out into the storm! And
he’s your servant, Franklin—and this is
your house. And we haven’t been told,
yet, who sent out those letters of invita-
tion!” %

Franklin heaved himself erect, his hands
clenched, his eyes narrowed ominously.,
He stood wide-legged, glaring straight
into Larry’s face. “I don’t like the tone
of your voice, Whelan!”

It was Packerby who answered bird.
Packerby leaned forward, dripping water
onto the carpet, and shrilled out in a
whining voice: “Whether you like it or
not, Whelan is right! This is your house
and you're the one who invited us here!”

“You lie?”

“And all of you,” Janet Clarke said
quietly, “are making it most unpleasant
for the rest bf us. You're behaving like
children

Packerby subsided. Franklin glared,
lowered himself with a squishing sound
into the chair he had risen from. But the
thing had been done. Accusing eyes were
focused on his scowling face. The same
sinister thought was in the mind of every
person present.

Then a guttural, gloating voice sounded,
and the room was once more a chamber of
horror! - ,

“This . . . is your host speaking. The
unseen guest has been among you and has
taken his toll. Think not that the death
of Alma Blunt was accidental. It was in
accord with the desires of him who
brought you here. In a short while, Death
will strike again, and there is no escape.
Look now at one another and wonder.
Wonder which of you will be the next—
to diet”

The voice trailed to silencg, left a haunt-
ing echo that whispered through the
room. Even before that whisper was
gone, Larry Whelan was erect, snarling
savagely: “That settles it! If we sit

here, we'll be picked off one by ane—till
only the murderer is left. The thing for us
to do is to find out—now—who the killer
is.”

Nard Blunt jerked erect on his bowed
horseman’s legs. His face was mottled
with suffering and anger. “But how? How
can I get my hands on the devil who killed
Alma?” Back of him the faces of the
others were tense, waiting.

“Elimination,” Larry Whelan growled.
“There are only three possible explana-
tions. First, that a demon out of the sea is
actually attacking us. But a sea monster
would hardly know about the books he’s
written up in, so let’s rule him out. Sec-
ond, that a maniac is loose around here,
But homicidal maniacs are seldom capable
of thinking rationally enough to carry
out detailed plans, and the letters we've
received mean this thing was planned.
Third—” he let his gaze travel from face
to face, searching for some telltale ex-
pression— ‘“‘some sane person hates us,
wants us killed. And for a good reason.
Which one of us hates the others? When
we know that—we'll know the mur-
derer.”

The color went out of Blunt’s lean
face. “The hell with that,” he snarled,
slumping in a chair. “None of you liked
Alma ; none of you like me. But that’s no
reason why . ...” His voice trailed off
despondently.

Janet Clarke leaned forward in her
chair, her oval face bright with eagerness.
“Did that voice sound familiar to any of
you?” she demanded. “The voice of our
Unseen Host? Gregory Arnold escaped
from prison a year ago. Remember?
Larry and I broke the story on him—he
was blackmailing most of you. You testi-
fied against him—and he swore he’d get
us.”

James Franklin’s muscles jerked. He
half stood up, then sat back. “Right!”
he said eagerly. “Do you think—"
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“Gregory Arnold?”’ Professor Packer-
by’s whine interrupted. “Who is he? And
why should I be invited? I don’t know
him.”

Larry Whelan felt the momentary ex-
citeruent of discovery leave him. “Yeah,”
he admitted. “You had a good hunch,
Janet, but the Professor and Labot
weren’t mixed up with Arnold. Someone
—and my guess is that he or she is in this
room—hates the rest of us. Each of you
think who could hate you. We’'ll put all
the names on the table soon and discuss
them. While you’re thinking, we can find
that voice. . . .”

CHAPTER TWO

The Death Chain

LARRY glared at Franklin. “Is there
a cellar to this infernal house of
yours?” .

“No,” Franklin snapped, “there isn’t.
The place is built on solid rock.”

“Well then, our host has a speaking-
tube arrangement?”” Larry turned a slow
circle, stared into every corner of the big
room. ‘“Somewhere in this very room
we’ll find what we're looking for!”

The others stared at him as he began a
methodical search. His grim resolution
was contagious. After a while, Packerby
joined in and Albert Labot paced fear-
fully from the room to look into adjoining
chambers. Only Nard Blunt sat motion-
less before the fireplace, gazing with dead,
unseeing eyes, his face chalk-colored, his
hands trembling. His thoughts were lost
in the storin outside, in the mad maelstrom
of rain and wind that had sucked his wife
into its black embrace.

Larry continued his search, oblivious
to everything else. When at last he
stopped, peered around him, the clock on
the mantle had ticked away the best part
of half an hour and he was alone in the

library. The others had gone, were roam-
ing about the house seeking the source of
the malignant voice that had threatened
them all with annihilation. Self-preserva-
tion was the instinct that goaded them
now. Fear had taken second place.

Larry put a cigarette in his scowling
lips. The room seemed enormous, seemed
to have grown to twice its normal size
now that he was its only occupant. Lamp-
light threw crawling shadows into every
corner. The wail of the wind outside, and
the drumming of hard rain against shut
windows, were banshee sounds that quick-
ened the beat of his heart.

Somewhere in this room was the outlet
through which that gloating voice had in-
toned words of horror. Somewhere . . ..

Abruptly he stopped thinking. From
some remote part of the house had come
a hoarse, screaming outcry that shrilled
forth on wings of stark, gibbering terror!
The scream endured for an interlude of
six fearsome seconds, then ended abruptly
on a high, throat-splitting note, as if a
sponge had been jammed into the scream-
er’s mouth.

Before that happened, Larry Whelan
was halfway across the library, surging
toward the door that led to the corridor.

Other sounds jarred in his ears as he
lurched across the threshold. They came
from the deep end of the hall, where a
door hung open in shadows. In the cham-
ber beyond that open doorway a savage
combat was in progress. Guttural sounds
spewed from human lips. Heavy feet
pounded the floor with such force that the
vibrations were in Larry’s brain as he
blundered forward.

The sounds ceased. A maniacal peal of
friumph shrilled through the open door-
way, smothering the thud, thud, thud of
Larry’s racing feet. Before he skidded
to a stop and stumbled over the thresh-
hold, the laughter, too, had ceased, leav-
ing a sinister silence disturbed only by
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the gasp of his own labored breathing.

He lunged forward, stopped again on
stiff legs. The room was a bedroom. Two
windows broke the farther wall, and one
of them, open, gaped back at him mock-
ingly. Rain thundered through the aper-
ture, drenching the floor beneath. The
chamber was empty.

Terror crept into Larry’s heart, loaded
his body with a numbness that put weights
on his feet as he paced forward. The room
was—empty! A moment ago it had been
the scene of a savage conflict. Conflict
between what? Man and man, or—man
and monster?

That voice, screaming in agony from a
man’s tortured throat, had belonged to
James Franklin. Now nothing—no one
was here,. except conventional bedroom
furniture and a crumpled square of carpet.
Rain was slapping the floor; storm wind
was tossing the window’s yellow curtains
in a Danse Macabre suggestive of things
evil and unreal. But James Franklin was
gone!

Larry crossed stiffty to the open win-
dow and stared out into darkness. The
window was on the side of the house
that faced the cliff-edge—the same per-
ilous brink that had already claimed one
terrified victim. But out there in that
inferno of rain and wind and darkness,
nothing human was in evidence.

< A voice croaked from the bedroom
doorway and Larry swung about, found
himself facing Henry Packerby. Packer-
by blurted questions, received no answer.
Slowly, Larry walked past him into the
hall and stopped again, confronted wide-
eyed guests who had come fearfully to
investigate. Mingled voices, most of them
shrill with terror, jarred against his wire-
tight nerves.

His own voice was shrill, too. Glaring
back into the questioning stares of his
companions, he blurted out harshly: “I

don’t know wwhat happened! Something
horrible !”

Janet Clarke put a trembling hand on
his arm and stood close to him. “Who
was it, Larry? Franklin?”

“Yes. Franklin.”

She shuddered. Holding her close, he
peered into faces that were gaunt, chalk-
white in the dim light of the corridor.
Nard Blunt was missing. So, too, was
Albert Labot. To be missing at a time
like this. . . .

The front door jarred open and Labot
came lurching over the sill, drenched and
disheveled. Like an animated scarecrow
the man hurried forward. Shrill words
jangled from his wet lips.

“Nard Blunt’s gone! Gone away in
his car 1’

“What?” Larry snapped.

“It’s true! He and I were searching
the house together and he went out to look
around outside. I followed him, because
I thought he was acting queer. He snooped
around a while and then sneaked into his
car and drove down the road!”

Packerby, gaping into Labot’s dripping
face, whispered thickly: “Good Heavens!
No man would be fool enough to drive a
car down the cliff road in this storm!”

“I saw him go, I tell you!”

“Well, if you saw him go,” Larry Whe-
lan growled, “he’s gone. There’s noth-
ing we can do about it. Maybe he was
lucky enough to get through.”

HE PACED into the library and sat
down, waited for the others to as-
semble. Of the entire group, Janet Clarke
was the only one not utterly terrified. The
howl of storm wind and the incessant
thunder of pounding rain had worked
savagely on jaded nerves. Before long,
Larry though, somebody would make
things even worse by becoming hysterical
But things couldn’t be worse! Alma
Blunt was gone, gone undoubtedly to a
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hideouss death in the fuming waters at
the base of the cliff. Franklin, too, had
vanished, undetr circumstances sinister
with evil. What else could happen?

The answer came out of nowhere, in
the form of an almost inaudible chuckle.
Vibrant with gloating, the chuckle in-
creased in volume, filled the room with its
guttural outburst. Then:

“This . . . is your host speaking. The
unseen guest has claimed a second victim,
and a third. Never again will James
Franklin offend the eyes of God. Never
again will Nard Blunt flee in terror from
the extended arm of justice. If you doubt
this, let any two of you depart from the
house and walk down the cliff road. The
distance is not great, and there will be no
danger. Go!—and discover the penalty
that lies in wait for those of you who may
try, as he did, to escape!”

The voice became a low whisper, again
almost imaudible. Then, with an obscene
chuckle that put cold dread in the hearts
of its listeners, it concluded sibilantly:

“In a little while, my friends, the un-
seen guest will again be among you. This
« « « is your host speaking, and wishing
you . . . good . .. cheerd”

Blood returned slowly to Larry Whe-
lan’s tense face. He turned, stared at his
companions. They sat rigid as carven
images. Abraptly the roem had become
like a chamber of hoerrors in seme gloomy
wax-museum. Each person was waiting
in terror, to know if the woice would
speak again.

It was Labot who disrupted the fear-
laden silence. Bloating his large body
with sucked-in air, he jerked to his feet.
“It’s a colessal hoax!” he fumed. “This
whole thing is nething but a monstrous
joke, carefully planned beforehand. By
God, I'm geing to prove it! I'm going to
find Blunt and—"

He glared at Larry. “QOur levely host,

whoever he is, said for two of us to go.
Are you game?”

Larry frowned, hesitated. It might be
safe for two persons te leave the house
and venture down that storm-blasted
cliff road, but what about those left be-
hind? He glanced at Janet, saw that she
was at least less terrified than the others.
Quietly he thrust a hand into his pocket,
brought out a small black revolver that
had lain there, comfortingly, ever since
he had first decided to accept the host’s
sinister invitation. Pacing forward, he
pressed the gun inte the girl's hand.
“You're not—afraid?”

“No.” She shook her head slowly.
¥No, of course nott”

“We'll be back in a few minutes.” He
leaned forward and kissed her on the
mouth, then followed Labot to the deor.
Packerby stared after them with enor-
mous eyes. Muriel Gates made sobbing
sounds of terror. An instant later Larry
was outside the house, descending the
veranda steps into the screaming fury of
the storm.

The house was gone, gulped in a noise-
some world of darkness. Larry Whelan
felt suddenly as if he and his companion
had invaded a realm of screaming mad-
ness, where a God gone amuck was grin-
ning down in hungry anticipation of hor-

.rors to come. He and Labot were perhaps

stumbling blindly into a baited trap. And
yet it was better, safer, to know the truth
of what had already occurred. . ..

The road slanted sharply downward,
beginning its steep, winding descent of the
cliff-side. Only a madman or a man
crazed by fear would have attempted to
drive a car down that fiendish death-track
in the teeth of such a storm. Nard Blunt
had been crazed by terror after the hid-
eous death of his wife, and—

Larry jerked to a stop, clawed his com-
panion’s arm. Ahead, like a black ser-
pent lying dormant in darkmess, some-
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thing extended across the road, angling
from the sheer cliff on one side to the
yawning gulf on the other.

The thing was a chain, broken into two
separate lengths that lay curled on a
warped road-bed of wet rock. Larry’s
gaze followed each length to its terminus,
Blood ran cold in his throat.

The chain was broken because some-
thing heavy, unable to stop before mak-
ing contact, had crashed into it. Before
that, the chain had stretched clear across
the road, secured on both sides by iron
rings that were looped to outjutting crags
of rock.

Nard Blunt had come this way. There
was no other way to come. Hunched
over the wheel of his car and urged on
by a terror that approached madness,
Blunt had driven headlong into the trap.
His car had crashed into the chain and
ploughed through. And then....

HORROR stabbed Larry’s heart, filled
him with a numbness that made his
movements half mechanical as he ad-
vanced. Sucking breath, he stopped again.
In the dark, the thing he saw now was
no more than a looming black shape blur-
red by sheets of thundering rain. But as
he moved forward the shape took form,
became a car.

Jagged boulders had prevented the ma-
chine from hurtling over the brink. On
its side, it lay in a shattered, crumpled
heap—a monstrous beetle crushed under
the foot of some destroying giant.
Hurled out of control by its contact with
the chain, it had lurched drunkenly into
the wall of rock at the right and then hur-
tled across the road, spilled over on its
side and skidded to the brink. Broken
boulders told of the machine’s mad jour-
ney.

Fighting wind and rain, Larry plough-
ed forward, pawed his way around the
wreck. Then a low sob burst from his

lips and his eyes closed for a moment
against the bloody sight that met his gaze.

No need to bend above that mutilated
body and look closer. Nard Blunt’s hands
were rigid around a jagged half-moon of
wheel. The broken steering-post was in
his chest, impaling him. Death had come
in a sudden grinding wave of agony.

Larry rocked backward, put wet hands
to his ice-cold face and felt a shudder of
horror travel through his stiff body. Be-
hind him, Labot said hoarsely: *“So it
wasn't a joke! The voice was telling the
truth !’

A joke? Larry stiffened with sudden
terror. Merciful God, no—it was not a
joke! Nor was it a joke that he and Labot
had left the women alone with only Pack-
erby to protect them!

He stumbled forward, bellowing at
Labot to follow him. But Labot did not
move. Standing rigid, he growled out:
“I’'m not going back!”

Larry froze stiff. “You—what?”

“We've come this far without being
stopped, haven't we? Well, I'm getting
out of here! This damned road may be
impassable with a car, but there’s noth-
ing to keep a man on foot from getting
through, is there? I'm leaving right
now !” :

Labot lurched around, lowered his
head and ploughed into darkness. The
storm swallowed him before he had gone
ten steps. Larry Whelan was alone, star-
ing in mute astonishment.

A snarl twisted his mouth. He muttered
aloud, “Damned coward!” Then he
turned again, fought through driving wind
that threatened to make a plaything of his
bent body, The way was uphill. The
storm was an unleashed monster, scream-
ing with ugly passion. . ..

The return trip took a long time, made
a drenched sobbing thing of him before
he groped drunkenly up the steps of
James Franklin’s house of mystery. The
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door creaked shut behind him. Ahead, the
corridor was empty and the building
nurtured no human sounds.

Frowning, Larry paced forward. The
empty hall mocked him. Storm voices
wailed through the walls to stab his
pounding heart with chill dread. Then
he heard a sound that stiffened him. In
the room at the end of the hall, the room
where James Franklin had fought a death-
battle with some monstrous assailant, a
woman was sobbing.

Larry was running drunkenly when he
reached the open doorway. His eyes
blinked and a name shrilled from his lips.
“Janet! Good God—"

The girl was on her knees above a
thing that lay on the crumpled carpet.
Startled, she jerked around now, gaped
at Larry with eyes that were bloodshot.
Then she was on her feet, stumbling for-
ward, sobbing convulsively. Her hands
clawed Larry’s drenched shoulders and
when his arms went about her, holding
her tight, she went limp inside them. She
was no longer a newspaper woman keen
for adventure, but a sobbing, terrified
girl seeking protection.

He stared past her at the thing on the
floor and saw it twitch sluggishly in half-
conscious agony. The thing was Pack-
erby, but the professor’s upturned face
was no longer a mouselike countenance
with pop-eyes bulging beneath graying
hair. His hair was sodden with blood, his

face battered, his clothing torn and dis--

heveled.

Janet Clarke stopped sobbing and said
dully: “Oh, thank God, Larry! Thank
God you came back! I would have gone
mad!”

Larry forced her info a chair, put both
hands on her heaving shoulders and said
grimly: “Take it easy now.” He turned,
gathered Packerby’s twitching body in
his arms and carried it to the bed. Pack-
erby groaned, opened his eyes in a blood-
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smeared face, then rolled over and sob-
bed.

LARRY peered at the girl, said curtly:
“What happened ?”

“I don't know, Larry! Oh God, I don't
know I

“You've got to know!” He strode for-
ward and gripped her arms savagely.
“Where’s the gun I gave you?”

“There . . . .” She pointed to the
floor. “I—I dropped it when I saw him
lying there. We were in the library, he
and I and Muriel Gates. Muriel was
pacing up and down like a mad woman,
and then suddenly she walked out. She
wanted a drink, she said, and she in-
tended to have it.”

The girl shuddered, clung to Larry’s
arm and stared up at him. “We heard
her prowling around, looking for Frank-
lin’s liquor supply. Then we heard her
scream. Packerby ran out of the library
to look for her, and I heard him fighting
with something. I had a gun so I went to
help him, but I was too late. He was ly-
ing here on the floor. . . .”

“He’ll get over it,” Larry said grimly.
“Then we'll hear his story.” He paced
back to the bed, used a rain-soaked hand-
kerchief to wipe blood from Packerby’s
crimson face. The professor stared up at
him, moaning softly. When he sat up,
his eyes were so full of lingering terror
that the terror seemed exaggerated,
seemed to be a mask to hide something
more significant.

The man’s injuries were superficial.
His chalk-white face was gashed in sev-
eral places, but the unknown assailant
had apparently been generous enough, or
careful enough, to avoid striking any vital
spot.

“Please—please take me out of here!”
Packerby moaned. “This awful room...."”

Larry helped him off the bed and sup-
ported him in a slow parade to the li-
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brary. Janet Clarke followed fearfully.
Slumped in a leather chair, Packerby let
a shuddering sigh of relief escape his
thin lips and put a quivering hand on
Larry’s arm.

“I—TI'll tell you what happened, but
you won’t believe me. I know you won’t!
When I—when I ran into that room,
Muriel Gates was lying on the floor and a
thing was standing over her.”

“What kind of thing?” Larry snapped.

“That’s what you won’t believe!”

“At least, I'm listening. What kind
of thing?”

“The monster,” Packerby wailed.

“W hat monster ?”

“The demon we were told to read about
in the book! Don’t tell me I'm lying! I'm
not! The thing wasn’t Kuman. It was
huge and slimy and glowed like a mon-
strous sea-serpent!” Packerby’s voice
became a whimpering moan of terror,
“You’ve seen sea-snakes—how they leave
a luminous trail on the water, like phos-
phorus. This thing had a greenish,
bloated body that glowed the same way!
And it had a face like—like some hideous
thing that crawls in dark caverns under
the sea....”

Blood rushed into the professor’s
twitching face as he leaned forward. He
stabbed a stiff forefinger at Larry. Shrill
as a child’s shriek of terror, his voice
blasted Larry’s eardrums. “It was the
demon of Storm Cliff that took Muriel
Gates and the others! And it’s real, not
just a figment of people’s imaginations!
Maybe you think I'm stark mad, but I'm
not. No one knows what kind of creatures
live in the depths of the ocean. When
you've studied as much as I have—"

The professor’s screaming voice choked
in his throat. Another voice was chuck-
ling a low accompaniment, chanting an
obscene sing-song of guttural mirth that
dirged through the room.

“This . . . is again your host speaking.

Once more the unseen guest has been
among you and has claimed one of you
for his own. Never again will Muriel
Gates sin against society. And think not
that Albert Labot has escaped. Think not
that it will benefit you to follow in his
footsteps. Labot is dead. There is no
escape for any of youl”

The voice became a sibilant whisper,
hissing its way into the hearts of its hear-
ers. “In a little while the unseen guest
will again stalk among you. Until then,
be at ease. Henry Packerby is the only
one among you who has stumbled upon
the truth. Hear him, and hang upon his
words, that you may know the fate in
store for you. Then, amuse yourselves by
wondering who — will — be — next — to
diel”

CHAPTER THREE

The Monster Strikes

LARRY WHELAN'’S narrowed eyes

were watching Packerby even before
the voice of the Host had ceased its low
droning. Somehow, Packerby seemed less
innocent, less harmless, than before. The
man was apparently terrified, but that ter-
ror seemed exaggerated.

With a hand that shook a little despite
his efforts to control it, Larry lit a cig-
arette. He had to think—had to find the
grim answer to this bloody mystery—if
he were to save Janet’s life and his own.
Less than half an hour ago, he had
thought he could find the killer. If every-
one had said frankly who might hate
them, the one whose name appeared most
frequently could have been watched, per-
haps caught. But in the brief time that
had been howled away by the storm, some
monster, real or inhuman, had struck
swiftly. Franklin was gone. Labot gone,
Muriel Gates gone. Were they all dead
—or had one of them simply disappeared
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to carry on his bloody work in secret?

Throwing away his cigarette, Larry un-
clipped a pencil from the breast pocket of
his sodden coat and reached forward, slid
a book from the table beside him. When
he had finished writing on the blank first
page, he passed the book to Janet Clarke.

She stared at what he had written.
Stared at a square, masculine scrawl that
said :

Sit quietly in this room for five minutes.
Then say you are hungry and go into the
kitchen. Go alone. Perhaps, in this way, we
can lure the monster into striking while we

are ready for him. Will you do this—and
trust me?

Janet Clarke closed the book, stared at
him questioningly.

“A few hours ago,” Larry said grimly,
“there were nine of us in this house. Now
there are three. Unless we do something,
we three will go the way the others went.”

The girl nodded slowly. “I'll do it.”

Larry glanced at Packerby and saw that
the man was watching with narrowed
eyes. A hard smile curled Larry’s lips,
a smile not of humor but of grim de-
termination. This was a last resort. This
trap, with Janet for bait, would lure the
monster from his lair. If he failed—

He refused even to entertain the
thought of failure. Already, worms of
suspicion were crawling in his mind.
Festering in his brain was the realization
that only one of the fiend’s victims had
actually been found dead; the others had
merely vanished. Perhaps they too were
dead. Perhaps not!

The room was silent. Janet Clarke sat
stifly erect in her chair, unblinkingly
watching the clock on the fireplace mantel.

Packerby was staring at the book on the
table, as if hungry to read what Larry
Whelan had written in it.

Then Janet relaxed, shrugged her slen-
der shoulders. Loudly she said: “Well,
it looks as though our unseen friend in-

tends to bide his time. If he stays away
long enough, maybe we can eat, drink
and be merry before we die. Me, I'm
starved !”

She stood up, looked straight at Larry
with eyes that implored him to protect
her. “There must be a kitchen in this
darned house somewhere. I'm going to
find it and get domestic.”

Packedby gaped in astonishment. Larry
shrugged, remained seated as she walked
to the door. Turning on the threshold,
she stared at him again, as if fearful that
that she might never have another chance.
Then she was gone,

JLarry was erect with a swift silent leap.
Before he reached the doorway his hand
snaked into his pocket and closed over
the gun that lay there: the same gun that
he had given to the girl hours ago and
later retrieved from the floor of the
chamber where Packerby had been at-
tacked. On noiseless feet he trailed the
girl down the hall, keeping her always in
sight as she prowled deeper into the
bowels of the house. A scuff of slow
footsteps behind him told him that Pack-
erby had joined the strange procession.

Slowly the girl advanced, staring fear-
fully at the doorway of the room where
Packerby and James Franklin had en-
countered the monster. It took courage
to walk past that forbidden doorway. It
took courage, too, to push open a door
at the deep end of the hall and enter the
room beyond.

The room was a vault of darkness, and
Janet Clarke’s hand trembled violently
as it groped for a light-switch in the wall.
Sudden illumination revealed the cham-
ber to be a kitchen—a large, immaculately
clean kitchen with white walls and a gray-
green linoleum floor.

The girl paced forward so slowly that
the clicking of her high heels was like the
heavy ticking of a big clock. Her face was
white, her eyes wide and unblinking as
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she advanced. Behind her, Larry Whelan
squeezed himself into a space between
door-frame and corridor-wall.

HE HAD forgotten Packerby. It did

not occur to him, now, that the whis-
per of Packerby’s trailing feet had
ceased, that the hallway was silent as a
subterranean passage in some buried
world of shadow.

The girl was standing still, staring
around her. Frowning, she moved toward
an electric icebox that loomed against the
far wall. She walked stiffly, as if the
blood in her legs had run cold. Her lips
were tight-pressed in a white face.

The gun in Larry’s fist was a rigid
thing, ready and waiting to cover the girl’s
every movement.

If he failed. ...

It happened with such complete lack of
warning that his jaded nerves failed to
react. Through a silence broken only by
the soft whisper of his own breathing,
came a dull metallic click, the click of a
light-switch. The white, gleaming room
ahead of him was suddenly aschamber of
darkness, and Janet Clarke’s scream of
terror came through that Stygian gloom
like the shriek of a suddenly turned siren.

Then, as Larry stumbled forward bel-
lowing hoarse instructions, the corridor
behind him was alive with a hurtling
shape that flung itself squarely upon his
back.

The force of that attack sent Larry to
one knee and jarred the gun from his out-
stretched hand. Clawlike fingers raked
his neck. A hissing face exploded foul
breath against his own. Like a monstrous
mad dog, his assailant fumed over him,
hammered him to the floor, clawed and
bit and scratched in sobbing fury.

Yet the thing was no uncouth monster.
Even in the dark, Larry knew that. The
thing was human, and not too powerful or
too heavy to be flung aside! Desperation

was the secret of that mad-dog attack.
And the attacking fiend was Henry Pack-
erby!

Larry’s fists became pistons, grinding
savagely into soft flesh. This, then was
the final showdown! Packerby, of all peo-
ple, was the murdering fiend who had ter-
rified them!

But another sound invaded Larry’s
consciousness, stiffened him even as he
fought desperately to break the profes-
sor’s mad grip. The sound came from the
room of darkness ahead of him. High and
shrill it screamed forth, wailing its way
into the corridor.

It was a scream of utter terror, a soul-
searing shriek of madness flung violently
from the lips of the girl who was lost
somewhere in that world of evil gloom!

Larry was suddenly oblivious to the
hands that raked his face. His head
jerked up; his eyes went wide, staring
across the kitchen threshold. Horror
came into those eyes. Cold terror ate its
way into his brain, freezing the flesh of
his body, congealing the blood in his
pounding heart.

The room was no longer totally dark.
In it, something was moving—something
huge and monstrous that was human in
shape but hideously inhuman in substance.
Arms outstretched, the thing came from
a shadowed doorway in the far wall.
Came slowly, step by awful step. ... And
in the unholy glow that emanated from
its advancing body, Larry made out the
cringing, screaming form of the girl.

Her hands were upflung in a terrified
attempt to keep the monster at bay. Her
eyes were bulging, rimmed with stark,
staring white. The screams that welled
from her twisted lips were no longer
shrill but a distorted, mumbling medley
of moans and sobs.

Slowly, relentlessly, the demon closed
in upon her. Her own cringing body went
back, back, until the edge of a green-
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glowing sink made contact with her
shoulders, blocking further retreat. That
whole end of the room was alive with a
phosphorescent glow of horror, a greenly-
gleaming mist that seemed alive in itself,
yet was born out of the moaster’s heaving
mass of slimy flesh.

Again the girl screamed, a wail that
released Larry Whelan from the numb-
ness which held him helpless. Sobbing
convulsively, he heaved himself free of
Packerby’s clawing hands, lurched erect
and flung the professor aside with a wild
thrust of his arms. Then be was lung-
ing forward, groping hands outthrust to
drag the demon thing away from her.

The monster turned deliberately to face
him. For an instant Larry Whelan stared,
horrified, into the obscene face that top-
ped that green-glowing body.

That face was a thing of sheer horror,
a slimy, shapeless mound of green flesh
spawned in some underseas inferno where
monsters crawled in darkness and the
light of day never penetrated. But now
Larry Whelan stumbled toward it, made
snarling, growling sounds in his throat
as he hurled himself at the demon.

The creature stepped sideways. One of
its shapeless hands stabbed downward,
made sucking contact with the slimy flesh
of its body. The hand whipped up again,
gripping an object that was black and
blunt and heavy.

The green-glowing hand lashed out,
down. Black agony ate through Larry’s
brain as the blunt instrument in those
shapeless fingers crashed home. He
stumbled, tried vainly to clutch at that
luminous pile of dank flesh before the
agony reached his heart. Then, groaning,
he sprawled to the floor, arms outflung
and legs twitching. . . .

CONSCIOUSNESS came slowly, lift-
ing him through a strange wortld of
whirling lights and dark agony.

An eternity passed then before he
found strength enough to grope erect
and paw his way along the wall, seeking a
light-switch. He found one and, clinging
to the wall for support, stared about.

The kitchen was abandoned. The green-
glowing, slimy-fleshed demon was gone.
Gone, too, was Janet Clarke.

Groaning, he lurched into the corridor,
thumbed another light-switch as he
stumbled forward. The corridor, too, was
empty. Packerby, left there in a half-
conscious heap, had vanished.

Packerby? Vaguely, Larry remembered
the part the professor had played in the
conflict which had ended with such
bloody abruptness. Packerby had been in
league with the unholy monster who had
come out of nowhere. Perhaps the pro-
fessor was also the owner of that hidden
voice of hell!

But where was Packerby now? Where
was Janet?

Larry shuddered, made his way
stumblingly along the hall and entered the
library. Driving rain no longer lashed the
library windows. The howl of the storm
had diminished. Why—why had he re-
turned to the library? Why had he chosen
this room, of all the rooms in James
Franklin’s huge horror-house?

He knew the answer. Knew that some-
where in this hellish room lay the secret
of that mysterious voice. If he could dis-
cover the source of that voice. . . .

He stumbled forward, felt the floor
vibrate beneath his feet as his big body
lurched to the center of the room. Then,
abruptly, he sucked breath, stood rigid.
He wes no longer alone. The chamber was
no longer a place of ominous silence. A
voice, the voice of the horror-master who
called himself the Host, was intoning
throaty words of sinister portent!

“So ... you are still alive, Larry Whe-
lan! That surprises me, for I thought
that my work was finished. Now that you
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have returned to the world of the living,
it is still unfinished, and I have no time
personally to attend to its completion, un-
less you force me to do so. Listen, Larry
Whelan! Listen to the voice of your be-
loved "

Larry’s rigid body did not move. Stiff
as wood, it stood rooted to the floor. Into
the tense silence of the room came another
voice, Janet Clarke’s, in a moan of tor-
ment, uttering words of pitiful supplica-
tion.

“Oh God, don’t! Don’t let them touch
me! God of mercy, take them away! I've
never done anything to you. . . .

Then her vibrant scream of terror
shrieked forth. Through it, as Larry
Whelan stood stricken, listening in horror,
droned the guttural voice of the host.
“You hear, Larry Whelan? Your sweet-
heart is pleading for mercy—mercy that
you and you alone can provide. The cost
is but small, for even if you refuse you
will die. Walk to the table in the center
of the room and open the drawer. There
you will find a revolver, loaded and ready
for use. Do this now! Then you will be
informed how you may save from un-

l’l

speakable horror the girl whom you love!

Larry’s feet moved, moved mechanically
- across the carpet. With stiff fingers he
pulled open the table drawer. Eyes wide,
he stared at a black revolver that lay
there. Through the madness that was
slowly taking possession of his numbed
brain, the gun seemed to be a thing alive,
leering up at him.

“The price of your loved one’s liberty
is small, Larry Whelan! If you refuse,
if you elect to desert her and make a
futile attempt to escape, death awaits you
inevitably, and that death will be even
less pleasant than the one which now
threatens Janet Clarke! To save her, you
must forfeit your own life—which is al-
ready mine to take when I so desire! The

gun lies before you, Larry Whelan! It
is loaded! Use i!”

No trace of color remained in Larry's
face. Intothe room came again the moan-
ing, pleading voice of the girl he loved—
pleading not with him but with the mur-
der-master in whose torturing hands she
had become a terrified victim. But Larry
hardly heard. The other voice was dron-
ing triumphant words, and the voice
seemed close, fearfully close, as he stood
listening to its guttural command.

“I give you sixty seconds, Larry Whe-
lan. Sixty seconds...and I am watching
your every move. If you have not com-
mitted suicide before that grim interval
is over, your loved one dies in agony and
my lovely creatures of hell will feed upon
her naked body. And then, you die like-
wise! I give you—sixty—seconds—to
decide!”

LARRY stared, stared with eyes that
bulged in their sockets. The voice
was close! So close that it could have
emanated from only one sourcel
With a sudden forward step, he
clamped both hands on the table and
heaved it sideways. Then for ten sec-
onds he stood rigid, breathing great gulps
of air as he stared down at a small round
opening in the floor.

A leg of the table had covered that cir-
cular aperture. The intervening carpet
had been drilled through to allow free
passage for the host’s voicel In sudden
frenzy, Larry gripped the table again,
upended it, stared at the leg which had
covered the speaking-tube. That leg was
hollow. The voice, droning up through
the tube-arrangement in the floor, had
vibrated into a hollow table-leg and then,
through the thin shell of wood, spilled
forth into the room!

Motionless with a blinding realization
of the truth, Larry glared at the aperture
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in the floor. The voice came again, rum-
bling throatily from the black tube.

“Thirty seconds are all that remain,
Larry Whelan. Then....”

Larry’s lips curled. A glint of animal
cunning smouldered in his eyes as he step-
ped back. What had the voice declared,
a few moments ago? “I am watching your
every move!” That was a lie! If it were
anything more than a lie, the owner of the
voice would know now that his secret
had been uncovered!

Larry stiffened, stared down at the
loaded revolver in his fist. The voice
was droning, “You have ten seconds
more, Larry Whelan . . .” Larry’s fin-
ger curled deliberately on the trigger.

Sound, not sight, was the means by
which the unseen host kept check on his
victims’ movements! Already, the thud
of Larry Whelan’s footsteps across'the
floor had warned the host that Larry was
still alive. Now, hearing a gunshot and
the thud of something falling, the mon-
ster would believe that Larry Whelan
had obeyed orders!

The gun belched, filled the room with a
roar of thunder. A heavy, lifeless shape
made contact with the floor. But the shape
was not Larry Whelan’s body ; it was the
table itself, overturned by Larry’s side-
sweeping arm.

Lips curled, eyes narrowed with cun-
ning, Larry stood stiff. In his laboring
brain burned a memory of what he had
read in the book which stood even now on
a shelf at the far end of the room: Be-
neath this house of hell—beneath the very
cliff upon which this horror-house was
built—extended subterranean chambers.
The book had said that. And James
Franklin, owner of the house, had cor-
roborated the printed words by admitting
that the house possessed no cellar. Then
the voice had originated somewhere in
the bowels of the cliff itself !

Even now, the voice was intoning low

words, words that chilled Larry’s blood
as he moved on tiptoe toward the door.
The words were not intended for him,
but for the unhappy girl whose screams
had tortured Larry’s soul.

“You see, my dear, your lover has tak-
en the easy way out. He has killed him-
sclf. He believed me when I said I
would release you if he paid the price I
demanded. He was a fool, my dear! In
a moment I shall amuse myself by re-
leasing, instead, these lovely creatures of
mine, and allowing them to play with
you!”

Horror surged through Larry’s slow-
moving body. Horror threatened to sup-
plant the animal cunning in his heart
and send him lunging forward at a speed
that would be fatal. If the floor vibrated
even once under the pressure of his feet,
the sound would carry through the black
tube into the host’s subterranean hell-
chamber, and seal the fate of the girl he
loved!

Each slow step was a soul-searing tor-
ment. Tears were in Larry Whelan’s
eyes before he reached the threshold.
Then he sped down the hall, heaved open
the front door and stumbled like a drunk-
en man down the veranda steps.

The door swung shut behind him with
a dull thud.

CHAPTER FOUR

Up from the Depths

| E storm had subsided ; darkness had
‘= retreated before creeping gray dawn.
But darkness was still in Larry’s heart
and another storm, more vicious than
nature’s recent inferno, raged in him as
he raced toward the cliff’s edge.
Somewhere in the bowels of Storm
Cliff, Janet Clarke was being tor-
tured by the fiend of hell who called him-
self, mockingly, the Host. How long that
torment would continue before death
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stepped in to end it, Larry Whelan could
only guess.

But where was the hidden entrance to
that room of torment? Not back there in
the house! He himself had searched the
house from end to end, long ago. The
secret lay outside.

Alma Blunt had vanished at the cliff’s
edge, had screamed in stark terror before
she was silenced. Back in the house,
James Franklin and Henry Packerby had
both encountered the monster in a room
whose windows overlooked this same
bleak terrain of desolation. Somewhere
out here on the fearful brink of the preci-
pice lay the answer!

Sobbing hysterically, knowing that each
passing moment might seal the fate of the
girl he loved, Larry lurched along the
rim, staggered through a gray mist that
transformed every cairn of rocks into a
leering ghost-shape. Rain-wet rocks
threatened to hurl him headlong into the
yawning abyss below.

In his brain a single shrill voice was
screaming endlessly—the voice of Janet
Clarke, as it had shrieked up through that
sinister speaking-tube in the floor of the
library.

Then he found if. Like a punch-drunk
fighter he stood swaying, staring down
into a narrow crevice that split the wall
of the promontory. There, in mist-blurred
shadows, hung a dangling black thing
that was a rope ladder. Darkness had con-
cealed it when he had come this way be-
fore. Even now, only the top rungs were
visible ; the rest angled down into depths
blacker than night itself. His hands
clawed the ladder’s topmost rung.

Behind him, a monstrous bloated shape
took form in the fog. Step by slow step,
with gleaming arms extended, the mon-
ster advanced. But Larry did not turn.

The whine of dying storm-wind smoth-
ered the scrape of the monster’s moving
feet. Slowly those feet advanced, without

once deviating from their course. Then,
with a sudden snakelike stab, the creature’s
glowing hands shot forward.

Unholy fingers buried themselves in
the flesh of Larry Whelan’s body. A peal
of insane laughter shrilled in his ears as
he was jerked from the rope ladder. For
two horrific seconds he stared wide-
eyed into the leering countenance of evil
that glowed above him.

Then, screaming in blind terror, he was
flung forward, hurled by a mighty
straightening of the powerful arms that
enveloped him. His stumbling feet slipped
on wet shale. Clawing empty air, he
hurtled over the brink, shot into a world
of gray mist that had no bottom.

The fog gulped him, sucked him into its
wet maw. Above, on the edge of the
cliff, the monster leaned forward and
stared down, chuckling in leering tri-
umph. . . . :
FOR a long moment the fiend stared

down, mumbling a low cacophony of
vile mirth. Then, stopping, he put green
hands on the ladder and lowered his
bloated, slimy body down through the
crevice. Down ... down ... moving with
an agility astounding in one so huge, he
continued wuntil darkness welled up
around him.

The thunder of storm surf below grew
louder, more sullen. Like a denizen of
some deep pit the monster groped ever
downward, until the fissure that nurtured
him was a perpendicular shaft of impreg-
nable blackness, filled with a hissing,
booming roar.

Black surf sucked aboutft hiffi as he
lowered his bloated body into the depths.
Swirling water rose about his green-glow-
ing torso, about his slimy shoulders. Then,
without pausing, he was beneath the fum-
ing surface, in a heaving world where the
rungs of the ladder were his only guide.

Slowly, surely, his descending feet
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found rung after rung until a dozen
swaying rungs lay between him and the
boiling surface above. Then his feet
sucked in green slime, finished their de-
scent. Bloated hands released the ladder.
Here in the depths, on the floor of the
ocean, the water was dull and dark, with
a greenish hue that matched the monster’s
glowing bulk. Here beneath the raging
surface the black wall of the cliff loomed
like a huge, distorted barrier of shadow.

Staring creatures of the deep slithered
away as the demon paced forward. Arms
outthrust, he strode with an easy gliding
motion toward the cliff-wall, toward a
darker blotch, man-high, that loomed in
the shadowed barrier.

Underfoot, a floor of slime-covered rock
angled upward, slowly at first, then sharp-
ly. Seconds later, as the tunnel continued
its sharp ascent, the monster’s head was
above water, glowing like a dripping gar-
goyle in the darkness of the cavern.
Then, slowly, his whole dripping body
emerged: . . . The tunnel floor ahead was
a slime-carpeted aisle of blackness, lead-
ing into waterless gloom.

On and on the monster paced, turning
once to stare back as. if triumphantly
gloating over the knowledge that the dark
Atlantic, behind him, held now the body
of his latest victim. Then the tunnel nar-
rowed, became a slender passageway be-
tween crowding walls of damp stone.
Worming his bloated body through, the
demon stood at last in a small, low-
roofed chamber of horror.

Sputtering candles illuminated the
room’s grim contents. Yellow light spilled
over a nude feminine form that hung
against the-far wall. Near that form, a
tarpaulin-covered bax loomed on the wet
floor.

Slowly the monster advanced, worms of
sadistic hunger crawling in his eyes as he
approached his helpless victim. The girl
was Janet Clarke. Her cwn eyes were

wide, glazed by stark terror. Like frosted
gems they watched every movement of
the monster’s slow advance. Breath strug-
gled within the girl’s tortured body, swell-
ing her bare breasts. A dry sob welled
into her throat and spilled liquidly .from

her parted lips.
“Oh God, don’t—don’t touch me
again!”

The monster ceased his gloating ad-
vance, stood wide-legged before her, just
out of arm’s reach. His hungry eyes
drank in her beauty, gazed at her so in-
tently, so avidly, that the girl’s flesh
crawled as if touched by some tangible
evil. Then words came acidly, guttur-
ally from the demon’s green lips.

“Your lover is dead. It is too bad, per-
haps. His clever scheme might have been
successful if he had not slammed the door
on his way out of the house. Now ... I
am free to deal with you as I have
planned.”

He took a step forward. Janet Clarke’s
mouth writhed open, released a scream
that filled the low-roofed chamber with
echoes of shrill terror. Hopelessly she
fought against the rust-eaten iron shackles
that encircled her wrists and ankles. For
answer, the monster flung out a burst of
merciless laughter.

Janet Clarke somehow found voice.
Hanging in her shackles, she stared at him
and sobbed out almost inaudibly : “What
—what are you going to do to me? Oh
God, what have I ever done to you?”’

“You and the others took four years of
my lifel”

“We—what

“You and the others,” the monster re-
peated grimly, “robbed me of four years
of living. Because of you, all of you, I
stared at iron bars, I ate filthy food, I
slept in a cell. For four years I lived in
hell and planned my revenge. Now do
you know who I am?”

“Gregory Arnold!”
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THE bloated, green-glowing shape

came a step nearer. “Yes. A short
time ago you told those fools I had
sworn to get them. But they didn’t be-
lieve you, because Packerby and Labot
were present—and because they didn’t
recognize me when they saw me. You
did not know that when Gregory Arnold
escaped from prison, he underwent a
series of agonizing operations to change
his entire physical appearance, that he
changed his name and came back into
society, to mingle with the very persons
who sent him to prison.”

The girl's eyes could go no wider.
Stark terror filled them as they watched
the monster’s vicious advance. But still
those green-glowing hands did not make
contact with her naked body. Laughing
softly, the demon stared at her, curled
his lips in a crooked sneer.

“But Professor Packerby?”’ she gasped,

fighting to keep his interest on his story,

away from herself. “And Labot? Why?”

“There was another reason, too, why,
I desired to be rid of so many of my
friends, my dear—and for this reason I
added to my list. It so happens that I have
sold them a tremendous amount of worth-
less stock. In a very few days they would
have discovered its real value and then,
once again, I might have wasted years of
my life behind prison bars. Now I am
safe. There will be no complaints. . . .”

The bloated hands reached down, drag-
ged aside the tarpaulin that covered the
coffin-shaped box near Janet Clarke’s
shackled legs.

A low moan broké from the girl’s
throat. Her trembling body flattened
against the wall and a sucked-in breath
swelled her breasts to the bursting point,

Her glazed eyes looked down at a wire
cage whose floor was hideously alive.
Then the monster’s green-glowing fingers
curled forward, jarred the cage-door
open. Abruptly he stepped back. From

his bloated lips spewed a laugh that froze
the girl's heart-blood.

The cage was—alive. . . . Through its
narrow doorway came a wriggling, claw-
ing sea of horror made up of tiny green
monsters that fought furiously among
themselves as they emerged. Surging for-
ward in an undulating mass, they moved
across the floor toward the naked offering
that hung against the wall, awaiting them.

Crabs! . . . Tiny, savage little fiends
with needle-sharp claws! Tens of dozens
of them, advancing in a solid wave of
slithering hell . . . seeking food!

Less than ten feet of damp floor sep-
arated the scurrying horde from Janet
Clarke’s bare legs. But they would not
stop at her legs. They would climb. . . .

Staring in terror, the helpless girl
again found her voice, sent shriek after
mad shriek tocsining through the horror-
chamber. And the creature who was re-
sponsible for her torment stood grinning
in sadistic mirth.

“Why be afraid, my dear? They are
hungry, yes, but after they have satisfied
their hunger they will be quite harmless.
My only regret is that your lover cannot
be here now to enjoy watching them. If
he were here—"

The monster’s voice choked, ended in a
sibilant suck of breath. Another sound
had silenced him—a sound of stumbling
feet in the tunnel beyond the room’s nar-
row entrance. Evén before the fiend had
lurched around on stiff legs, the tunnel-
mouth was filled with a swaying, sodden
shape that had no right to be alive!

Like a ghost out of some deep-sea hell,
the intruder stood framed in the aperture,
legs wide, hands jammed against the rock
walls, scarecrow body dripping water.
Disheveled hair hung in a drenched mop
over his forehead; the face beneath that
unsightly mop was a twisted gargoyle,
yellow in the flickering candlelight.

The intruder was Larry Whelan.
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THE shock of his sudden appearance
i+ gave Larry Whelan a momentary ad-
vantage. Before the fiend’s astonishment
had died—-before cold reason had driven
supernatural fear from the demon’s black
heart—Larry was hurtling forward!

He came in a headlong rush across the
narrow room. Came with such mad aban-
don that the monster had no time to step
sideways and avoid him. Larry’s lowered
head drove like a padded sledge into that
green-glowing mass, buried itself there
and hurled the torturer backward on
crooked legs.

The girl’s own body, limp and yielding
and naked, broke the demon’s impact with
the wall. Regaining balance, he lurched
forward again to annihilate the disheveled
scarecrow that had dared attack him.

He came with the fury of a wounded
sea-beast, uttering sounds that soured
the bleod in Larry Whelan’s pounding
heart. Roaring forward, the monster
slapped a shapeless hand against his own
bloated body as he charged. The hand
whipped clear again and rose murder-
ously. Green fingers were curled around
a blunt black object with which Larry
Whelan was already hideously familiar!

But Larry lunged beneath the thing
as it whined toward him. His sodden body
straightened convulsively inside the
demon’s outflung arms. His clenched
fists, backed by heaving shoulders, beat a
bloody tattoo against that hell-born
countenance of green slime.

Blind terror gave him strength. Gone
mad, Larry fought for his own life and
for Janet’s . .. and fought, too, to over-
come the creeping sickness that was like
a black, viscous liquid inside him.

Water—deep, dark water laden with
death—had guarded the demon’s hell
hole! None but an expert swimmer could
have labored through that black, endless

tunnel without being drowned like a strug-
gling dog. But he had gone forward.

Savagely now, he slammed his bloated
assailant against the wall, raked that
body with flailing fists that worked
like pistons. But the monster’s vile fingers
still gripped that black, blunt instrument
of murder. Again, with strength doubled
by desperation, the creature’s arm whip-
ped upward. And across the room a horde
of green horribles had nearly reached the
quivering white flesh of Janet Clarke’s
nude body. ...

Larry’s hand clamped around the mon-
ster’s descending wrist. For a terrifying
moment his upturned face hung beneath
the black bludgeon. Then he lunged for-
ward, became a clawing, snarling madman.

No human power could have stopped
him. His raking fingers curled around the
death-instrument and wrenched it from
the fiend’s grip. Again and again, merci-
lessly, he struck, struck until the hell-
born face before him was a crimson gar-
goyle. . . .

Then he stepped back. And the mon-
ster slumped convulsively to the floor,
lay there in a writhing, moaning heap,
blood mingling with the green slime that
oozed from his heaving body. . . .

LARRY stumbled to the girl’s side.

His feet lashed out in mad fury,
kicking aside the little green monsters that
fought to reach the girl’s legs. The horde
broke, raced into darkness.

Janet Clarke stared with mute thanks-
giving as Larry’s groping hands fumbled
with the shackles that held her. Through
convulsive sobs that racked her body she
moaned out. “He—he has the keys, Lar-
ry. Oh, thank God you came in time. . ..”

He found keys, released her and held
her in his arms. . . . And she sobbed
there, clung to him so fiercely, so yearn-
ingly, that the madness in his eyes was



Terror From the Deep

95

supplanted by new madness. Then, hold-
ing his hand, she led him slowly across
the room, into an adjoining chamber no
larger than an alcove.

Silent human bodies were piled there.
Faces stiff in death were yellow in dim
candlelight. Faces racked with agony . ..
one of them belonging to the servant who
had wvanished so long age, whom the
monster had murdered, obviously, so that
someone might be suspected of crimes
that would occur later.

Janet Clarke’s clothes were there, too,
flung in a sodden heap on the floor. Si-
lently, Larry helped her into them. Then
she drew him forward again, pointed. In a
corner of the niche stood a square ma-
hogany box with wires, storage batteries,

an electric phonograph. .

Larry raised the cover and stared. Black
discs were stacked on the turntable, wait-
ing to drone their recorded words through
an electrically lowered reproducer. The
reproducer itself spawned a length of rub-
ber tubing that curled upward to the
vault’s stone ceiling.

“He-—he showed me this when he first
brought me here,” Janet said heavily.
“This is the voice. There’s a timing ar-
rangement in the phonograph and the
discs were played on schedule. The voice
traveled up through the cliff through a

” drill-hole that was made years ago by engi-
neers who intended to blast here but
abandoned the project. He laid his plans
well, Larry. Sometimes the voice was a
recorded disc, sometimes it was his own.
He could speak from here or from several
other hidden hookups in the house itself—
one of them concealed in the library wall.”

Larry stared, fascinated. Minutes
passed before he turned, led her from the
vault. Slowly he advanced toward the
bloated, green-glowing shape that lay in
the chamber beyond.

Tiny green monsters had discovered

the shape. He kicked them away, reached
down and curled stiff fingers in the de-
mon’s unholy countenance. With a savage
wreach he tore away a coating of rub-
berized silk and bared the face beneath.

That face, battered now and caked with
congealing blood, was the agony-racked
countenance of Albert Labot.

“It couldn’t have been anyone else,”’
Larry said grimly. “I thought at first that
Packerby was guilty, but—" He shud-
dered, glanced toward the corpse-vauit.
“Evidently Packerby shought I was the
killer, and attacked me to save you. But
the killer had to be Labot. He was miss-
ing at the scene of every crime. He was
the only person never present when the
monster struck.”

He scowled down at Labot’s green-
glowing garment. “His monster disguise
served a double purpose. He wanted us
to think, I suppose, that the fabled demon
of Storm Cliff had come to life. In addi-
tion, it’s a diving-suit. The suit was a con-
venience and helped him to come and go in
a hurry. He had to work quickly or we'd
have suspected him.”

“His real name,” Janet said dully, “is
not Labot. It's Gregory Arnold. Now
you know why he wanted to kill us all.
Let's get out of here, Larry! Please!”

Quietly, he put an arm around her
waist and led her across the room. . . .

LATER, Larry Whelan's car moved
slowly down the winding cliff-road
through a thinning mist that held golden
streaks of sunlight. Far above, on the
cliff-top, loomed the summer home of
James Franklin, silent and abandoned
now that its last two guests had left.

But Larry Whelan thought now only of
the girl who sat very close to him, and of
the time when black memories would be
lost in the happiness he longed for.
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Above the waves that beat about the
isle they called the Deatl's Head,
rose the frowning walls of that
moulding,  blood-washed  castle
where Mat Grimes had lived—Mat
Grimes the pirate, who had tortured
his victims hideously, then sent
them, eyeless, to their screaming
death in the black waters below.
Did the long-dead Torturer walk
again? Were these wailing ones who
walked the night, blood streaming
from their eyeless sockets, more vic-
" tims of his fiendish work?

\

HE Ilittle boat pitched, rolled; its

I motor labored at the task of pro-

pelling it over the last of the four
miles of choppy water between the main-
land and the island called the Death’s-
Head. Sally Clayton—w‘vithin the month,
she would be Mrs. Jack Marlow, for she
had promised to become my wife—and I
sat well back toward the stern. We could
look over one of our pilot’s burly should-
ers and watch the Death’s-Head material-
ize out of the thin mist.

I was wondering about the origin of
the gruesome appelation. Did the Death’s-
Head resemble a real death’s-head?

As we bobbed closer, I saw that it did.
The moon slid from behind a cloud—a
pale, ghostly moon which swept cold light
through the mist and over what had been
only a shapeless lump rising out of the
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sea. And it was no longer shapeless.

A slanting cliff, crudely and yet defi-
nitely molded into the grotesque outline of
a skull, took its place. But even weirder
than the outline were the two biack holes
which must have been caves; they were
where eyeless sockets would have been in
a skull. ;

I felt a chill tingle up my spine and
prick the nape of my neck. I glanced at
Sally. She was staring at the apparition;
her face, white and very beautiful with
the light of the moon on it, wore an ex-
pression of awe.

“Quite an illusion, that death’s-head,”
I said in what was meant to be a casual
tone. “I'd just been wondering why they
cursed the island with such a monicker.”

“Humph!” The man we had hired to
run us over to the island turned his head.
“There’s more’n one reason for that name,
mister. Ye'll find that out, I'm thinkin’.”

I peered at him. And I was surprised
at what I observed in the man who must
have seen that shape a thousand times
—fear. Frank, absolute fear.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Ye'll find out there’s more’n a death’s-
head of rock at the end of that point.
There’s a corpse with a real death’s head
on the island. The corpse of Mat Grimes.
Mat Grimes—the Torturer. And it ain’t
a peaceful corpse, neither.”

The fingers I held in my hand twitched;
T could feel Sally stiffen beside me. “You
mean it haunts the island ?”

“If ye want to call it haunting. Mat
Grimes—dead these hundred years—still
roams that island. Laugh if ye like. It
don’t matter none to me what ye think so
long as I ain’t got to stay there the night.
"And I wouldn’t stay there the night for
all the gold that old pirate hid there!”

So that was it. The famous pair. A
pirate’s treasure and its inevitable asso-

ciation in the minds of the gullible—the
guardian ghost of the departed buccaneer.
Hidden gold on the Death’s-Head.

What an ironical gesture Josiah Fallon,
the man we were going to see, had made.
Jailed for misappropriating money from
the bank of which he had been president,
he had served his sentence without divulg-
ing where he had put the stolen money.
Now, released, he had isolated himself
from the world on an island where no one
else lived. On this island where Mat
Grimes, also an outcast with loot to hide,
isolated himself a hundred years ago.

Ironical? It was perfect. I had never
liked Josiah Fallon, had almost hated him
during the last months Sally had worked
in his bank. But I had to give him credit
for success on this trick.

“Mat Grimes—the Torturer.” Sally re-
peated the name. “Why was he called
that ?”’

“This is why. Old Mat Grimes settled
down here after all his years of plunder-
ing in the southern seas. He built the
house where the man ye're intending to
visit lives. It’s more like a fort than a
house. Grimes, robber that he was, him-
self lived there in continual fear of being
robbed. Mostly afraid some of his own
men that he’d cheated would come for
their shares. And they did. But Grimes
was lucky enough to trap them.

“People say he put them through some
terrible tortures in a cellar below the house
—a cellar fitted with torture machines.
Likely he did. One thing he did do to
them before killing them is known for a
fact . . . because the bodies of the men
floated ashore on the mainland.”

Our pilot hesitated a second, and in
a low voice which shook, said: ‘“He
gouged the eyes out of their heads!”

STARED at him for at least a full min-
ute. There was a strange void in my



Dead Men’s Eyes

99

stomach. Some force seemed to draw my
gaze to the Death’s-Head again; I saw
yawning sockets, horrible bloody sockets ;
and I heard agonized cries. . . .

Every muscle in my body jerked taut.
I was hearing an agonized cry! As if it
had come from that skull of rock!

“Jack!” Sally clutched at me.
—what’s that?”

“It—it’s nothing.” I tried to swallow
an icy lump in my throat, tried to bring
out a reassuring laugh. “Either some kind
of an animal or our imaginations playing
tricks on us after that story.”

The cry had trailed off into a shudder-
ing wail. That faded until in a moment
the drone of the motor and the mournful
moan of waves against the bottom of the
cliff had smothered it completely.

“I—I ain’t going on,” our pilot stam-
mered. “I’m going to put about.”

I looked back at him. It would have
suited me to put about. I had been against
Sally taking this trip in the first place.
But she had a sort of weakness for old
Fallon; she believed in him, believed in
his innocence. So, when he had written
and asked her to come because he wanted
to see her about an important matter be-
fore he died, she had insisted on coming.

I wasn’t her boss yet. I couldn’t stop
her but I could come with her.

Now, almost on Fallon’s island, I would
have been delighted to start back if Sally
had suggested it. But she didn’t. And
I'd be damned if this big mug was go-
ing to make us hunt for another boat
and reach there still later. It was already
ten o’clock.

“What

“You’re going to take us where we
hired you to take us,” I said softly.

“I won’t land there! I'm—"

“Shut up.” I was getting mad. “And
listen to this. You're running this boat
to the landing on the Death’s-Head, or
I afn.”

He whined a few incoherent protests,
then turned and hunched over the wheel.

We veered past the point forming the
skull and slid through a gap between
two reefs which just showed above the
water. Presently we rounded into a cove.
A faint light far above us drew our eyes.
And we saw the house of Mat Grimes—
the house Josiah Fallon had somehow
acquired and to which we were bound.

It perched on the very edge of a preci-
pice rising sheer from the water. It did
look like a stronghold of feudal days.
It was a bleak, forbidding stone struc-
ture ; and the cold light of the moon made
it look even bleaker and more forbidding.
I couldn’t repress a shiver.

The pilot ran the boat down the cove
to a landing extending out beyond a boat-
house. I wished we had sent word when
we were coming. Now we had a sweet
climb up to that crow’s nest.

It was very obvious that our cowering
pilot wasn’t going to set even one foot
on that landing. I lifted the two bags
out of the boat. But I inquired about
the path before I got out myself.

“Up that way,” the pilot told me quick-
ly. “Ye got a flashlight? Then ye can’t
miss it.”

I helped Sally jump to the landing, fol-
lowed her. The motorboat roared as the
pilot put it about and headed it away from
the Death’s-Head. I laughed at his fear.
But it was a forced laugh; it didn’t make
either of us feel any gayer.

I stooped, opened my valise. I rum-
maged around in it and found my flash-
light. Closing the valise again, I straight-
ened—and froze.

Through the night came another yell.

IT WAS a yell of agony, mortal agony;
a sound between a shriek and a sob.
It was the cry of some creature suffer-
ing fearful pain, pain so great it had
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robbed its victim of sanity. The yell
again quivered into silence.

Sally caught my arm. I flicked on the
flashlight and raked i% beam over the
shore and the wooded pitch above.

“Jack!” Sally’s voice trembled with
horror. “It—it’s right near here?”

I nodded. The yell had floated down
from above us, but not from far. From
somewhere in those black woods which
the beam from the flashlight touched.

I had heard the death cries of various
animals. Some had been almest human;
but this had been nearer to human than
any of them.

“We've got to look,” 1 said. “We've
got to see if we can’t do something.”

I toak Sally’s hand in my free one. We
ran along the landing and across the
strip of beach. The flashlight showed
a clear trail into the woods; we followed
it, pushed ourselves up the steep incline.
The trail topped the crest of a rise. There
was an opeaning, through the trees; we
could see Fallon’s house far above us.

Still we heard no further sound. We
plunged down inte the woods again,
woods so dense that only an occasional
thread of moonlight filtered through the
roof of foliage. And finally we stopped.

“No use,” I muttered. “We can't—"

The next word clogged in my throat,
turned into a choked exclamation. I had
sprayed light around us once. Now as
I swung the flash back toward the trail,
my eyes had spotted something. Some-
thing—a hand! Extending out beyond a
clump of brush!

I lunged toward it, around the brush.
‘And I saw a thing which made my blood
run cold.

Sprawled on the ground was the body
of a man. His clothes were torn and
bloody. His torso was horribly slashed.
And his face. . . . I swayed weakly.

Both eyes had been gouged from their
sockets !
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- CHAPTER TWO,

The Peeting Face

I TWISTED to push Sally back be-

fore she could see that ghastly spec-
tacle; but I was too late. She had al-
ready seen. She uttered a strangled cry
and reeled against me.

“Oh, merciful God!” She moaned that
over and over, then: “I—I know him!”

I picked her up in my arms and car-
ried her out to the trail. I steadied her
after I set her on her feet again.

“I know him!” she repeated then. “He
—he’s Mr. Fallon’s nephew—Alex!”

The shocked numbness was gradually
leaving my brain, letting it think with
a trace of reason. Old Fallen’s nephew.
Murdered. More than murdered—tor-
tured, butchered with fiendish viclence.
And old Fallon’s pet hates had been his
relatives. Sally had often told me that.
The logical conclusion was inevitable.

But Sally had arrived at a different
conclusion. She whispered fearfully:
“The corpse! Jack, the corpse of Mat
Grimes! The Torturer! He did it to
the others! Jack, the house—quick!”

I held her back when sheer hysteria
made her yank at me. The house? We
were in a hell of a spot. We had seen
the body and knew about the murder.
The memory of a ghastly sight like that
would show in our eyes if we didn’t say
anything about it. Our knowledge
wouldn’t please old Fallon,

I admit it; the thought of our position
frightened me. Yet what were we go-
ing to do? There had been a boat-house
by the landing. But it or the boat in it
would surely be locked, with Fallon hunt-
ing a nephew he wanted to kill. Sooner
or later we’d have to go to the house.

There was one out for us. I could
pretend to have swallowed—as Sally al-
ready had—the legend of Mat Grimes.

I held Sally back as we followed the
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trail up toward the building on the cliff.
And a few minutes later we came out
of the woods and saw the house squat-
ting on a pinnacle of rock above us.

More forbidding than ever, it looked,
from this closer view—and more bleak.
Its harsh stone walls were bare of any
ornament. Flickering yellow light shone
through the windows.

We climbed twisting steps, merely
niches hacked out of solid rock, to reach
an iron door. I raised one fist to knock;
but the door creaked open before I had
a chance. A man peered out at us.

It wasn’t Fallon. It was a youngish
man, tall, slender. He had a thin face
and bored eyes. With a slight lifting
of one eyebrow, he said: “I'll be damned
if we haven’t got company.”

“We've come to see Mr. Fallon,” I
told him.

“Competition, eh? I figured this was
a scoop.” He shrugged and stepped back
to let us past him. “Well, your trip’s
wasted if you don’t get any more than
I've got. By the way, what paper?”

“No paper.”

I pushed Sally through the doorway,
followed her. We found ourselves in
a huge room stretching across the entire
front of the house. It was sparsely fur-
nished with a few ancient chairs, an an-
cient sofa and one crude table. An iron
candlestick on the table held a candle.
At one end of the room was a fireplace
in which a log crackled. Yet, despite
the blaze, the room was dank and cold; it
had an obnoxious odor of decay.

The tall man closed the door and turned.
He volunteered: “I saw the light from
your flash through the window. Thought
it might be one of the others. My name’s
Gerard. I got a tip on Fallon being out
here on old Grimes’ island and had an
idea it’d make a swell story.”

“The others?” I looked at him. “You
mean there are others beside Fallon?”

“T’ll say. Three of ’em. Three neph-
ews—and are they on his tail after the
money he’s supposed to have here! And
does he hate ’em! I think he’d kill—”

“Where is Fallon?”

“Out there somewhere. So are they.
But I'll bet they aren’t together. There’s
no friendship lost between any two of
that bunch. Every—" ,

A creak from the iron door which he
had just closed interrupted him. Sally
and I twisted. And we saw Josiah Fal-
lon.

ALLON had been a stout man before
he had gone to prison. Now he was
gaunt, a little stooped—as if those three
years behind walls had crushed him. And
his face was sallow and bitter.

His sullen eyes raked over Gerard,
over me and fixed on Sally. A gleam
snapped into them.

“Sally!” He hurried toward her.
“You’ve come! Thank God! You've come
before it’s too late!”

“Mr. Fallon. .. .”

The strain had been too much for Sal-
ly. She started to crumple. I caught
her, carried her across to the sofa.

“What’s the matter, my dear?” Fallon
tagged over to the sofa and took one of
her hands, began to rub it. “What is it?”

Anger surged up inside me. I jerked
Sally’s hand away from him and forgot
all previous plans for caution.

“What’s the matter? You know well
enough! We found your nephew’s body
down there! She saw it! She saw that
slashed chest and those eyeless sockets!”

“Where?” Gerard, his voice cracking
with excitement, jumped over to me and
clawed at my shoulder. “My God, man,
where? This is a real story!”

I didn’t answer him. I had fastened
an accusing gaze on Fallon’s face. I
watched the sallow skin tighten, the lips
twitch. And then—TI stiffened. For the
face distorted into a grin.
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“That's one of 'em!” He rasped out
a laugh which sounded more like a curse.
“One! They want money! Maybe they'll
learn there’s a curse on those who want
money !”

The significance of the gruesome sight
Sally and I had seen had not yet struck
me with such force as it did at this mo-
ment. A chill of eerie horror crawled
over me. A hundred years ago men had
come to this island for Mat Grimes’
treasure. He had trapped them, tortured
them, then gouged out their eyes as a
final diabalical gesture. They had been
looking for money; they would never
again look for anything. Now here was
Fallon on Mat Grimes’ island. Here had
come his nephews after his money. . . .

And Mat Grimes was reincarnated.

“Where’s the body?”’ Gerard kept at

me. “Where?”
~ “And you!” Fallon turned on the re-
porter. “You're another! Think you've
fooled me? You're here for money like
the rest of them! I tell you all I haven't
got any! Stll you stay! Be careful the
same thing doesn’t happen to you!”

I glanced at Gerard and told him:
“You'll find the body down in the gully.
It’s behind a clump of brush.”

Gerard wheeled, started for the door. I
shifted my eyes back to Fallon.

Abruptly I heard a sound behind me.
I twisted. A door leading into the room
from the rear of the house was swinging
open,

HE man who entered was gaunt, with
' hunched shoulders and long arms
which dangled down in front of him like
the arms of an ape. His head was a hair-
less blob set on the hunched shoulders.
His face—I shuddered—his face was
nothing but a mass of scarred flesh!

“Mr. Fallon.”

He said just that in a hoarse, croaking
voice. Fallon pivoted, looked at him,
And the crazy gleam in his eyes faded;
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he lifted one hand and dre® If across
his forehead with a sigh.

“Yes. Yes, Eric,” he spoke dully. “I
—I'm all right. You don’t need to wor-
ry"D
The gaunt man turned and slouched out
of the room. I frowned. The point of
the scene I had just witnessed was a
mystery to me. But whatever it was, it
had certainly had an effect on Fallon.
He had become a tired old man.

“You must excuse me, Marlow,” he
said. “I—I'm quite ill. Eric is my one
servant here.”- A note of bitterness crept
into his tone. “He’s another—a man who
was in prison with me. You can see that
his appearance makes him an outcast. He
was glad to isolate himself from the world
with me. He will show Sally and you
to rooms. Sally—I think she must have
been fatigued from the trip. That’s why
she fainted. But Marlow, I must see her
a little later. It’s a matter of the utmost
importance. I—"

Abruptly he stopped. His eyes widened,
filled with stark terror. He clutched at
his neck.

“Oh—my God!”

It was half screech and half groan. He
wheeled ‘as he tore the last syllable from
his throat—wheeled and stumbled out of
the room!

I stared after him. What the devil
had come over Fallon?

He had said with such apparent sin-
cerity that Sally must have fainted from
fatigue. Fatigue! Not five minutes ago
I had told him clearly enough why she
had fainted. . . .

But now Sally was stirring. I leaned
over her, stroked her forehead until she
opened her eyes. She stared up at me
and whispered: “Oh, Jack. I—I'm sor-
ry.”

I just smiled at her. I could see her
expression gradually change as memory
returned. She shuddered.
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“Don’t think about it, Sally,” I said.

“Jack, did you tell Mr. Fallon? Where
—where is he?”

I explained that he had pleaded sick-
ness and gone to his room.

“What did—did he say?”

I thought I might as well describe what
had happened in order to prepare her for
what might happen any minute in this
weird house. I did.

“But—but Jack! You don’t—you can’t
believe Mr. Fallon did that! To his own
nephew ! No matter how much he disliked
him!” Defiance throbbed into her voice.
“He didn’t! I know he didn’t! You be-
lieve it because you don’t like him!”

I shrugged.

“Jack !’ She whispered this. “It was
someone—something else! Something un-
natural! I could feel it when we first saw
the island! The story—"

“Steady, Sally,” I interrupted. “You're
letting that ghost story get the best of
you.”

“I—Jack!”

She had glanced over my shoulder,
abruptly stiffened. Horror leaped into her
eyes. Her cheeks went even whiter.

I twisted my head. I looked across
the room to a window at the end. And
a petrifying chill clutched my heart at
what I saw.

Framed in the window was an agonized
face with two hideous, eyeless sockets.

BLOOD welled out of the gaping holes
like streams of red tears. It slavered
down over writhing lips. A trembling
hand rose to view. Frantically it pawed
at the glass. It seemed to be trying to
knock, to attract attention. Then it
dropped. The face distorted into a ghast-
ly grimace of pain, jerked back from the
window—and disappeared.

“Oh, my God!” Sally’s voice was a
hollow sob. “That—that was Morris Fal-
lon!”

I tore my eyes from the window. She
had fainted again. I stumbled to my feet.
I couldn’t leave Sally alone.

I started to call for Eric. But the
shout died in my throat when I saw the
iron door from outside slowly swing open.

The man who entered was tall, dark,

perhaps forty years old. He had an ugly,
_vulpine face and crafty eyes. I recog-

nized him. He was the third nephew—
Walter Fallon.

“I heard someone groaning up here a
minute ago. Who—" '

“Morris Fallon.” I pointed toward the
window. “He’s out there—around the
corner of the house. He’s hurt.”

“Hurt ?” Walter Fallon’s tone was curi-
ous instead of concerned. “Bad?”

His attitude angered me. I snapped:
“Bad enough to suit you.”

Fallon stiffened; his features contort-
ed with quick rage. He muttered some-
thing under his breath, then whirled and
let the door clank shut behind him.

“Jack ! Sally called.

I spun back to the sofa. Her eyes were
still glazed with horror; she had- fixed
them on the window through which we
had seen the face. I moved my body to
block the line of vision.

“Try not to think of it, Sally,” I told

her. ‘“Don’t—"
“I—I can’t help it.”
“You must. It—"

The outside door burst open. Walter
Fallon rushed into the room.

“God!” he cried. “The old devil mur-
dered him! Gouged out his eyes! Just
like he said he’d do to us all!”

I saw him dig one hand into a pocket
and pull out a revolver. His vulpine face
twisted into a snarl. He started toward
the door leading toward the rear of the
house.

“By God, he isn’t going to get me!
I'll jam a slug into his miserly heart
first.”
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“No! No!” Sally wobbled to her feet.
“He didn’t do it! He... .2

But Fallon had already gone.

“Jack!” She caught my arm and yanked
me toward the door. “You've got to
stop him!”

I said firmly: “Listen, Sally. This isn’t
our affair, Besides, I'm not leaving you
alone for one second while we’re on this
hellish island. Not for anything or any-
body.”

“Please! Jack, please! For mel”

I knew, as soon as she put it on that
basis, that I was licked. Still I wasn’t
going to leave her here. She was safer
with me. I took her arm.

“All right,” I sighed. “We'll go.
Though my opinion is that a bullet would
put old Fallon right where he belongs.”

The door opened on a long corridor.
Faint yellow light filtéréd into it from a
room straight back at the end. We moved
toward it—stopped.

From that room hid comé the blast
of a shot, a choked groan. The ligh{
flickered out.

For an instant wé both stood motion-
less, tense. I thought I heard vague
sounds of movement, footsteps and then
something scraping. I jerked out the
flash I had stowed in my pocket after
arriving at the house.

Snapping it on, I pushed in front of
Sally and grabbed her hand. I pulled
her after me down the corridor.

The room was huge, stretching across
the width of the house as did that other
room; it was sumptuously furnished. I
swung the beam from the flash around
it. Around it again.

It wag empty!

CHAPTER THREE
Out of the Grave

AN EERIE chill stabbed along my

spine; my throat felt dry, constrict-
ed. Only a few seconds ago I had heard

the roar of a gun and a groan in this
room. There was only the one door out
of it. And now it was empty.

“Jack!” Sally’s whisper shook with
awe. “They—they’re gone!”

I nodded grimly. Once more I raked
the beam of light around the room. Sud-
denly I centered it on a'spot in the mid-
dle of the floor. Blood? I moved toward
it, bent. Yes, it was blood—still wet.

Slowly I straightened and drew in a
deep breath. One window was open.
Through it came the moan of the waves,
mournful, haunting. I went over and-
glanced out, down. The wall of the house
was sheer with the cliff; I could just see
the caps of foam riding the waves.

“Oh!” . 2GEE

I yanked back as Sally crashed against
me. I caught a glimpse of her white, ter-
rified face and wide eyes. I raked light
around the room—discovered nothing
wrong.

“What is it, dear? What’s the—""

#Jack! I saw it! The corpse "

I stared at her.

“The corpse of Mat Grimes! O, it—
it’s ghastly! The face—gray—and foul
eyes gleaming through the darkness at
me!”

“But Sally.” I put one arm around her,
£“There isn’t anything here. You can see
for yourself.”

Fearfully she twisted her head and fol-
lowed my light as it swung from one end
of the room to the other.

“But it was there, Jack! If was! It
seemed to—to come right out of the wall !”

Out of the wall! The phrase clicked
in my head. Of course. A passage
through the wall. I should have expected
to find that in a house built by, a pirate
§vith treasure to hide.

" And now there was a Solutiosi to the

" Hisappearing act. By coming through the

secret door old Fallon had surprised the
man who had intended to kill him. He
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had stabbed his nephew, probably in the
back, and thus a blotch of blood on the
floor so soon. Blood wouldn't have flowed
that quickly from a bullet wound. Re-
flex action of the finger had caused Wal-
ter Fallon to fire one harmless shot. The
sounds of movement after the shot had
been made by old Fallon dragging his
nephew through the passage.

“We're getting out of—"

I heard a faint creak and a rasping
noise. A wild idea flashed through my
mind as I jerked up the flash, The sin-
gle door—it was”closed.

I leaped across to it, tried it.
locked! ;

It was

A MOMENTARY weakness oozed over

me. We were trapped, caught like
mice in a cage. All the windows in the
room were in the back wall—opening on
a death leap down to the reefs at the
bottom of the cliff. The door was of
solid oak; only a battering-ram would
splinter it.

I heaved a shoulder against it to test
the lock. The solid oak panels would
crack before ever that lock broke.

I thought of Eric, of trying to reach
him with shouts. But what was the use?
Eric, a criminal and an outcast, would
be working with his master. It must
have been he who had locked the door.

Gerard? That he hadn’t returned to
the house long ago proved that curiosity,
had drawn him to his death.

“What are we going to do?” Sally wag
beside me asking that frantic question.
“Jack, what—what are we going to do?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

But I thought of one thing I could do.
Equip myself with the most effective wea-
pon the room afforded. I had a feeble
hope that I might have overlooked Walter
Fallon’s revolver, - No, evidently old Fal-
lon had taken it. The best I could do
was a long iron candlestick for a club.

I had kept Sally close to me as I
searched. And suddenly she gripped my
arm, whispered: “Listen!”

I stood motionless, listening, At first
I heard nothing but the moan of the sea
far below us. Then—it was muffled, just
audible. A human moan of pain,

“Can you hear it ?”

I nodded, shuddering. I could Hear it
and see in my imagination the agonized
face of Walter Fallon.

~That left the two of us. ‘And Josiah
Fallon wouldn’t be fool enough to let us
return to the world from this island of
the damned. Not if he could help it. The
locked door proved that he had other
intentions. For me—death, For Sally?
I had always mistrusted his supposedly
paternal fondness for her. And certain-
ly he hadn’t asked her to come here so
that he could kill her.

I tightened my lips. This waiting and
thinking was hell; I had to do something.
I might surprise old Fallon if I could
find his secret passage.

There wasn’t any use drguing with Sal-
ly about Fallon being the killer. So I
whispered: “I'm going to hunt for the
trick door. It’s the only way out of here.”

“But—but, Jack!” She trembled.
“That’s where—the corpse—"

‘Admiration surged up inside me when
she added: “What—whatever you think
best, Jack.”

I drew her over fo one corner of the
back wall. Statting there, we moved slow-
ly along the dark panels lining the side-
wall and the wall toward the front of
the house. I had Sally hold the candle-
stick I had taken for a club, while I in-
spected the strips of wood covering the
cracks between each pair of panels. But
I found none which didn’t look and feel
firm. We reached the door, began on
the second section of the wall,

Suddenly I stiffened. I trained my
flash on a faint mark on one strip. It
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was an imprint left by a wet finger; in
the center of it was what appeared to be
the protruding head of a small nail.

This was the panel!

Old Fallon’s finger had been wet with
the blood of his nephew. The head of
the nail was a cleverly conceived button
to release a lock.

TRIED it. It pressed in to the level

of the wood with a little click. The
entire panel gave as I pushed against it.
Twisting, I took the long iron candlestick
from Sally. Then I pushed the panel back
farther, sprayed light through the open-
ing.

Narrow stone stairs led downward to
a corner beyond which I could not see.
Damp, fetid air rose to my nostrils. And
to my ears the sound of that moan—still
muffied, but louder now.

I gestured to Sally and squeezed
through to the top step. I held the panel
for her to follow. Then, slowly and si-
lently, I started to descend.

I lifted the candlestick as I neared the
corner. - But around it were only more
stairs and an iron door. The door had
no latch on this side. I laid my forearm
against it, switched off my flash, pushed.
It swung open.

Dim, eerie yellow light glimmered
around the corner of a tunnel boring
through the solid rock. Around that cor-
ner, too, came the sound of the agonized
moaning we had heard.

Sally clutched my shoulder. T twisted,
whispered: “Steady, dear, steady.”

She pressed her quivering lips together
and gave me a plucky little nod.

I inched my way along the tunnel un-
til I reached the corner. Hugging one
slimy wall, I peered around it. My breath
caught in my throat.

I was looking into Mat Grimes’ torture
chamber. :

The one candle on a low table spread

light over a hideous array of torture ma-
chines. The shapes of other fiendish de-
vices were vaguely visible in the gloomy
recesses of the dungeon—monstrous de-
vices which made my senses reel.

But it wasn’t the sight of those torture
contraptions that made my brain throb
with horror. It was the sight of those
three dangling bodies with their ghastly,
eyeless heads.

" They were strapped by the shoulders,
the three in a line, to a horizontal bar
some six feet above the stone floor. Alex
Fallon was on one end, Morris Fallon on
the other—and in the middle, not yet dead,
Walter Fallon.

His powerful physique had kept him
conscious when’ most men would have
fainted, kept him conscious to suffer
agony beyond conception. His face,
drenched with the blood which had poured
out of those gaping sockets, was terribly
distorted. His arms writhed in a vain
attempt to pull his shoulders free.

I spun. Sally was huddled against the
wall behind me. I knew by the look in
her eyes that she had seen the gruesome
spectacle. I jammed the flash into her
hands and kept the iron candlestick.

“Stay right here,” I whispered shakily.

I turned back toward the torture cham-
ber and raked my eyes around it. Some-
where down here was old Fallon. I
gripped the fingers of my right hand
tighter about the candlestick.

Quickly I slid past the corner, into the
dungeon of horror. I glided across it to
the line of dangling bodies. Now I could
catch mumbled phrases between the moans
from the lips of the living one.

“Oh, God. . . . Let me die. . . . My
eyes—my eyes. . . .”

I shuddered.

“You fiend. . . . You murdered me.
... My own uncle. . . . Oh, dear God—
my eyes. . . .”

The moaning voice trailed into silence.
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At last he had mercifully fainted. He
could live but a little longer, but at least
he would die without pain.

“Jack!” Sally’s shrill shriek split the
silence. “The corpse!’

I wheeled. And what I saw struck
stark terror to my heart, froze the blood
in my veins.

Coming toward me was a figure from
the grave.

THE gaunt frame was hunched; cling-
'~ ing to it were tattered, filthy clothes
of an ancient mode. Scraggly white hair
hung down over the face. Face—God!
It was a death’s-head with gray, scabrous
skin stretched over it. Mad eyes bumed
from out two black holes. Bloodless lips
were set in a mocking leer.

The gruesome specter moved toward
me with slow, measured steps. One scaly
hand trained the muzzle of a revolver
on my middle.

“So I don’t have to go after you.” The
voice was dry, rasping. “You come to
me. To me—death.”

I tried to force the numbness out of
my muscles, tried to lift the iron candle-
stick. It seemed to weigh a thousand
pounds.

“You saw what happened to these?’
The thing’s free hand gestured toward the
mutilated corpses behind me. “They
wanted the money, too.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my
throat.

“But they didn’t get it. Nor will you
get it. You'll die like they did.”

Those last words pounded in my brain.
Yes, I'd die. I'd die tike they had—and
I was afraid. Yet the thought of my
own death wasn’t what made horror gnaw
at my stomach. It was the thought of
what my death would mean. Sally would
be left alone. Helpless in this creature’s
clutches.

A fit of wild frenzy seized me. I trem-
bled, stiffened, threw myself forward.

Flame spat from the muzzle of the
revolver. Hot fire dug into my thigh.
I stumbled. I was falling. . . .

I heard the scream and saw Sally rush
at the specter. And then, just as I hit
the floor, I saw it twist and smash her
tn the face.

She reeled back, crumpled. The spec-
ter spun toward me. I clawed to my
knees and hurled the candlestick at its
skull. But it ducked, retched out a snarl,
leaped at me. It brought the muzzle of
its gun down on my head.

A black cloud swirled in front of my
eyes. Desperately I fought against un-
consciousness. The sound of Sally’s voice
calling my name came to me out of the
void; I fastened my mind on it and held
with all the power of my will.

Motnents passed during which I hov-
ered on the very brink of oblivion. Then,
slowly and laboriously, I crawled away
from it. I felt myself being rolled over
on my stomach. My anms were jerked
behind me, tied. After them my legs. . ..

CHAPTER FOUR

The Head of Death

T MUST have been two or thrée min-

utes before I could lift my head and
penetrate the cloud enveloping it. Fresh
horror gripped me at what I saw when
finally I did so.

The specter had dragged Sally across
to one wall of the chamber. It had bound
her wrists and now, with the aid of a box,
was drawing one long end of the rope
through an iron ring attached to the
wall, seven or eight feet above the floor.
Stepping down from the box, the specter
kicked it aside.

Sally appeared to be unconscious. But
when her arms were lifted over her head
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and began to pull up her body, she moaned
and opened her eyes. She cast a wild,
terrified look toward me.

“Jack. . .

The specter cackled, kept hauling on
the rope until she was forced to stand
upright.

“You—you damned fiend!” T yelled.

The specter’s intention had dawned on
my fogged brain. It was going to make
her hang by her wrists with just the tips
of her toes scraping the floor. Somewhere
I had read that this simple torture was
one of the most painful of all. The body
of the victim went through agony from
the steady pull it exerted on the shoul-
ders and arms: the mind was tantalized
because the feet could feel security be-
neath them, yet never quite gain it.

For an instant the specter swung mock-
ing eyes toward me, then shifted them
back to Sally. It made the rope fast to
a plug in the wall while she was still in
a normal standing position.

“Your sweetheart thinks I'm going to
hurt you,” it rasped. “But I wouldn’t
hurt you for the world. Ah, no. You're
much too pretty. I merely want you
here where you must watch your sweet-
heart. That may help your memory. Yes,
you're very pretty.”

One scaly hand lifted and touched her
throat. She tried to jerk away when it
slid down toward her breasts, but
souldn’t.

Nausea churned at the pit of my stom-
ach. Outraged fury sent hot flames
through my head. I twisted my wrists,
yanked at the rope circling them until
blood trickled down over my hands from
gashes in the flesh.

The specter rattled out a laugh. The
talons of its foul gray hand clutched at
her dress, ripped it, pawed the bared
white skin.

“Oh, don’t. . . .” Sallycried. “Don’t!”

Again the specter laughed, but dropped

the hand and hitched back a couple of
steps. It said: “Yes, you're right. Busi-
ness must come before pleasure. So now
you will tell me where on this island Jo-
siah Fallon has the money hidden.”

“I—I don’t know about—any money,”
Sally answered wildly.

“But you do.” The rasping voice hard-
ened. “Josiah Fallon knew he was going
to die. He sent for you. For what rea-
son except to give you—the one person
of whom he was fond—the money he had
taken from the bank and could never use
himself? You came. He saw you to-
night and he wouldn’t waste time. He
realized that he had too little time left
him on this earth. And his nephews were
trailing him like buzzards. So he told
you where you could find the money. Now,
my dear, you're going to tell me.”

With frantic insistence, Sally cried:
“I don’t know. He—he didn’t tell me
about—about any money. Oh, where is
he? Have you—have you killed him?”

THE specter shrugged, merely an-
swered: “He was very obstinate.”

“Oh. . . .” Her gasped exclamation
trailed off into a frenzied moan.

I wrenched at the rope, sawed my arms
back and forth. Rolling over on my left
side, I braced my left hand against the
stone floor and groped for the knot with
the fingers of the other. I felt it with
the tip of the longest one. I struggled
to work the others up to it.

Pain again swept over my body from
my wounded leg. But hope, welling up
in my chest, deadened it. I could get free
if I had time. Time. . . .

“I made a mistake,” the specter was
saying. “I didn’t allow for his illness.
I forced him a little too strenuously and
he couldn’t talk. With you—well, I have
better plans for you. The pressure will
be less direct. You will watch another
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suffer instead of suffering yourself. I
want you to be able to talk when you're
ready. And then—when business is fin-
ished—comes pleasure. You must be fit
for that. . . .”

The specter wheeled, glided stowly to-
ward me. The same leer contorted the
hideous face. But the eyes burning out
of the dark pits in the skull had bright-
ened with unholy glee.

Lying on my side, my arms and hands
were hidden from those eyes. My fin-
gers were on the knot, were tearing at
it. It wouldn’t give. I didn't have
time. . , .

One twitching gray hand fumbled un-
der the tattered coat. It reappeared grip-
ping a knife with a long curved blade—
a blade dark with crusted gore.

From across the room Sally screamed:
“Oh, God! Merciful Ged! Save him?...”
And then her screams became incoherent.

The specter paused, glanced over one
shoulder at her. He shrilled: “The mon-
ey? The money? Where?”

She babbled wild pleas, prayers, threats.
None of these made any impression on
the specter. It turned back to me, glided
on again.

And now it was crouching over me.

Bending lower. I stared at the scabrous,
gray face. Stared—and in this last mo-
ment of eyesight, saw something which
registered in a sane corner of my brain.

That face was a fake!

But what good that I had detected the
spirit-gum and gease-paint, knew that the
ghastly face was only a product of make-
up? What good? The hand gripping
the knife was descending.

But abruptly it paused in its descent.
From somewhere in the dungeon had come
a terrible yell. A man’s yell.

The fiend hidden behind clever make-up
jerked erect, spun. I dragged air into
my burning lungs and lifted my head. I
stared across the chamber.

Josiah Fallon, white and shaking,
lurched out of a gloomy recess into the
flickering light from the candle!

“You devil!” His voice was a hollow
rumble. “You—you damned -monster!"”

“Fallon!” the fiend exclaimed. “I
thought you were dead! I—"

E BROKE off as Fallon rushed at

him. Deliberately he dropped his
knife, sidestepped,A then twisted and
sprang for Fallon’s throat. His out-
stretched hands, like the jaws of a wolf,
fastened around it. Fallon uttered a
choked groan.

I went back to work on the knot. It was
loosening. If I had just a couple of min-
utes. . . .

The fiend was rasping out bestial snarls
of triumph. Fallon’s face had darkened,
swelled. His tongue lolled out; spittle
slavered down over his sagging chin. He
wobbled on weak legs.

From across the room came Sally’s
hysterical screams.

I had one knot untied. There was
another underneath it. I tore at that one
with numb fingers.

Fallon slumped. The fiend loosened
his hold on the old man’s neck.

“Oh, no!” he muttered. “I’'m not go-
ing to kill you yet. I'm saving you for
a last resort. The girl may not talk even
when I operate on her sweetheart. But
youre fond of her. You'd talk if I
started on her.”

I felt my reason totter at the limitless
inhumanity of this devil. If I could only
get at him, get my hands on him. . . .

The second knot was loosening—loosen-
ing. My hands were free!

I doubled, ripped at the rope around
my legs while the masked devil bound
Fallon. I succeeded in getting it untied.
And T struggled up to my one good leg
just as the fiend twisted back toward
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me. I hurled myself at him before he
had recovered from surprise.

I drove my fists at his face. Left—
right. The first only grazed the side of
his neck, but the second, the right, con-
nected. He crumpled. My weight swung
onto my wounded leg; I fell on top of
him. We both rolled over on the floor.

He clutched at my throat. I battered
at his sham face. His hands got a grip,
lost it, got another. I gagged and coughed;
I swung with all my strength.

His fingers slipped from my windpipe.
He groaned and flopped over on his back.
He lay still.

I drew air into my burning lungs,
worked up to my one good knee and
dragged myself over to him. My blows
had ruined his make-up. The wig of
scraggly hair had pulled from his head.

And T recognized the professed report-
er—Gerard.

He looked as if he’d be out for some
time. I hauled myself up and hopped on
one foot toward Sally. She was moan-
ing with pain.

She whimpered as I ripped the end of
rope from the plug in the wall. She
swayed, started to slump. I turned and
tried to catch her; we both fell.

“Oh, Jack. . . . Thank God! You're
safe.”

“It’s all over,” I murmured. “It’s—"

“Jack! Quick I’

Her eyes, staring at something over my
shoulder, widened with new terror. Ger-
ard had fooled me; he hadn’t been un-
~ conscious. Now, on his knees, he grabbed
the knife he had dropped when Fallon
had rushed at him, and pushed to his feet.
He lunged toward me before I could
scramble up on my one good leg.

)] FLUNG out a hand in a feeble ges-
= ture of defense. And then, abruptly,
he jerked to a halt.

Another figure came into my vision. It
was Eric, Fallon’s servant! Scarred face
distorted and long arms outstretched, he
heaved himself at Gerard. Nimbly the
latter sidestepped. Eric clutched at him,
pawed the air, stumbled.

Gerard spun and swung up his knife for
the thrust just as I jumped. My fist
caught his shoulder, knocked him off bal-
ance. But I was falling. . . .

And then, as I fell, I saw that Eric
had lurched to his feet again. He had
grabbed that hand which held the knife,
had grabbed the knife from that hand—
was driving it into Gerard’s chest!

Gerard retched out a horrible groan,
clawed at his chest. Then he pitched for-
ward to the floor and rolled over on his
back.

With a guttural cry, Eric wheeled and
rushed over to his master. I could hear
him mumbling brokenly as he tore the
ropes from Josiah Fallon’s legs. I pulled
myself up to one knee, looked down at
Gerard.

His eyes were open, fixed on me; his
lips were moving. I listened.

“So I lose.” His voice was still mock-
ing. “I don’t get the money. But—it
was a good scheme. I'd explored this
house—hunting for Mat Grimes’ treasure.
But I'd never been able to find it. Then
Fallon came. I thought I'd get his,
instead.”

His eyes closed. But he kept on talk-
ing—slowly, weakly. He knew he was
dying and he seemed to hope to stave off
the inevitable by words.

“I was an actor once. So I thought I'd
take advantage of the legend of Mat
Grimes’ ghost to cover my identity. At
first, you see, I didn’t intend to kill any-
one. Fallon and one of his nephews saw
me land on the island. 1 pretended to
be a newspaper reporter, after an inter-
view.
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“That—that was early this evening. I
soon saw that I'd have to get rid of the
nephews to get a chance at Fallon. I
caught one of them at the other end of
the island and stabbed him. I gouged
out his eyes to make the others think that
Mat Grimes’ ghost really existed. Then
they wouldn’t suspect me.”

He paused, as if exhausted; but final-
ly he continued.

“I did the same thing to the second—
for the same reason. And—" His face
tw -itched,voice lowered to a cracked whis-
per— “and I found out that I got a
strange kick out of doing it.”

I shivered.

“After that I put on these clothes I'd
found out here and this make-up. I got
Fallon when he left you, dragged him
down here. He wouldn’t talk. I tor-
tured him till I was afraid he’d died. Then
I decided to get the girl. I dragged
in the two corpses to scare her into talk-
ing, then I came up after her. Walter
Fallon was in the room whea I opened
the panel. I stabbed him. I—I gouged
out his eyes.”

My stomach grew more nauseated as
I listened. The tale Gerard was telling
seemed too ghastly to be true.

“I almost got the girl once. Then I
went up by anosher passage and locked
you in the room. But I neglected Eric.
And I—I should have killed you imme-
diately.” He sighed. “Little mistakes.
So now—I lose.”

I watched him die. After that I passed
out cold. :

MY NEXT sensation was of something
wet, like a raindrop, falling on my
forehead. I opened my eyes and looked up
into Sally’s face. The something wet had
been a tear.
“Don’t cry, dear,” I murmured. “Give
me a little smile.”

And she did—through the tears. A
quivering little smile that was anxious and
tender and sweet. She stroked my fore-
head with one cool hand.

I lay there for a long time. I tried
to keep the insistent memories of what
had happened tonight out of my mind,
but couldn’t. I imagined I never would
be able to forget them entirely. And in
my mind with the memories was a
thought: I had misjudged Josiah Fallon
and ought to apologize to Sally. I did.

“Sally, I'm sorry about accusing Fal-
lon. Is be all right?”

“He’s dead, Jack.”

“0Oh.”

“You'd have liked him if you’d known
him better. He was—well, almost a sec-
ond father to me. He taltked with me
a little just before he died. He never
stole any money from the bank, Jack. He
had Eric get some papers he couldn’t find
at the time of the trial They prove it.
That’s why he wanted me to come here.
To get them and use them to clear his
name. He couldn’t do it. He had isolat-
ed himself on this island and could never
again leave it because he had became sub-
ject to fits of insanity. Jack, he thought
he’d killed Alex.”

“He did? Then that’s why he changed
so quickly and ran out of the room.”

“Yes. He’d have a fit and want to do
horrible things. When he’d recover from
it, he’d be afraid he had done them. He
couldn’t remember.”

I winced as a quick pain streaked
down my thigh.

“Eric carried you up to this bed and
took the bullet out of your leg,” Sally
said. “He seemed to know how—told me
it was best. Jack, I pity Eric. He was
so devoted to Mr. Fallon. Let’s havé him
with us.”

“All right,” I said.
let’s have a kiss.”

“And sweetheart,

THE END
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y ded to a stop, and the startled
driver stared. His two passengers
were flung forward in their seats.

“Look!” gasped Helen Hale, peering
through the windshield into the brightly-
lighted thoroughfare. “That girl! She’s
nearly naked—"

“Not even a fan!” her companion, Bob
Turcotte, agreed. “Almost ran her down.”
He frowned toward a crowded theater en-
trance on the right, where a blasé throng
stood stunned to momentary silence.
“Pretty raw publicity—"

112

BRAKES shrieked as the taxi skid-

By H. M. APPEL

(Author of “Murder from
the Sky,” etc.)

W hat mad cult was this,
whose  chaste  devotees
walked naked through the
thoroughfares, sacrificing
their soft warm bodies to
the torture creed of an an-
cient race?

“It's Mary!”
with unreasoning dread.
something ghastly was going to happen.
That’s why I wired you to come—"

Helen’s cry quavered
“Oh, 1 knew
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A bluecoat at the corner snapped out
of his trance, came running toward the
young woman. She was blonde and quite
lovely, clad in a wisp of lingerie. Moving
with halting steps over the cobblestones,
slender white body pitilessly revealed in
the incandescent glare, she paused directly
opposite thg Lyric lobby. Then, raising a
red apple to her lips, she took one bite
and dropped in a heap.

Turcotte leaped down, reached her side
a step ahead of the policeman. A glance
told the gruesome tale. The girl was dead.

“Suicide!” the officer grunted. “Now
don’t this beat hell, mister ?”’

The crowd surged forward, clamoring,
peering.

“Get her into my cab,” Turcotte
snapped. He gathered the crumpled corpse
in his arms. Helen was holding the car
door ajar. The patrolman cleared a path
with his club.

“Nearest hospital!” Turcotte prodded
the driver, who seemed dazed. “Stop gog-
gling! Show us some speed.”

Helen Hale pulled off her tan cloak and . .

wrapped it around the body. Tears
streaming down her cheeks, she helped
Turcotte to support the limp form upon
the cushion.

The policeman, perched on a jump-seat,
demanded plaintively: “Ain’t that a crazy
way to do it? She must have got out of a
parked car. Here’s something that dropped
when you picked her up.” He proffered a
length of ribbon.

Turcotte saw letters crudely printed on
the strip of silk, flicked on the dome-
light and read:

“DAUGHTERS OF SEKHMET”

“What does that mean?’ He stared at
the officer.

“Search me. Suicide club, maybe. Or
she might have belonged to one of those
nutty nudist outfits.”

Words of protest burst up in Helen
Hale’s throat, bpt Turcotte interrupted
her deliberately, fearing that anything she
might say would let her in for trouble-
some notoriety. She subsided, grieving

over the girl again. %

A FEW minutes later they swung up
to the hospital receiving-platform.

Following a hurried examination, the in-

terne shook his head. “Nothing to do.

Cyanide. Anyway, it was quick and pain-

less.”

The patrolman said, apologetically:
“I’ll have to turn in your names. Of
course it was suicide—I saw her take the
dose myself—but you know how these
things are.”

Turcotte called another cab. While
waiting, he urged Helen Hale into the de-
serted visitors’ lounge. ‘“Now tell me,” he
whispered anxiously, “who was the girl?
Why did you think this was going to hap-
pen? When you met me at the station, I
knew something had gone wrong.”

He was a tall, good-looking, very much
worried young man who had been build-
ing up an enviable record on the staff of
an Eastern daily. His work in connection
with a famous kidnaping case had won
high praise.

“Oh Bob!” - She controlled her voice
with difficulty. “That’s why I asked you
to come sooner than we had planned—to
have our wedding at once—and take me
away from Chicago.” She pressed a curly
head against his breast, weeping.

Face puckered with trouble, he stroked
her hair. ‘“Please, don’t! I can’t under-
stand. For God’s sake”— his tone sharp-
ened involuntarily—*“tell me what’s going
on!”

“I don’t know,” Helen said brokenly.
“Mary had been acting so strangely. She
was my dearest friend. After we went to
have our fortunes told, she seemed terri-
fied by evil premonitions. And now—
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this! Oh, why did she choose such a hor-
rid way to die?”

Turcotte swore softly. “I'll attend to
the fortune-teller. Filthy vermin, all of
them. Told the poor girl something that
upset her mind, no doubt. But what a
pity—’,

The cab arrived. “To police head-
quarters,” he directed. “We must tell
them who she was, and I’ll check up with
the Department. We'll have them pick up
the fellow who may be responsible. Or
was it a woman? Do you remember the
fortune-teller’s address?”

Helen’s face clouded. “No, I don’t.
Mary received a card in the mail about a
week ago. It offered a free consultation
to her and to one girl-friend. Just for a
lark, we went. In the dark I didn’t notice
which streets we followed. The house
was somewhere south of the Loop.”

“That’s bad. Was the fortune-teller a
man?”’

She caught her breath in an odd cry of
dismay. “Bob! I can’t even recall his
name! He was a dark, bearded mystic
dressed in white, flowing robes and a tur-
ban. It’s so strange that I can’t remember.
I don’t recall a thing he said.”

Turcotte looked at her queerly. “What
seemed to trouble Mary? What did she do
that was peculiar?” .

“The look in her eyes, Bob! As though
she saw . . . Death . . . beckoning. She
thought she was going to die. Some times,
she would grow pale and tense; her eyes
would widen and burn ; twice 1 heard her
whisper loathingly, ‘Unclean! I am un-
clean! Then, afterward, she wouldn’t
know what she had said.”

Turcotte’s face fell into haggard lines.
His arm tightened about her waist pro-
tectively.

AT HEADQUARTERS, a grizzled

sergeant broke in upon their brief
explanation. “Wait! Lieutenant Wayne
will want to hear this.” In an adjoining

office, a thickset, elderly man looked up
patiently. His grave eyes brightened a
little at sight of Helen Hale, whose svelte
slimness and soft lips drooping with grief
held their own appeal.

“Yes? What is it, Moss?”

“This fellow’s a reporter from New
York. About that dame whg done the
Dutch, in front of the Lyric a while ago
ésays he knows her, that she was a nice
girl—"

“All right, Moss. Let him tell it.”

Turcotte recounted the known facts.
Lieutenant Wayne looked at Helen. “You
say you don't remeraber his address? Nor
his name ?”

She shook her head. “Only his eyes!”
she burst out abruptly. “Terrible eyes that
frightened me so . . .”

“Then you'd know his picture. We have
a file of licensed fakers. Moss!” He
turned to the sergeant. “Bring in a batch
of photographs. Let her look them over.”

Helen examined a great many of the
prints, with no show of recognition. Then,
near the bottom of the stack, she found
one that made her pause. Turcotte, watch-
ing, saw her body grow rigid. The hand
which held the photograph seemed frozen.
When he caught sight of the expression
upon her face, his startied exclamation
cracked:

“Helen! Good God! What's the mat-
ter ?”

In hushed, flat tones she murmured,
“Unclean! Unclean!” With a visible ef-
fort she tried to tear her eyes away from
the picture. Turcotte snatched it out of
her tight-clenched fingers. A spell seemed
broken. She reeled as though about to
faint. He caught her in his arms,

“Bob!” She looked up at him piteously.
“That’s the man. Oh, I can’t remember—
but something horrible is yet to hap-
pen..."” Her voice faded on a note of
nameless fear.

Turcotte licked his dry lips, turning
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perplexed eyes toward the officers. The
sergeant’s face was screwed up in a ludi-
crous expresson of amazement. “But,” he
blurted, “that’s Sidi Ghanna! And he's—"
‘Noting Wayne’s imperative gesture he bit
off his remark.

The lieutenant said: “That girl needs
a doctor. She's all upset and hysterical.
Take her home. We'll do what we can.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Turcotte
led Helen through the door. Moss fol-
lowed, tapping him on the arm.

“Just a minute. She can sit out here.”

Lieutenant Wayne said gruffly: “No
use getting her more worked up than she
is. But—tell me frankly—there’s nothing
funny about her, is there?”

“What the hell do you mean?”

“Don’t get mad. Is she a regular cus-
tomer of these yogi chaps, astrologists,
and such? A little ‘gone’ on the subject,
maybe ?”’

“I don’t believe she ever went to one
before in her life! She’s the finest—"

“Sure, sure” Wayne patted his
shoulder. “I just wanted to know. Be-
cause, you see—"" he picked up the photo-
graph from his desk, “this fellow, Sidi
Ghanna, is dead.”

“Dead? Then how—" Turcotte stared
at the mystic’s picture. “How long has he
been on record as deceased? Under what
circumstances did he die?”

SERGEANT MOSS read from a typed

slip pasted on the back of the photo-
graph: “Sidi Ghanna. Egyptian cultist.
Called himself a high priest of Sekhmet.
No police record. Murdered in his study.
Knife wound in back. Laid in the morgue
three days, until suspect, Mulai, his assist-
ant was picked up.” Moss added extem-
poraneously: “I remember that yellow-
faced devil. The landlady testified that
two hours after Mulai left the house, she
still heard Sidi Ghanna praying in his
room. She gave the fellow an air-tight

alibi. Found the old man dead before
Mulai returned.”

“Well . ..” Turcotte was confused. “It
must be just a striking resemblance. You
might hunt for another fortune-teller who
looks like him. His queer eyes give me
the creeps, even if he is dead. I've got to
take that poor girl home before she col-
lapses.” :

In the cab, Helen Hale was shaken by
spasmodic tremors. She moaned: “Don’t
let anything like that happen to me; Oh,
Mary, Mary—what did he do to you? To
die in the street, before all those staring
people. Bob! I'm afraid of the eyes ...
the eyes .. .”

Perspiration beaded Turcotte’s forehead
as he tried to comfort the overwrought
girl. She trembled in his arms, whimper-
ing like a frightened child. It was with
genuine relief that he helped her down
upon reaching the North Shore cottage
where she lived with her widowed mother.
Mrs. Hale was quite overcome.

Turcotte 'phoned for the family doctor.
The physician arrived, administered seda-
tives to both wemen. Later, when they
were alone, he growled: “Damn these
foreigners who unseat feminine minds
with their quackery! Looks to me, Tur-
cotte, like the result of hypnotism. Can’t
say how long the condition may last.
You'd better stay.”

The opiate had little effect upon Helen. -

Throughout the long, dark hours she
tossed and moaned, while Turcotte sat be-
side the bed, trying to quiet her. As ina
nightmare she muttered broken phrases
which dismayed him with their sinister
portent.

“Unclean! Unclean!” There was stark
terror in her pitiful cry. “Oh, the eyes!
He commands! But I won’t go—I won’t
go...”

Toward morning the girl fell into a
trance-like slumber. Worn out with
watching and with the nervous strain, Bob
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Turcotte slept in his chair until the sun
was high.

Then, he carried a tray to Helen’s room
when she called. The girl seemed sur-
prised.

“So early, Bob? Or did you stay last
night ?”

“Don’t you remember?”’ Curiosity
puckered his eyes. “I sat with you for
hours, trying to chase off the bad dreams.”

“Dreams?” She looked mystified. “But
Bob, I didn’t dream, did I? Perhaps you
did—"

Her serenity, the very fact that her
fears had vanished, hit him hard. What

evil power had bred in her mind the hide- -

ous fright of the night before, then left it
calm?

“You really don’t remember—" he
stammered, “about Mary ?”’

Helen’s face whitened. Her voice fell
low. “How could I have forgotten that?”’
She began to weep; not hysterically, but
with the quiet grief of a girl for her chum,
Mrs. Hale appeared in the doorway,
beckoning.

L’I‘URCOTTE sat in the living room
t= and read a story in the morning
Tribune. The traffic cop had talked. Black
headlines clamored:

DAUGHTER OF SEKHMET
SUICIDE

The papers denounced the authorities
for permitting queer cults to flourish. A
taxi-driver had supplied the only definite
clue, reporting of his own accord that the
girl had ridden in his cab. He had picked
up two fares just outside the Loop. A
man, muffled to the ears in a long cloak,
and a woman darkly clad. They had told
him to park across from the theater. Dur-
ing the excitement, the man had disap-
peared. Stepping to the telephone, Tur-
cotte called Lieutenant Wayne.

“Good morning,” he said. “Yes, she
had a bad night. . . The gruesome busi-
ness has done something to her memory.
Her doctor believes both girls were
hypnotized.”

“That,” Wayne agreed, “might account
for her reaction to the picture. I suppose
all hypnotists’ eyes look much alike.”

Turcotte said: “I believe Sidi Ghanna
is still alive. Where did he live?”

“South State—No. 6517 is the address
on this photograph. But don’t be ridicu-
lous! I tell you we had him in the morgue
and buried him!”

Turcotte looked in an encyclopedia for
the fabled Sekhmet whose high priest Sidi
Ghanna had claimed to be. His brow cor-
rugated in a frown when he read that this
lion-headed Egyptian goddess of destruc-
tion was sometimes known as the “Devil’s
Daughter.”

“Sounds like a hop-head’s dream,” he
grumbled. “Ten to one headquarters will
never get to the bottom of it. I'll do a
little snooping on my own.”

It was long past the luncheon hour
when he mounted the dirty steps of a
dilapidated apartment-house and rang the
bell. A blowsy woman opened the door
a crack.

“Don’t want to buy nothing today! Or
—were you looking for furnished
rooms ?”’

Turcotte pulled a dollar bill from his
vest pocket and smoothed it carefully.
“You might be able to tell me if it is true
that Sidi Ghanna is dead.”

“I'll say! Dead as a smelt this year
gone,” she shrilled. “Didn’t I find him
layin’ there with a long knife stuck in his
back? And blood all over a nice new
rug, for which I never got a nickel dam-
ages out of Mulai?”

“Ah, yes—Mulai. Does he live here
now ?”’

“That yellow-faced imp? Do you think
I'd have the likes of him around, drag-
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ging in his queer friends? I'll say not!”
Her face tightened covetously. “But why
are you looking for him? Maybe I can
help.” . :

Turcotte passed over the .dollar bill.
“Where does he live?” He tried to make
his tone casual. “If I find Mulai, do you
suppose he could do a bit of hypnotizing
for me?”

The woman laughed raucously. “That
ape? It took old Sidi to do the hypnotism
stunt. He had the face for it. But Mulai
—never! How could a cross-eyed man
hypnotize anybody?” She started away,
saying: “You wait a minute—"

Returning, she handed him a slip of
paper. “Here’s a bill from the transfer
company. Shows where he moved all of
Sidi’s stuff—the old man willed every-
thing to him—but he never paid for the
hauling. They left the bill with me, and a
lot of good that did them!”

Soon Turcotte found the address, in a
block of vacant store buildings. He ham-
mered at the locked door but nobody
answered. There were drawn curtains in
second-story windows. He circled through
an alley, approached from the rear. A
back-door opened at his touch. The in-
terior was dark, a musty atmosphere of
disuse hanging over the place, but there
was a bucket of fresh garbage at the foot
of a stair.

He ascended the steps cautiously, curs-
ing creaky boards which seemed to shout
an alarm. Gun in hand, he stepped into
the gloomy upper hall, began feeling his
way along the wall. His groping fingers
touched a doorknob. It rattled slightly.
Waiting, he heard no sound. Turning the
handle with care, he pushed open the por-
tal. A blinding light flashed in his eyes.
Someone swung a heavy club. He groaned
and fell, pistol clattering across the floor.

T SEEMED but a moment later when
Turcotte found himself rolling and

twisting upon hard boards, but through a
window high overhead he saw the pale
crescent of a new moon. Hours had flown
and night had fallen. There was a sweet-
ish taste of drugs in his mouth.

Struggling to his feet he struck a
match, and by its light, saw that he was
confined in a narrow cubicle formed by
three solid steel walls and a grating. A
freight elevator. The shaft made an ad-
mirable jail. A pull at the starting lever
proved the power was off. He shook the
gate, looked up at the window. Leaping
high, he caught a cross beam and got
astride the elevator frame. The window
was still far out of reach. He began
climbing the cable. Fortunately, grease
upon it had hardened from disuse and he
managed to inch his way higher and
higher until abreast the glass. Kicking out
panes and sash he hooked a foot through
the aperture and flung himself sidewise,
catching the sill with one hand. In the
dark it seemed a long way to the ground,
but he risked the drop, landing upon his
feet in the alley with a jolt that jarred
his spine.

Hurrying along the street, he passed a
dingy pawn-shop, turned back. For an
exorbitant price he purchased a revolver
without a permit. Farther down he came
to a drug store, and through the window
could see public telephone-booths. Going
in, he dialed & number. Mrs. Hale an-
swered. She broke into a torrent of weep-
ing and he had to put another nickel in
the slot before she quieted sufficiently to
make herself understood.

“Helen’s gone!” the woman sobbed.
“Something terrible has happened to her.
She’ll die, like Mary did—"

“Gone!” he cried hoarsely. “When?
Where?”

“She seemed better—she was sitting up
in bed, reading some letters the postman
brought. Then I heard her shriek. I went
to her room and she was cowering against
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the pillows, screaming, ‘The eyes! The
eyes! And Bob! Some one had sent her
a picture in the mail—just a pair of horrid
eyes that seemed to burn right through
you. I went to catl Doctor Hewitt. When
I returned—" Mrs, Hale’s voice broke
miserably again—*“she was gone—gone, 1
tell you! I know she’ll never come back
alive.”

“You called the police? No? Then
'phone Lieamtenant Wayne. Tell him
they’ve hypnotized Helen with that pic-
ture, after preparing her mind for it when
she went to the fortune-telier. Tell him
to throw out a dragnet for Mulai. I'm
going to head her off if I can.”

Turcotte ran toward the building in
which he had been imprisoned. He stopped
upon the corner, where he might observe
people passing along two streets. Soon
his vigil was rewarded. Half a block down
the more dimly lighted thoroughfare a
familiar form appeared, walking rapidly,
looking neither to right nor left. The
girl turned into the dark alley.

He ran after her, calling:
Wait—"

She was at the rear door of the store
room when he seized her hand. She did
not speak—just shouldered him aside—
tugging at the latch. He caught her up in
his arms and wheeled to flee. But a voice
within the building snarled, “Stand still—
unless you want her shot.” Turcotte thrust
Helen behind him, reached for his gun.
From a window overhead, some one
dropped a heavy object. It glanced off his
skull and he staggered blindly. The door
burst open. Swift-moving figures bore
him down.

“Helen!

WAVES of layghter beat against Tur-
¥V cotte’s brain. Malicious, hellish
laughter that was, somehow, obscene. He
opened his eyes, found himself sagging
drunkenly against tight ropes that bound
him to a chair.

Again the laughter came, a chorus of it.
Shrill, demonic, threatening. He became
aware of several moving forms. As his
vision cleared, he saw a circle of hateful,
leering faces, lighted by dark, foreign
eyes in which grim fires seemed to burn.

A resonant, commanding voice silenced
their raucous mirth. Turcotte’s pain-dim-
med eyes sought the speaker. The large
chamber, which resembled the meeting
place of a lodge, was shrouded in dark-
ness save for a circle of light cast by one
bare electric bulb. Striding into view came
a man in vestments of white, a turban
upon his head. The saffron countenance,
the black crossed eyes, identified him as
Mulai, once Sidi Ghanna’s assistant. He
paused in front of Turcotte, lips curled
in an evil smile. ,

“You have come to a ceremony for one
who is as dead. Later, you too shall pass
beyond the veil.”

Turcotte cursed him feebly.

Mulai stepped over to the wall and
pressed a switch. Another light glowed
at the farther end of the room. Turcotte
uttered a cry of heart-broken grief. A
black coffin loomed against a white curtain
hung from the ceiling. Lying motionless
within it was the body of the girl he loved.
He screamed: “You've murdered her!”

He surged against the ropes which
bound him. The more he twisted and
squirmed, the louder Mulai's companions
in crime laughed. The turbaned leader’s
face clouded impatiently.

“Stop it!” he grated. “All must be done
with due solemnity or the effect may be
spoiled.” He turned, approaching the cof-
fin, addressing Helen Hale.

“O, daughter of Sekhmet, rise and
speak if you hear my command.”

The girl sat up, slowly, stifly. Her
eyes opened wide. The pallid lips moved:
“I hear. I obey your will.”

Mulai lifted her down from the somber
bier. Leading her by the hand he brought
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her to the center of the room. “Tonight’s
demonstration,” he said to the half dozen
brown-faced orientals, ‘“shall be even
more spectacular. This time I shall take
steps to insure publicity. No longer shall
the police suppress the truth.”

He turned to Turcotte, teeth bared in a
smile. “Perhaps you wonder at the nature
of our plans? When one or two more
girls have . . . committed suicide . . . in
public places, each wearing the girdle
labeled ‘Daughters of Sekhmet,’ I am
sure that a convincing threat to the
wealthy parents of other girls will pro-
duce huge cash payments to insure the
safety of their children. Actual abduction
will be entirely unnecessary.”

“Suicide!” Turcotte raged. “You mean
murder! After you've hypnotized them.”

Mulai smirked. “Authorities agree that
the thing you mention is impossible. Ex-
perts will never accuse me. A person,
hypnotized, will perform no revolting act
that would be refused if conscious. That
is why'’—he frowned—*we can influence
this girl to commit suicide only by making
her want to diel”’

ONE of the men sprang forward.

Hooking his fingers in the bodice of
Helen’s dress he ripped the upper part
away. Turcotte swore angrily, heaving
and straining against his bonds. Another
man tore off the girl's skirt. A third bound
a ribbon round her breast, upon which
was lettered:

DAUGHTERS OF SEKHMET

Tears of rage streamed down Tur-
cotte’s bloody face. Ropes seared his flesh.
His heart pounded with superhuman ef-
forts to break free. But the bonds held.

Mulai raised his hands and spoke to
Helen again: “I bid you waken!”

Helen’s taut body relaxed. She rubbed
her eyes like a tired child. Then, observ-

ing her own mnakedness, she gasped,
whirled to flee.

Turcotte lunged and jerked with utter
disregard for lacerated flesh. Helen, see-
ing him there, screamed:

“Bob! They’ll murder us! Oh, don't
let them drag me naked into the streets—"

Mulai thundered: “Is it death that you
fear? Soon you will be glad to die!”

He jerked a cord running through
staples in the ceiling. Curtains slid back
along the farther wall. At the sight dis-
closed beyond, Helen Hale dropped in a
cringing heap. Her terrified shrieks were
like dagger-thrusts in Turcotte’s breast.

Within a dimly-lighted booth stood a
number of hideous creatures more beast
than human. Their bare bodies were
masses of inflamed flesh, their faces but
shapeless blobs. Light glinted redly from
their staring eyes. Motionless, they stood
poised as though to spring.

“Lepers!” Turcotte shouted wildly.
“For God’s sake, run!”

Mulai’s henchmen chanted: “Unclean!
You shall be unclean!”

They seized the girl, dragged her to-
ward the waiting monsters. Fear seemed
to paralyze her throat muscles. Then they
loosened in a wild torrent of shrieks. Sup-
ported between grinning captors, the toes
of her shoes dragging on the floor, she
was borne from one to another of the re-
pulsive things in the alcove, and her flesh
defiled by contact with their claws.

Frantically struggling, mouth twisted in
mute agony, Helen finally collapsed. Cur-
tains slid across the booth again.

Turcotte, blear-eyed and broken, hung
in the ropes groaning wretchedly. Mulai
walked to the edge of the white drape.

“Behind this screen the power of Sidi
Ghanna will enter into me. Soon, in the
ritual of the apple, this Daughter of Sek-
hmet shall find peace in the arms of
Death. You know the hour—ten. The
place—Drake Hotel.”
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A confused murmur arose among the
swarthy men. Mulai commanded:
“Silence! Let there be no sound after I
rouse her, or the spell may be broken.
Remember, I must hold her subject to my
will, so that she will want to die. Stand
motionless until she follows me.”

Mulai stepped back of the curtain. It
was transparent. A pale green light spread
over its shimmeéring expanse. Seen
through this chiffon veil the man seemed
a nebulous figure. Soft organ music be-
gan to play. He raised his voice in a
chant, making strange gestures. As Tur-
cotte listened, he knew that Mulai was
conducting a mags for the dead.

BRUPTLY a different, deeper voicé
was raised in a series of commands:
“Sidi Ghanna speaks! You will sleep!
You will slumber deeply. You will obey.”
The figure of Mulai, behind the screen,
seemed to fade. The green light changed
to an aching white. In his place appeared
a turbaned, bearded head of large pro-
portions. Turcotte winced as with a ter-
rific mental shock when he looked into
the strange, hypnotic eyes of the dead
Egyptian. For minutes the monotonous
commands were repeated and he fought
against an overpowering lassitude. Then,
the spell lightened noticeably when the
voice changed again, to a sharper tone.
“Unclean! You are unclean! You have
been defiled by a touch that is lingering
death. For you, Helen Hale, in life re-
mains but suffering and corruption. Only
through the ritual of the apple may you
be cleansed. I shalllead. You will follow.
You must obeyt”

Helen sat up in the coffin. Her staring
eyes were fixed upon the hypnotic orbs,
Her words, like an echo from the grave,
droned dully “I hear. I wxll obey. Only,
let me die. .

Mulai humed out of the shadows Tak-
ing care to not obstruct Helen’s vision of

Sidi Ghanna’s compelling stare, he swung
open a glass lid which had been dropped
across the lower part of her body and
lifted her out of the coffin. Draping a
dark cloak around her shoulders, he turned
and marched toward the stairs. Helen fol-
lowed, entranced, her rapt glance riveted
upon the back of his head.

A brawny forearm had locked across
Turcotte’s throat, choking off his outraged
cry. Swift-moving hands removed ropes .
which bound him to the chair ; lashed his
ankles and wrists tightly. They carried
him to the coffin, tied him there with wind-
ings of hemp across his neck so that he
might not rise. Latching the glass lid over
his legs they trooped out, conversing in a
foreign tongue. Only the apparition of
Sidi Ghanna remained.

Turcotte’s brain throbbed in an aching
skull. Bitterly he cursed his helplessness,
writhing at thought of Helen’s doom. The
hypnotic tones of the Egyptian battered
his senses remorselessly with monotonous
commands: “You sleep. You slumber
deeply. You must obey my will. . .” The
fierce unwinking gaze seemed to bore into
his very soul and he felt his senses sway-
ing. Twisting his face aside, he became
aware suddenly of a soft whirring sound
that seemed to emanate from a hidden
mechanism.

“Tricked!” He swore violently. “A
talking picture of the dead Sidi—or
movies and a phonograph!”

In blind frenzy he jerked and kicked
and rolled so galvanically that the coffin
swayed on its support, slid sidewise,
crashed upon the floor. Glass in the bot-
tom lid was shattered. His bound feet
flew out. The ropes across his throat
burned painfully. Squirming over upon
his stomach, he groped with hands tied be-
hind his back, seeking glass fragments
stuck in the casket lid. A jagged point
slashed his wrist. He sawed against it
prayerfully, unmindful of the pain. The
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ropes parted. He squeezed out from un-
der the cords around his neck; a moment
later, he had his ankles free. Picking up
a chair, he hurled it at the face upon the
curtain. A smash of metal sounded. A
shaft of light shot in an arc across the
ceiling. The deep voice squawked rillic-
ulously, then was silent.

“Phonograph, all right,” he grunted,
running toward the curtained booth.
“Those novel-length records, made before
Sidi died.” The loathsome figures in the
alcove proved his suspicion to be cor-
rect. Wax mannikins! As he raced down
the back stairs a heavy object comfort-
ingly thumped against his thigh. They
had not troubled to disarm him, account-
ing as one already dead. Through the
alley into a deserted street he rushed. A
cruising taxi hove in view. He wrenched
open its door, gasping: “Drake Hotell
Police business! Stop for nothing—"

HE driver was game. Astonished traf-
% fic cops dodged aside when the car
roared past. Soon the brilliant sign of
the Drake loomed ahead, but when half g
block from the entranceway the driveg
slapped on brakes and coasted to a stop,

“Best I can do, Captain! Traffic jam.
Time for the bigwigs to be coming ouf
from that N. R. A. meeting.”

Head down, Turcotte butted through &
crowd which had overflowed the street.
He brought up against a roped-off space
within which stood a cordon of police. A
cop seized him by the arm.

Turcotte struggled and was clubbed fox
his pains. Dazed, he tried to explain,
Suddenly a sharp cry burst from his lips;
“There she is! Stop her!”

Cars arriving early had been permitted
to park along the curb opposite the
Drake’s marquee. Silhouetted against the
open door of a cab some twenty yards
away, Helen Hale stood, the fatal apple in
her hand. J

The staring policeman’s grasp loosened.
Turcotte’s brain functioned swiftly. No
chance to reach her side in time to fore-
stall the poisoned bite. Mulai was crouch-
ing behind the taxi, face taut with mental
strain. His was the will which guided
her faltering steps, that would command,
“Taste the apple and die.”

Turcotte’s arm raised, tipped with
spurting fire. Mulai pitched forward upon
his face. Disregarding a policeman’s
hoarse warning, Turcotte burst through
the cordon, dashed to Helen’s side. She
had dropped her cloak, just before the bul-
let entering Mulai’s brain had snapped the
hypnotic spell. Now she cringed.

Turcotte caught her up and stumbled
toward a parked limousine, The door
swung open and a white-haired old gentle-
man jumped down.

“Put her in there! Give her the robe.
What ever possessed her. . . .?”

Police came rushing from all directions,
waving guns and clubs. Lieutenant Wayne
appeared. He ordered a space cleared
around the car. To Turcotte he whispered:

“Only your shot saved the girl. My
men just 'phoned. They raided the place
too late.”

Turcotte snapped: “Send them back to
fie in wait. Some of the henchmen of
that gang are sure to return. Now, break
a way for us out of this jam.”

IMHE crowd parted before Wayne’s
i* sharp commands. The limousine
crawled from its place at the curb. The
chauffeur asked the white-haired old
gentleman: “Where to, sir?”

“Just drive! Give them a breathing
spell.” He climbed in beside the driver,
cast a sympathetic glance across his
shoulder. “T’d certainly like to know what
happened. Whatever it was, one can
plainly see that those young folks have
been through hell!”



TERROR has manifold meanings and there are myriad ways in which it can
be felt. It can be present in the pitiful crying of a frightened child bewildered
by the darkness of the night. It can come to us in the moment of our first
youthful contact with death. Mild and fairly innocuous terrors, these, which all

of us have sampled at one time or another. But there are other, greater terrors
—such as the full-blown, soul-chilling varieties which form so large a part of this

magazine’s sturdy fiction fare.

There is the terror of loathsome crawling things of the night; of cunning,
unhinged minds and the evil they can do; of delicate, life-wracking tortures; of

the weird workings of the supernatural.

There are, in fact, more kinds of ter-
ror than there are names to give them
—and because of this, we have been able
to offer you, in Dime Mystery, a well-
rounded bill-of-fare in terror dishes. In
this issue, perhaps as never before, we
have given you a veritable feast of fear
in a multitude of ferms.

In “Ghouls of the Green Death,” that
blood-chilling, gripping novel by Wyatt
Blassingame, for example, you have en-
countered many fears. You have known
the panic that seized a city when the
horrible Green Death swept life from
the streets. You have felt the chilling
horror that clawed at Fred Kane’s heart
when the nameless creature rose from
the dark grave to lay its slimy hands
upon him. And greater still, you have
known the gibbering fear that came upon
him like a roaring wave when he knew
at last that he too must die —not as
others die, but with the agonies of the
Green Death upon him, making of him
a shrieking, tortured madman.

There was the creeping fear of the
horrible fungi which consumed all liv-
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ing things, an apt weapon in the hands
of the insidious, intriguing Ainus—that
you found in “The Doom Dust,” Ar-
thur Leo Zagat’s spine-tingling novel-
ette. There was the nameless fear of
the dark unknown that stalked through
the pages of “Out of the Past”; of the
lurking death that lay in wait for those
nine trapped ones, in “Terror From the
Deep” ; the terror of hideous torment in
“Dead Men'’s Eyes.”

Such terrors, and many others, you
have lived and felt while reading this
issue of Dime Mystery. But there are
still myriad varieties, even stronger,
which have not yet fallen to your lot to
feel. And in the next issue will be served
a heaping platter of these dishes, in sto-
ries by such experts in the nuances of
terror as Hugh B. Cave, Wayne Rog-
ers, H. M. Appel, Arthur Leo Zagat and
others.

In that issue, and in the following
ones, a true banquet of dread and dark
mystery is in store—a thousand delica-
cies prepared for the palates of the sage
sophisticate in terror!
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Send for “MOULDING A MIGHTY CHEST”
A SPECIAL COURSE FOR ONLY 2Sc.
I will not limit you_to the chest, develop 2ay

hH . ' Champipn are or all of your body. Try any one of my test

muscles that will make your men friends AL iCho e G Courses listed below ¢ 25¢. Or, try all six of
respect you and women admire you! tasts for strongin and|] them for oaly $1.00. You can’tmake a mistake.
physical perfection! The assurance of the strongest armed maa in

So maany of my pupils have gained

the world stands behind these courses?

RUSH THE COUPON TODAY AND | WILL
INCLUDE A FREE COPY OF
*Nerves of Steel...Muscles Like Iron”
It is a priceless book to the strength fan
and musde builder. Full of pictures of
marveiousbodied men who tell you de-
cisively howyou can build symmetryand
streagth the Jowett way! Reach out—

Grasp this Special Offer.

.
SJOWETT INSTITUTE of PHYSICAL CULTUR
Dept.351c 422 Pnhfjmo; lonn?u. Pa. & .g/

by return mail the ked below,
Send by which I am enelosing e d0E

8
[Moalding « Mighty Arm, 25¢c [] Moutding « Mighty Chest, 256
{IMoulding » Mighty Back, 25¢ (] Moulding Mighty Legs, 25¢ '

[JMoniding a Mighiy Grip, 26¢ [ Strong Man Stuats Made.Beey, 860
Al 6 Books for 1,00, 4,
Name
Addyess
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INCHES of MUSCLE

PUT ON YOUR ARMS
with the

GERMAN IRON SHOE
MUSCLE BUILDER

Here is the grestest axerciser ever
made to build giant-like arms, wide,
powerful ahoulders, a brawny back
and a tremendous chest! John Fill-

ne added five inches to his arms ; E.

eters added one inch to each bicep
the first week! What they have done,
you ean do

Now You Can Have the Strength
and Physique the Equal of the
Strongest Professionall
Become the center of attraction wher-
ever you go! Decide now that you are
going to have muscles that not only
look good but are good! Get sinews
of steel! The iron shoe will de-
velop them to a super-state that
cannot be equalled. Some of our
pupils have put four inches om
heir biceps and increased their
shoulder spread six inchee.
NEW MODEL NOW READY !
Ml NEW features,
’Chain Btreagth Register” based on
Block By,

the

. . and the ‘‘Strength Register’’ which
tegistars your day by day improvemant.

SPECIAL FREE OFFER

The Iron Man’s Famous 60 day illustrated
Picture Course of Instruction is included
FREE! This is the iu eatest body-building
offer ever presented. ng in now for the
lowest priced and higgest result-getting exer-
eiser under the aun!

Send today . NO for FREE lllus-
trated information. No “obligation.

Amnrlaln Athletic Appliance Compan
4324 Paul 8t., Dept. P 111, Philndelpllln. Pa.

Gentlemen: Without obligation and without cost,
send particulars about your Iron Shoe Strength
Builder and Special FREE offer.

Stories that bring you a new,
different thrill of exotic mys-
tery and spine-tingling
excitement.

Thirst of the Living
Dead

A blood-chilling novel of were-
wolfery and the dark powers of
evil, by

ARTHUR LEO ZAGAT

Three Gripping, Eerie Novelettes:

Monsters of the Pit
by Nat Schachner

River of Pain
by Wyatt Blassingame

Food for the Devil

by George Edson

Also short stories of mystery and
terror—by other masters of eerie
terror fiction,

In the NOVEMBER Issue—OQOut Now!

TERROR




...."d have REDUCED
MY WAIST EIGHT INCHES

WITH THE WEIL BELT!"

w . . .writes George Bailey

T 50 POUNDS”'
says W. T. Andersoa . . .“My
waist is 8 inches smaller” writes
W. L. McGianis . . .“Felt like a
new man” claims Fred Wolf...
“Wouldn't seil my belt foc $100”
writes C, W. Higbee.

@ So many wearers are delighted
with the resuits obained with theWeil §

Belt that we want you to test it for
ten days at our expense!

REDUCE~WAIST
‘3INCHES » 1O DAYS

« + o OF it won't cost you & pennyl

B Because we have done this for
thousands of others...because we know
we can do as much for you...we dare
to make this unconditional offer!

8 You will appear much slimmer at
once, and in 10 shortdaysyour waist-
line will actually be 3 inches smaller...
three inches of fat gone...or it won’t
cost you one cent.

IT IS THE MASSAGE - LIKE
ACTION THAT DOES ITI

& Now there is an easy way to reduce
without exercise, diet or drugs. The
Weil Health Belt exerts a massage-like
action that removes fat with every
move you make,

It sugports the sagging muscles of
the abdomen and qui gives you
an erect, athletic carriage. Many
enthusiastic wearers write that it not
only reduces fat but it also supports
the abdominal walls and keeps the
digestive organs in place...that they
are no longer fatigued...and that it
greatlyincreases their endurance. You
will be more than delighted with the
greatimprovementinyourappearance.

“NODRUGS; NO DIETS, NO EXERCISES

B For 12 years the Weil Belt has been
accepted as ideal for reducing by men
in all walks of life...from busines men
and office workers who find that it
removes cumbersome fat with every
movement. .. to active outdoor men
who like the feeling of protection it
gives,

1 had become o fet man”. | | had become o “wall

The boys kidded me about { Rower”. Nobody wanted
1o dence with me.

\Whet e change! § looked | dto it the

3»:;:}-0: :!;mmet ot anﬁt sbdomina! walls end keep

actu. in

taken EIGHT INCHES | Disce ™ one Cesiot ot

off my waist...end 20 became ecceptable for
s off my weightl nsurancel

immense. The day | heard
some children lavgh at
me | decided to got o
Wed Beh.

1 beve ¢ new feeling of
energy ond pep. . . work
better, eat better, play
butter. .. | didn't reslize
how much | was missingl

DON‘T WAIT ... FAT IS DANGEROUS!

Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also
endangers your health. Insurance com-
panies know the danger of fat accum-
mulations. The best medical authorities
warn against obesity, so don’t wait
any longer.

8 Remember this...either you take off
3 inches of fat in 10 days or it won’t
costone penny!Even the postage you pay
to return the package will be refunded!
"SEND .FOR YO DAY..FREE TRIAL OFFER:

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
4811 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Geatlemen: Send me FREE, Jon illu trated
folder descriping The Weil Belt and givi
fu detais o {our 10 day FREB trial offer a

Unconditional Guarant el

Name

Address.

City_° State

U or é and address os penny posticard

|
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DARING MEN IN DANGEROUS PLACES

The cool eyed explorer, lost on the veldt, facing his mutinous
Kaffirs with no other weapon than a white man’s courage—
that’s adventure. The red coated Mountie stepping alone into
the Yukon saloon where gold and rum crazed sourdoughs have
turned riot into murder—that’s adventure. The young Second
Mate, with the Skipper and the First down with fever, driving
the crew aloft with a marlinespike in the teeth of the storm—
that’s adventure. The Yankee sergeant leading what’s left of
the company into hell’s corner—that’s adventure. Stories of
men like these, written by men who know, that’s

Twice
A
Month

15¢

Don’t miss Adventure’s popular departments—The
Camp-Fire, where readers, writers and adventurers
meet to swap stories brought from the far corners
of the world, and Ask Adventure, where questions
about every part of the earth and everything of inter-
est to the out of doors man are answered free of
charge.

&

<4$

I
Wi
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A Movie Magazine

that is New

and Different!

POPULAR
SCREEN

The Intimate Picture Book

It Introduces to you

HOLLYWOOD’S
HONEST, ALL-SEEING, ALL-
KENOWING REPORTER

He gets around everywhere—to show
you movieland as it really is. He snaps
the stars at work, at play, at home,
shopping, partying, swimming. You'll
find his Stories in Pictures on every
vivid, intimate page of this new movie
magazinel

Look for a picture of

Jean Harlow

on the cover. Intimate pictures of
Shirley Temple, Clark Gable, Mae
I West, Bing Crosby and others!

Buy your copy today!

STRENGTH DEFYING
FEATS MADE EASY!

No excuse now for weaklings, Here's
your opportunity to develop a her-

body. th complete
ructions

and 14 other features ( below).
A perfect home . o every
part of your e and out.

velop muscles of a super-man.
Easily master feats which

so little
money «..
read entire
bargain
offer.ACT!

Buﬂd;hﬁglﬂyBodym% Days!

§ Develop powerful arms . . develop chest of
Samson . , . develop back like blackemith
dnnlop s crushing grip. .. develop
fogs of marathon runner ... develop power-
muscles sll over,

Look What You Get! Read Below!

We furnish & 10 eable shest expander, ad-
justable to 200 1lbs. resistance. 2. Palr of
patented hand grips to develop powerful grips
and forearms. 3, Illustrated charts. 4. Wall
parts permit development of back, arms and
legs. 5. Head strap, 6. ¥oot strap. 7. Poot
pedal, 8. Bkip rope, 9. Rowing machine at-
. 10. Muscle elock mmurn weighs
lifting and pulling strength, 11. Il ]
lustrated charts by hmoul strong pEY]]
man, 12, Health ”
gressive Bar Bel, Idi table _to N
1t from 40 ¢ 200 lbs. 14, J >
Special ple-
ture charts

by famous %
welig :l‘ ;
11t . shows _secrets
wauht ‘litting. What an of-

fer! What a bargain! Guar.
anteed 100% or money
back . . . rush order

and get

private Don’t Send a Ceat!

HEALT:I( lglgm:on. We rush

BO0O s

FREE. {;"‘}.’..‘:’.:“é.u. Fay
W. hr i n'orm

plus postage. If I’
‘ll returm m&n
oy §3.98.

NADE .ooccevrcccscisosscsceas

| ACIY . cecrseeenrees StALE ca..as

Note: You can paste this coupoa
on back of U. S. postcard aad
l mail for 1c.

g=Hg
Kg2c
guict
'E'
see
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" Save money op all standard brands, recomstructed by
the fpe¢ial Adamite scientific process. Adams tires
are “fully- guaranteed to give best of servica under
severest’ road eonditions for 12 full months ard are
backed by the vast financial resources of this well-known eomp
Now is the time to buy before prices advance. fer 2

§

S e : CORD TIRES : 5
BA\LI{QON TIRES Size Tire Tube

Size Rim  Tire Tube 30x3 " sggg sg-gg MO N TH
. 29%4,40-21 $2.15 $0.85 g?:i 2.95 0.85 WRITTEN
20%4.50-20 235 0.85 | 32x4 2.95 0.85
30x4.50-21 - 2.40 0.85 | 33x4 2.95 0.85 GUARANTY
28x4.75-19 245 0.95 | 3dx4 “ = ‘l’-‘l‘g BOND /
: 3312'33233 250 095 ) ogud 345 115 WITH EACH TIRE

2.85 . 1.65 .
34x4 345 115
30x5.0020 285 105 | soxs & 36 13m

28x5.26-18° 2.90 1.15 33x5 © 3.75 1.45

20x6.25-19 295 115 | 36x6_ 395 155
30x5.25-20 - 295 115

'81x6.25-21 3.2 115 | g, TRUCK TIRES
28x6.50-18 335 115 | 30x5  $425  $1.95

29x5.50-19  3.35 115 | 32x6 8ply 6.95 2.75
20x6.00-i8 3.40 115 | 32x610 * 7.95 2.75 2

" 36x6 8.95 3.95 .
31x6.00-19 3.40 1.15 34;7 9.95 325 : UTILITY LICHT

32x6.00-20 3.45 125 | ge¥g

11.45 3.95 With Each Order for
3312-00-21 g-gg }§§ 40x8 - 13.25 4.15 One Tire—Also
31x6.560-19 X . HEAVY DUTY - NEW

32x6.50-20 895 135 | TRUCK BALLOONS E E RElE’BE
34x7.00-20 - 4.60 165 Tire

And Utility Light with
Each Order For
Two Tires

75020 $6.95  $3.75
g5x700-21 460 165 | 30-20 3695  $3.75
9.00-20 1095  5.65
97620 13.95 6.5

ALL OTHER SIZES

y'l?"'.i..u'“' z
g < ll’ou'khg.:.lg.’ Z,
All Tubes Guaranteed BRAND NEW § i 5 bt (oo oo

A4

Send $1 deposit with each tire ordered. ($4 with each Truck Tire.)
Balance C. O. D. If you send cash in full deduct 5%. R b 12
months’ guaranteed service or replacement at half price.

DEALERS
WANTED

ADAMS TIRE & RUBBER CO..0ept[EH

2515 South Michigan Ave.. ' "Chicago.lllinois
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- For montht we have boenpetpars

cld grd seweatoevtnire their chice

Hovunt and send sclectiony for your

ing fec thiz. Great Sale, Every
sving that we made is passed an
10 yolyd thesr Snniceriasy Peatesre
Wolinstte cer thamands of (riends—

14~ Nuwakt dus
Peddus duwand
1

of these pemarkabie borpsivs and cca |||
vince therscheze that during s S3le
“DOLLARS 20 DOUBLE DURTY ™
WHAT YOU DO

Send calyo$100, giving nams,
sddres, number of article de-
sitc) and & bricl note stating:
WY A O
coposios (%) Eraployer and. other
facte about sversal Al infoemanon
coafidentinls 70 Jdiress Inquinss nads.
\WHAT WE DO

Urca armval of your arder, e
will apans 2 10-=onth Charge Ac:

appeval and 10-Doy Free 'Iripl 1F
attefed ywiu pay.balinee i 10 equal
meathly piytients, Deheraie recien
and yoir money %=t be refended.

CASH TOR QLD 00D
Your Qld Gold Ringe, satch cases,
¢6s. 3re wusth J0SE meec. Send by
Regitered Mail—Cash seex ine
nedivrele  Gocds h-ld‘lo dayr—

returned 3f not astufied.
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