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T takes l:irain to 
earn money trained brainl 

The man without training is • 

usuallY: the man without 

cash. ·You can lrain your • • 

brain 1 Thousan·ds of men 

have ·done it through spare-

tinte study of L C. S. Courses. 

Be a cash ma11 be a trained 

man man this coupon) 

BOX a27�·1J, SCRANTON, PBNNA. 

• 

* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins and 
Why," and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X: * 

OArchiteot 
0 Arohiteotu.ral Drafteman 
0 Building Eetimatina 
0 Contl'aotor and Builder 
0 StruoturBI Draftaman 
0 Structural Engineer 0 Maaacement of InventioD8 0 Electrical En&ineer 
0 Etectrio Lightinr; 
0 Welding, Electric aDCi Ou 
0 Reading Shop Blueprints 
0 Heat Treatment of Heala 
0 Buaineea Management 
0 Industrial Management 
0 Traffic Management 
0 Acoountanay 
0 Coat Accountant 
0 C. P. Accountant 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
0 Sheet Metal W'Orker 0 Plumbing 0 Steam Fitting 
0 Boilermaker 0 Heatlne 0 Ventilation 
0 Te�aph Enaineer 0 Air Conditioning 
0 Telephone Work 0 Radio 0 Steam Engineer 
0 Mechanical Engineering 0 Steam Electric Endneer 
0 Mechanical Draftsman 0 Marine Engineer [] MaohiDiat 0 Toolmaker 0 R. R. Locomodves 
0 Pattemmaker 0 R. R. Section Foreman 
0 Diesel Engines 0 Air Brakes 0 R. R. Sipalmen 
0 Aviation Engines 0 Highway E�eering 
0 Automobile 1\{eohanio 0 Civil Engineering [J Refrigeration 0 SUJ'Veyjng and Mappina 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
0 Bookkeeping 
0 Secretarial Work 
0 Spanish 
0 French 
0 Saleeu1anship 
0 Advertising 

DOMESTIC 

0 Service Station SaleemaDBhip 
0 First Year College Subjeota 
0 Buaineaa Correspondence 
0 Stenography and Typing 
0 Civil Service 0 Mail Carrier 
0 Railway Mail Clerk 

SCIENCE COURSES 

0 Bridae Engineer 
0 Bridge and Buildina Fonman 
0 Chemletey 
OPharmaoy 
0 Coal Mininc 
0 Mine Foreman 0 Fire Bouee 
0 Naviption 
0 Cotton Manufacturmc 
0 Woolen Manufaoturiq 
0 Agriculture 
0 Fruit Growing 
0 Poultry Farmina 

0 Grade School Subieota 
0 Hich Bchool Subjecta 
0 Colleee Preparatory 
0 Illustrating 
0 Cartooning 
0 Letterinc Show C.rU DSipa 

[J Home Dretem•Jdns 0 AdYanced Dreumaking 0 Millinery 0 Foods and Cooke17 [] Professional Dreaamakina aDd Deeipina 0 Tea Room and Cafeteria Manasement, CaW:rina 

l\r(Jf1t� ............................................................................................ .Jt�� .................. ���� ....................................................................... .. 

Cit:� ...................................... .......................................................... .Stale ......................... Prete,111 P osilit:1rl ••••••••••••••..••••••••••.••••.•.•••••••••••••••••• 

II uou reride «n Oana4G. BtmfJ lhu COU9tm to the Internotioftol 00N'espondenc6 StihooZa Canadian.., Lin.tte4. J.lontreoJ. OaMdCJ 
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Volume Thirteen Number Three 

TWO CHILLINGLY REALISTIC NOVELS OF MYSTERY AND TERROR 

Death Breaks Quarantitte ..................................... -............... _.By Arthur Leo Zagat 8 
Edith Ii ornr, 'lifith happiness in her heart, returned to hr:· r horne ·lt'herc she had known 
m•ly peace a.nd love to face the ghastly na.ystery of hf'Y 11eighbor.�' ·;·icio·us hatrrdJ a1zd 
the black horror of her father's deadlly 1nadncss . • • .  

Dictator of the Damned ....................................................... By Wyatt Blassi11game 46 
Alden Case faced a power. tuhiciJ red1teed a whole city to a shautbleS-u�hich n1urdered 
men, wotnen and be'Wilde-red, helpless children with disease and fire a11d torture. Yet he 
fmtght with high courage "'�til he learned that e1!ery tnove he nzade brought the girl he 
loved a step n.earer frightful1 bloody death! 

• 
TWO UNFORGETABLE, NERVE-JOLTING NOVELETTES 

I Sumntoned Doctor Death .. ................. � .. . . .. ..... . .... ..................... By Ralstott Shields 
Whether or n.at that old Ncgress had gi'i'Cit nte a svrceret·'s po·urer, I knew that I would 
need more titan physical aid- after tny wife's uude body was exposed to the avid� lecherou-s 
galJe of httman bPasts in the laboratory of Hell's Physician/ 

Satan Sends His Mistress ....................................................................... By Paul Ernst 
His chivalr� drove Allen Ca·mp to save jro1n tltat a1tgry, friyltten,t?d 1nob tlte ttmma1� tltl'J' 
called a witclt,. flours later. faced 'lt�'ith a peril beyond hwtnan 1azdc1·statzdi1lp. he n:ished /(, 
God hr., d let her die I • 

THREE SPINE-TINGLING TERROR TALES 

88 

102 

• 

1lif.le l\l.lt1�er C::ltild ................................................................................ l3)' J:)onalcl J:>calE: ;J() 
As the price for her eternal yo1tth, Alicia },forgan found she nut.St bear a demon child! 

His Avenging MusE: .................................... .............................. By Emerson Graves 68 
Artist Cleve Harr·ison's 11ew-fou:nd geni·us was brought to hitn by a seductive beittg whose 
body was a th ing of breathless beaut)' whose heart U!as black 'lUith cr.tz,turies of sin! 

Hell's Ghost Ship ....... u •••••••••••••• # ................ _ ..... .... ........ .. ...... . . . . ......... By Leon Byrne 79 
Th014-gh Iter engines were 1·u.sted and bt·oken., the rotting liner slid through black water�· . 

carryit�g heedless passengers who taever guessed that Death wa.s at the helm! 

-AND-

C::it" C>f �ell ..... . ... . .. ...... ... .. .. ............. ... ........ .... ........ . . . .. .. .. .......... ........... .. . �lte 13(lit()r 
�he �i"e� St)'"·····················-············-··········--···········-···············-····-····� I:>et>�l1tttlettt 

Cover Painting by Ton1 Lovell 
Story Illustrations by Amos Sewell and Monroe Eisenberg • 

4 
118 

• 

- - ---- -- - - - - - - ·-- ------- --- -- - - - - - · - - -- --- - · - -- - - �-- - - - --- -

Published ave17 month bJ Po_pular PubUatlona. IDe., J2G8 Grewe Street, Chicago, DUnols. EdiU>rl&l and �xeeuttve 
oftlces 205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Bam Steeger. President and Secretary. Harold 8. Goldsmith, Vice President and Treasurer. Entered a.s second-class matter October 6, 1933. at the poet offtce at Chicago. m . . under the Aot 
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MAft(S QIGHT -· I'M NOT 
GETTINQ AN'lWHER.E. I 

OU6MT TO 'f� A. NEW 
'Fl&Lt> -ro MAKG 

MORE MONEV 

a MAVI.ft'f ltAO A RAIS& 
ltl •• 6UESS I 
HP&Cl Wtt.L •• I'M REA1>V 

'"fOGIVEUP 

&..QOK � TKlS., RAt> tO IS CS�T�tw&.V 
GROWING FAST •• A.ND THI 

NATIONAt. RADIO 
tNSllTUT& SA'iS THEY 

1'RA&N MEM fOR JW)fO -.1!1 RIGHT 1\T HOME 
IN $1»Att6 TUJ\E. 

a OON'T 11UNK l COULl) LEARN 
1tADt0 'THAT WAY• • lMIT  THEY'LL 
SEN'D ME A SAM,LE LISSOM 
YR61. GUESS tU 
MAIL THE GOUPOM 

AA'D LOOK INTO 
TMIS 

Jit6� I will 1eiNI my 
SAV •• 1'MIS WA.V OF LEA'ItNIN& IS G'REAT. I'M 
GOING 1'0 £NitOLL. THEN l C.lt.N 8£ A SET 
$UVICIN6 ElCl>ERT•• OR GET A �06 IN A 

•• &ROAOCASTING STATIOK••OR. 

• tlll$yifislo INSTALL LOUDS'PEAKSl\. 
S'ISTEMS. THS'RE ARE 
I.Dt OF GOOD MONEY· 
MAKIN& ITIES TIIAINAr 

HDMERJIIA tN RADIO 
• 

Do YOU W&nt to 
make more mon
ey f I'm so sure tba t I ca.n train 
yOU at home 1n. 

your SIJare time tor a good Radio Job that ru send you • sample lesson ab
solutely FREE. Examfne 1t. read it. see for yourself how easy 1t is to understand 
even if you've never had a!JJ' teobn1oal 
aperience or training. 

Many Radio Experts Make 
$30, $50, $75 a Weell 

Radio broadcasting stations emplo.y enel
neers. oJ,Jerators. station managers and pn,y 
up to $5,000 a year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays as much as $200 to $500 & 

· year. Full time Radio senlotng jobs pay 
as much as $30, $50, $75 a week. Many 
Badlo Experts owl& and operate their GWD fUll time or vart time Radio sales and service busiw!sses. B&dlo maaufa.cturers 
and jobbers employ testers. inspectors, 
foremen, engineers. serricem�n payina UP to $6,000 a year. Radio Ol>era.tors oD mrlvs get aooct pay and see the worid be· 
sides. Automobile, pOlice, avia.tlon. com
mercial Radto. and loud speaker systems C)1fer good oi)J)Ortunities now and for the tuture. Televis1on vromtses many gootl 
jobs soon. Men I have trained are holdJng good jobs iD. aU these branches of 
Badio. 

Many Make $10, S1S 
a Week In Time 

While 
Prictioally every neighborhood needs a 
aood apare time serviceman. Tbe da.y you. 
enroD I start sendin« you Extra Monq 
Job Sheets. They show you how to do 
Badio reva.1r fobs that you can cash 1n on fluickly. Throughout your trainmg I send 
)'OU plans a.nd Ideas that have made IOod 
apare time money-from $200 to $500 • 
year for hundreds ot �uows. I send you 

• 

special Radio equipment and show YOU 
how to condUct experiments and build circuits which illustrate tmJ)Ortant Radio 
pr:tnc1:t>les. My Train1Dg gives you prac
tical Ra.dlo experienc� while learning. 
Get My ' esson and 84-Page Book 

FREE. Mail Coupon 
In addition to my Sam:t>le Lesson. I wUI 
send you my 64-Page Book. "Rieh Bewards in Radio." Both are tree to &Dl' fel
low over 16 years Qld. My book desclibes 
Baclto• 8 SJ)�re time and run time oppor
tunities and those coming in Telev1sf.on • 

tells &pout my Training in Radio and 
Televis1on; tells about my Money Baak Asreement: shows you actual letters hom 
m�n I have tratned, telling what they are 
domg and earning. Find out what Badio 
o1fers YOU! 1\fAIL THE COUPON 1n an 
envelope. or »aste it on a penny J)OStcard -NOW I 
J. E. SMITH. President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 7BS9 W ashinctou, D. C. ... 

SUAEt.V 
RADIO. MINE 

• MbER SOUNPEO 
BETTE I\ 

TNAH:KS. I'V6 leaH STUOVIffe 
ONt.V A RW MONTMS AND 
t'M ALA.EAOY MAI(ING 
MOH� IN 
MV SPARE 

TIME. 111A1"S 
tto EXTRA 
TNISWEEIC 

OM &lU.. rM SO 6LAO 
"'DU SENT FOR TMAT 
FREe LESSON AND 
PROVED10 VOU1\· 
SELF ntAT YOU 
COULD LEARN 
RADIO AT HOME 

SO AM I. 11\\ 
GOOD N\Ofi£Y 
ANl) WE MAVI A 
BtliCSHT FU'JUA; 
AHEAO rN RAOfO 

ADDRESS • • •• • • • • • •• • • • •• • • • •  , •• • •• • •• • •• • • •• • • • • • • • •• • • •• • • • • •• • • • • • • • • •••••••• 

mn. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cffllt ·TE 2F B I ' ................. ..,� ................... . 
� - - --- - -- --� • 

• 
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asA-B·C 
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• 

- . NO teacher no moaotonoua exercises or oontusJ.ng detaUs 1qst a simple, easy, homo-study method. Takes on)y a few uitnutesaverages only a few oents. a day. No "IU'In4'' or ba.rd worl. Every step ts clear,--------· as crystal simple as A-B·O throughout. Pick Your lnatrument 
You'll be 8Ul'llrised at your own rapid prog· Piano Guitar rees. From the start you are real violin SaxOJ»hono tune• by note. Otdokl., learn to J>l&J rgan Mandolin 
or cJQ.A&Ical aoloot.loDB-ridlt at home In 10UI' corut Ukulele 
apare time. TJ:bone Harp DoFr� Book and DemonatratJon LISIOII ;.�t10 �:rl:" D t be a wa111lo1rer. Send tor Free Boofc- Hawaiian Steel Guitar Jet and F� Demonstratlon Ieason. Tb01e ex· 1 Trumpet • plain our wonderful home stWlvmethodfullY 1tfa1:� .�ro��C::an and show JOU how easllg and quickly l'OU Accordion 
oan learn to pluy at UtUe UJ>Hil,Se. MeDUms Voice and speech 
)·our favorite lD!-t1Munent. lnltruneentt euo- Culture ncl 
•Utd wtsen needed. cash or credit. Write '::=::S�t i�n NOW. Druma and Traps 

U. L SCHOOL OF MUSIC eanjp (Plectrum, 

8872 Brunswick Bldg., New York City S·Strang or Tenor) 

HomeS 

BOYS, 12 to 15� a streamlined alum;. 
num bioyole for you! 
Fully equlpped f· ftaahY, sturdy, a pip Three hundred other 
prizes, including 

. watches._o l othing, mone, �writer. Earn what 
� want. Make money, besides. It's easy! Just obtain oustomers In your nei�hborhood and deliver 
our magaz.tnes to them. Need not interfere with school or play. 
Many boys earn a prize the first 
day. Perhaps you can, too. Get the jump on your chnms. To start on the road to money aDd right away, write to-

1DD Thayer, Dept. 668 
� CroweD Publiahina Co. 

'.inafield, Ohio 
• 

4 

• 

• 

• 

• • 

.o • 

HE place I sought \vas near the little town 
of Caulille, in eastern Belgium; but al
though I kne'v I had reached its general 

vicinity, I had to adn1it, at la t, that I was lost. 
That wasn't the worst of it. My car had rut1 

out of gasoline, and night had fallen. The road 
I had been follo\ving never more than a well
marked cow trail had disappeared altogether. 

I got out of the car and retraced my steps. 
I had been \valking not more than five minutes 
when suddenly a huge figure raised up in front 
of me in the darkness . 

I came to a sudden halt, a half-�tifled gas1) 
catching in my throat. 

"\;Vho comes there r·· rumbled a heavy voice 
in native dialect. "What do you want?'' 

Seentingly the tnan had been lying down in 
the road, and had risen like a human foothill 
across my path ; but his questions \vere natural 
ones, and I replied, explaining that I had lost 
my way and \vas seeking the home of M. Bon
nat, \vho lived ncar the village of Caulille. 

"Yes,., said the ntan, "I kno'v it \veil. I shall 
lead you to it l'' And \vithout further words he 
turned about and strode off in the darkness. 

I should have been gratified to find a guide 
who knew the \Vay to tny friend's house, but 
for some reason I wasn't. I sensed something 
definitely U"ron g with this n1a n something eveu 
vaguely threatening. But after a n1on1ent's hesi
tation, I follo\ved hitn . 

We \valked for a long time, over a couple of 
stnall hills, through a \\"ood, over tilled fields 
and fallo\v pastures, and at last the lights o{ 
a stnall to\vn blinked ahead of us in the dark· 
ness. "Is that Caulille ?" I asked tny guide . • 

As though my question had startled him, the 
fellow came to such an abrupt stop that I almost 
ran against him in the darkness. "Cattlille ?" he 
repeated in the tone of one hearing the name for 
the first tint e. tt N otJ! Yonder is the City o{ 
Hell. I live there -I have always lived there. 
And now yott, too, will live there .... But you 
will not live anyv.'here for long!'' And suddenly 
he clutched my arn1. 

But I \vas going to visit no c.Cit} of Hen·· 
this night, if I could help it. I gave a suddeu 
wrench, and tried to jerk myself a\vay from 
my captor. I n1ight as well had tried to escape 
from a steel bear trap as those stonelike hands 
of his. I perceived the folly and uselessness of 
my efforts, and allowed hitn to half drag tne 
along without further resistance. Surely, I 
thought, I have fallen in the clutches of a mad
man but if he really takes me to the village, 
someone will come to my help. 

(Cotztinued on page 6) 
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BaUway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year 1-eg\l• 
lar, being paid on the ftrst and fifteenth of each month. ($'79.17 each pay day.) Their pay is automatically in
creased yearly to $2,450. Advance may be had to Ohief 
Clerk at II. '100 a J'ear. ($112.50 each pay day.) 

S Da,.a Oe-5 Da�a PaJ' 
llallway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 8 

days and have 8 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they wa·e working. They travel on a pass when on 
business. When they grow old, they are retired with a 
pension. 

Cit,. MaU Poat Otllce Clerks 
Cler'ks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year on 

regular and automatically increase 5100 a year to $2,100 
and $2,300. 

castoms laspeetor 
Salary $2,100 to start. Men 28 to 46. Work eonnected with examining 

baggage and merchandise entering 
the eountry from foreign parts cov
ering boats, trains, roads, automo
biles, etc. 

llaiQ' Otller Poahlou 
Jrluy other positions are obtain

able. Those wishing these positions 
should qualify at once. 

Get l.lat ot Poddoaa 
Fill out the following coupon. Tea..r it oa and maU it today-now, at once. This investment may result in ;your sett1og a big·palcJ govern-

ment job. 

-- -·- -- -- -- --·-- -- --.--�--

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. T·l74, Rochester, N. Y. 
Bush to JP� entirely tree of cba.rae ( 1) a run description ot u. s. 

Government Jobs: (2) Free copy of illustrated 32-pa.ge book, •ru. s. 
Government Positions and Bow to Get Them,.; (3) List of u. B. 
Government Jobs; (')Tell 1Jle what to do to get a, U. S. Government 
Job. 
�&Ute •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

Address ••••••••••• • • •••••• • •••••••••••••• •••••••••••••••••••••••. 

Use Tbls Coupoa Befero You Mltla, lt. Write or Print Plainly. 

• 

non•t waste anotbet dayt The man who aaid be 
Devu had a chance Dever took a chancel Send 
this eoupoD and we wiU send you all the facta of our home etudy. ptua Practical home sbop traloloa. Then reaa the fascinating facta about the large!!t,.. richest industry lD the wortd-ELECTRICl T ¥· whic b P.aye out millions in salariee eveJY week. Blectrlaty otfefS c:ouotlesa opportuottles to the maa who preJ)81U. With owr training you eao prepare fo» these opportunities light iii :vQUI' home town. A good home, car. fine radio, IJaooy famOy = these thiDJI! make 
life worthwhlle. Get your share of i.fiem-by settiDtJ teadY for the real opi)Ortunitiee waiti '!& for trained meu ill the 8laDt. profitable brancbes of ELECTRICITY. So aend along thle COUPQD···NOWl There's a bettel place f• you In EJ,ECTRICITY. We'll help you find it. 
OPPORTUNITIES TO MAKE $5,$10 AND 

MORE A WEEK WHILE TRAINING 
Let us ten you how many of our studeDta in thdr home work• 
shops l!lake $�10 a week-just in spare time. We seDd J::; with your course. job eheeta and iDstntetloos oa bow to clo 
jobs as you proceed with J'OU trahlins. 

You Get Real Shop Equipment 
Electric lnadtute tnllnlna is home study c:omblned with real Electrical EQuipment indudiua a aenUine U H.P. A.C. motor. You aet dozens of other elect.rrcal items you use In doing spare-time jobs. We show you bow to get these� i oba, how to do them. and how much mouey you should charge for them. All= meat la furolebecl you wltbout extra coat, and is yours to • 

Prepare for a BeHar Job or a 
Business of Your Own 

We don't know of another great field you could get into more easily. You don't leave home or friends. You train b:l spate time 
without quitt%\ l'QUr presen t Job. You don't need previous experience or a of book teaming to get our tralahlg. Prepare now for maQ braochee of ElectriCal WO&"k OP a bmduesa of 
YOUIOWD. 

DIESEL POWER • • •  RADIO... ••• 

AIR CONDITIONING Grr r uable lnetruct!OD Ia DleeeJ, Radio. riseratloD. Air Condltionblg. 8oQ 
Send Coupon Today I K·AtJw, 

Fill ln the eoupOD �y--cUp it and man It to me. When I get It, Ill seDd _you my big Ulustrated catalog and all details of our combinatioo Home Stucl7 and PftlCtkal Home Shop train· 
ing. This places you under DO obll&atiOD and no salesman wiU Call OD you. 

:··························�--�-=� •• 
1 H. W. Petersen, PN8.,1Uectdc IGitltutee lao. 1 Dept.197B, Hmedale. IU. 11 Send full details oD ,.Wl}y I should get Into ELECTRI-

I Cl'rY", and the best way I can set real shop method train· 
1 ing at home. 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I -

N ot��e • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • •• • ••• •••••••••••••• Ace • • ••••••• 

S'IYul • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •••••• 

C-. . .. . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . .. ... . . . . . . . .  SIGN • • . • • • • • • • • • ••• 
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MEN who kflOID a«ounl� have bia advutaae th&s& da:vs. 
Bustness Inust bave them: better than averaae pay: 

direct road to executive J)Osltions or own DraMloe. Train 1/DUr· tell noro 1D sPare Ume tor attractive new opportunities. 
Learn by proved method. with identical lecture notes, prac

tice sets. n1·obl�ms and solutions developed at Northwestern 
Untverslb· aud used in over a hundred colleges. Organized. Ill ttded l�ssons for systematic home study. from elementary to 
od,·amct..'<l accounting, including costs. audits. �houaands have learned this practical, low-eost wa:v. Splen· 
dill for c. P. A. revitw: a safeguard to :vour business future. 
Send for this FREE BOOKLET 

Fill 1n and man the coUJ)On below tor free 
booklet ''How to Get Ahead Through Aceount· Jna.,. with full data Us or unique adva nta�tes 
otrered I»' this �acat cotuSe and easy terms of uasmont. Write now. 

1: ,... M11ll 'l'hit FtWna 
1 I THE RONALD PRESS COMPANY 

Dept. M38, 15 Ealt 26th St., New York, N. Y. 1 I Send me the tcee booklet glvtng tun Information about uae for home study \11 t.ltc Comp.&et� Account!� Courae develuped 
I at Nurt.llwetttorn Vnl versity. 

Name '-'--· • 4 • 
I 

�· .,. ...... , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Addre88 • • • • • • • • • • • . • • . • • • • • • • • • • •  , • • • • • • • • . • • • • .• •  • • 

Ct.., • • •  ; . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . . • . . • • • State • . • . • • • • • • •  

arp • • 

ONLY BENJAMIN HAS THE GBNUINB SAFB 
COMP.R ESSED 
AIR PISTOL 
For Taraet a· Sm•lf Game-EeQnomicat-Aceu• rate= Practlc:ai-AcU ustabte Force Amazi nl Maxi• mum VelooiQ'o S.afc. �tngle. Shot wttb aolt Ac• lion Hammer F'tt"'=Hatr Tragger-Saf�. 1 '1f or 2::1 or BB Price ,7.GO,�. Hola&et• 8 1 .75. Also 17'7 and 22 Sla2le Sbot Air Raeee 17 .30=-SJngle Shot DB Atr RISe 16.0()-25 Shot DB Repeater Air RUle f7 .GO at Dealer OJ' Olrcet-No ltcenae r.quired-BAJ'E . The Ont)f Oen�Jine com• pre11ed Air Platota • ltltJea On the Market. Full Detaii ... Taroetl • F'f'ee =Write Toc:IQ for l ntrod� Olhr. ••NJAMIN AIR RIF&.& CO., e7S N. a•way, st. Loult1 Mo., U. S. A. 
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Curb Nignt Distrubances 
Tnis Safe Way 

' 
• 

When the genito-urinary passages become in• 
flamed, you may suffer from a burning senaatioa. 
Your sleep is broken. Backaches, pains and ltift'· 
&leas trouble you. 

Santalwood oil is known the world over, for the 
help it brings to these inftamed pasaag�. It re
lieves. It soothea. It cleanses. If you want to get 
tbe real East Indian santalwood on in �asy-to• 
take capsules,e.. eet SANTAL MIDY from youl' 
druggist. SANTAL MIDY ia the moat famou• 
eantalwood oil preparation. 

Don't take cheap remecllea for your kidneys ucl 
bladder. SANTAL MIDY capsules are what rou 
want because theJ brius re1ult1. 

• • 
Dime ·Mystery Magazine 

• 

(Cot�tinued jro11t page 4) 
But the first person we met on the outskirts 

of the village was an even more alarm-inspiring 
person than my captor. He, too, was above aver 
age height and weight. He stood straddle-leggerl 

in the street, watching our approach . 

•'Aha !'' he cried in a wild, n1indless voict. 

"Another n1orsel of tneat for the cauldrons, .. 
• 

and he grabbed tny free arm. 

Then began the \veirdest experience 1 ever 

had in my life. The two giant� began fighting 
over me as if 1 were a valuabl e but inanitnat<l 

prize of son1e sort. The noise they made aroused 
the other inhabitants of the village! aud in a 

fe\v seconds we \vere surrounded by a score of 
cackling, shouting lunatics, whose horribly dis 
torted faces gave unmistakable ey·ldeuce of the 
condition of their tninds. I had fallen into the 
clutches of a village of ntad men that n1uch 
was clear. But what my fate \Vottld be at their 
hands, once they had decided to "hom T be 
longed, I dared not guess. 

My captor \vas now fighting iu deadly earnest 
\Vith his first ad ver .. ary, and I was being held 
by two of the raving, slobbering 'Pectators 
\Vhen a bull-like bellow rose above the general 
hub-bub aud drowned it out in :ut instan1 
Everyone suddenly bccan1e quiet, as a big, 
brawny individual, with the only sauc { �1ce f 
had yet seen in the villag-e, came striding dowu 
the street to ward us. My as .. ailants turned and 
slunk off into tlte darkness like whipped cur ... 
leaving me alont! 'vith the ne\vcon1er. 

"Where did vou con1e frotn ? .. were his firs1 ., 

\Vords� a' he can1e to a halt in front of tne. A-:. 

quickly and coherently as I could I l'xplained, 

and then he laughed shortly. ''Didn't you ever 

hear of the lunatic v-illage of Gheel ?'' he asked . 

and as I shook my head, he explained. 

"For many years," said the tnan, "we have 

allowed certain hartuless kinds of insane people 

to live at liberty in this village:' he said. "1'her( 

are a fe,v of us stationed here to \vatclJ them. 
but as a rule they need little supervision. How

ever, strangers are warned to keep a\vay, fo1 

they have a tendency to excite the patients-

although, even in an excited state. they are 

hartules� . . . . 
'' · 

But as my rc�cuer drove me ba�k to the place 
-

\\rhere my car had been stalled, I wondered 
just how harn1less .they would have proved, had 
he not come along at the time he did. . . • 
· Tke town of Gheel, with its population of 
lunatics in eastern Belgium, represents one of 
those weird truths, which are always cropping 
up truths that are stranger than the eeriest 
fiction. 



APPOINTED BY RADIO UFACTURERS TO SUPERVISE 

L ARN TO EARN 
A 

WEEK 
This is the R-T-I AdvisoryBoard direct R-T-1 Training. Put your 
-Engineers and Executives of future in their hands. 50 great 
large Radio firms appointed radio manufacturers now en

(MANY I·T-1 tRAINED MEH EARN MOlE) 
MAI L CO U PO N  B E LOW 

by these firms to supervise and dorse this Training. 

RAY D. SMITH 
Presldeat R·T·I, 

who has cllrectecl 
of 100,000 

Read what • 
few etadeata aay. 
•

•Made my first spare 
time money after finishing four lessons. 
Over $500 spare time 
Jnoney iu 10 montbs. 
R-T-I is O.K." 
Oelmer Grote. Bou.te 
5. GreenVille. Obio 

• • • 
.t'I made $14.25 in 
ftrst 11 days of my 
training fo l l owing 
your instructions." 
C. E. Hea.d, 431 Third 
St •• Alexan<lria, La. 

* • * 
"Before flnlsbing my tr:l-inilag I was made 
Manager of a. Depart
ment Store's r a dio 
68ct1on.•• 
Howard N. Lentz, 123 
W. A l exa-nder St., 
Buchanan, Mich. 

• * • 
•'My job paid me $18 
a week before taking 
your training. Shortly 
after starting was 
averaging $60 a week. 
Have made as high as 
$250 1n single week.'' 
Wm. T. Ridd. 3452 
Evelyn St.. Verdun, 
P.Q., Can&da 

Trained Men Needed In All 
If JO�J'e dissatlsftecl with small pay-la:v·o1fs and an UDcertain. flltur&-hereps an opportunit)' tbat•s too good to miss. At the cost of only the time it takes you to mail the coupon, l'OU can get my big FREEl boolt, •tJlADIO'S FU1'0RE AND YOUB OPPORTUNITY.'' This book tells how you can learn at home under the 
aupervisloo of faotiJry engineers, to make more money almost a.t once tn Radio-whether you want to make Radio your Ufe's work, or 
use it to pick uP au. extra $5 to $20 a week in your spare time. 

More Opportunities Than Ever Before 
Radio 1s stlll forging ahead. 1936 beats all otber yean. OYer 6 
million new sets sold. Over 30 nUlllon dollars paid for servloe alone this year. Where onlY a few hundred men were emploYed a short 
time ago, thOusands are employed todo.y. And where a hundred. Jobs Paid uv to $75 a, week-tbere &re thousands of such Sobs tod!l.y
many paytng even more. And new jobs are being created all tbe 
tJme" full time Jobs and spare time Joba. Get my book and see 
how easy 1t 1s to learn �t home for tbis good·pay work. 

"Shop Training'' for the Home · 
B-T·I Trainfn.e ts di1ferent than any tramtng you ever heard 
about. It eomes to YOU right trom the heart of the Raato Industry 
-right out of the factories where Ra.llio sets and other vr.cuum
tube devices are made. It was planned and prepa,re<l an4 1s suver
vised by big radio engineers IN these factories-by men apJ)Ofn.ted 
tor the purpase. This means that trained the R-T·I way, J'>U'll be 
trained as the Radio Industry wants you trained-just as the Ra41o Industry, itself, would train you 1t lt was doing the job. 

Television, Photo Electric Cells 
Public Address Systems Included 

:Radio Renice work is only the startipg point 1n R-T-1 TraiDJog. 
From there it will take you through the whole field or Radio aDd. 
Electronics. You will learn about every new development. includ-1ng Television so you'll be ready when Television br ea.!ta. You'll 
also lea.rn the big money subjects such as Aviation a.n•l P.uto Radio; 
PubUo Address BYstems: how to handle Pboto Cells; Bv·.md Pio· ture Bec<mttDap Etc. 

4 Working Outfits Fumished 
Sta1't almost a.t once doing pa.rt time radio work. I furnish 4 out· 
fits of apparatus that you build into test eQUipment with which you 
oan do actual jobs and earn extra money. 1\ofy Training pays its 
own way and you get your money back 1t not sa.tl81led. 

Big 
Money 
In Auto 
and Pollee Radio Work 
W. H. Carr. 402 N. 16th St., Kansa.s City, Ka.n· 
sas, an B. T. I. student, has cbar� of 85 radio equipped cars for the Kansas Cl!l Pollee 8Jid Fire Departments. His SAlary t� $230.00 a. month 
and be 1s fUrnished with an automobile, gas. 
oiL etc. He says, •fJt I had not taken YOUI' course I would not be able to hold tbis job. •• 

Makes $600 in One Month 
Herbert B. Thomson. Gorman. Texas, formerly, 
an oU well driller. borrowed $170.00 to start a 
spare time radio business after completinsc 11 
B-T·I lessons. He n1ade money from the start.· 
In two years his shop was worth $SlJOO. He 
saYS. •*Because ot my R-T-I Tra.lnJ� I made 
$450 in September and over $600 in October, 
1935. It pays to be R·T·I Trained.'' 

Age or Lack of Experience No Handicap 
You don't have to be a high school gra.dua.te, nor even have finished I 
the grades. My Training is so simple. easy, and practical, that 1 
the avera.ge man, regardless of age, education, or previous expe
rience can master it. It offers the chance you have wanted to get I 
out of a. small-pay, no-future job, into good pay work with a. 1 
future, in Radio and all its branches. I 

Ray D. Smith, President, 
RADIO AND TELEVISION 

INSTITUTE (R·T·I), 2150 Lawrence Ave.. Dept. 251, Cldea•o• Dl. 
Get My Free Book 1 

INVESTIGATE! Learn why R-T-1 Training 1s d.ifterent. Find out I why R-T·I Trained men get .,Quick Results" and ·�ig Results.'' 
Send for your copy of ''Radio's Future and Your Opportunity" to- 1 day. It tells you about Radio's amazing opportunities. It de
scribes my approved training. It tells what R.T.I students are 
doing and making. It gives the names of my Advisory Board and 
�0 endorsing manufacturers. It's FREE. CUp, sign aad mail 
coupon RIGHT NOWI 

RAY D. SMITH, 

Without obllga tJ.on, send me & e&�J.v ot "Radio's Future and Your ��:rtUnlty. "· 
I am Interested in your tra and tbt OP'POrtuoittes 1J1 the area.t tleld of B&d1o 
tor the R·T·I Trained Meu. 

Name • • • • • . • • • . • . . • • . • . • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

• 

Adclress • • • • • • • • • •  • • •  • •  • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • •••• 

• Dopt. ZIZ • • 
I 

CltiCAGO I �t7• • • • • • • • • • • •••••• ••••• State • • • • • • • • • •  
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By Arthur L¢o Zasat 
( Autho1· of 11Terror Beneath the St,�ects." etc.) 

• 

• 

Edith Hofne returned to the ho1ne where she had knowtl otzl)' peace 
and loveJ to face the ghastly mystery of her neighbors' t)icious hatfed 

-and the blat·k horror of her father's deadly madness . . . .  
8 
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A F eatur�-L�nstlt Mystery• Terror Nov�[ of Grim, Uncanny . Doom 

S Edith Horne slid furtively 
through the rank underbrush of 

Uriah S c a n t e 1 1  ' s  abandoned 
orchard, the old sense of guilt at being 
on forbidden ground quickened her pulse 
with a familiar tningling of excitement 
and quivering· apprehension . The eerie 

• 

� ·I· 
J • 

• 

' -

• • • • 

�,aP-1.. • .. --tt 

- � ":'!" " 

shadows, the gnarled lin1b.s of the an-
• 

cient trees reaching out for her, the 
brooding hush, took her n1otuentarily 

. back through the years. Fleetingly again 
she was a little gir] \vith stuudged face 
and yellow pigtail s, very n1uch fright
ened, hecaus� against her fath<•r's strict · 

• 

• ..,.. : -� 
�-••• '#r .... -��::::··· prohibition, she had ventured to the 

• 
• 

neighboring property on the '''rong side 
of Dark Pool ; terrified lest Sea� tell 
should leap out at her tlfJ\;\' , n o'lt'. out of 
the n1urk, and . . . 

She had never learned \\·hat it \\,as old 
Uriah might have done to her had he 
discovered her on his land. All that wa� 
long ago, and she -was 110 \\. Edith Horne, 

9 
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R. N. ; ttyee hard years of ho�pital train
ing ended, the cov�ted diploma hers at 
last. 

Sunlight filtered through the leafy 
edge of the thick woods. Edith paused 

• 

to smooth her white frock over the ten-
der curves of a slim form just burgeon
ing into '\VOtnanhood, and adjust the 
misty glory of her hair with fluttering, 
birdlike touches of her deft hands. The 
freckles of that long-ago totnboy '\vere 
piquant, faint tracings now on the 
downy velvet of her skin, and the turbu
lent tempestuousness of her eyes had .be
come a caln1, deep blue. But her little 
nose was still saucily tip-tilted, and her 
red mouth still quirked with the in1pish 
mischief that had inspired her notion of  
surprising her father with her return. 

To make sure the village gossips 
would not see her and 'phone the news 
of her arrival to Jeremiah Horne, Edith 
had slipped off the train on the side 
away fron1 \Vellton's little depot ; had 
darted into the bushes and made her '\vay 
backlots to the wheatfield just ahead, 
where she knew Dad would certainly be 
on this late fall afternoon. 

She had ·such glorious news to tell him. 
News that \vas still a secret between her
self and liarry. 

"My Harry," the girl whispered, her 
eyes aglow. It was still incredible that 
Dr. Harold Gorton loved her. The idol 
of Midwest City Hospital, he \vas the 
medical board's pride because of the 
fan1e to which he had attained despite 
his youth ; the adored of the nursing staff 
because of his youth, his tall, lithe body, 
his grave, handsome countenance and his 
unfailing consideration and courtesy. 

No. Edith could not yet believe that 
he was her Harry, her sweetheart. her 
husband-to-be. 

It would become real only· when she 
had told Dad about it, and had seen his 
leathery, weatherbeaten countenance 

alight with joy in her happiness. She 
knew just what he would say. 

"I am glad, Edie, glad." Then the light 
would die out of  his keen old eyes. They 
would grow strangely somber. "Let us 
thank God,'' he would whisper, kneeling 
on the stubble of the cut wheat, "and 
pray that He will not ask too great a 
price for this joy/' 

Edith had never dared ask why he 
always said that, just as she had never 
dared ask why he so hated Uriah Scan
tell, his nearest neighbor. The two cir
cumstances se.emed somehow tied to
gether, and son1ehow tied to the death 
of the n1other she could not remember. 
And the roots of it all were buried in the 
dim past . . . .  

Her hasty toilet was finished. She took 
the few more steps that brought her to 
the orchard's boundary, pushed through 
the final bit of brush. 

The landscape drowsed in the heat of 
the setting sun. From beneath the girl's 
feet a grassy slope rolled gently down 
to the green-scun1med surface of Dark 
Pond, whose nearer edge was the boun
dary of the Horne fam1. Beyond it a 
langourous breeze whispered in tall, ripe 
wheat. 

Ed-ith froze. The wheat shouldn't be 
still standing like that, a rippling golden 
lake. It should be cut and sheaved, and 
Dad should be working down the long 
rows of shocks, pitchforking the bundles 
of grain into the wagon that Elmer 
Barnes, his hired hand, 'vould drive off 
to the threshing. 

Neither Jeremiah Horne nor Elmer 
were there. The.y 'vere nowhere in sight. 
Edith . could see the tall barn beyond the 
fields and a corner of its yard. The 
gate rails in the barnyard fence '\Vere 
down. A spade lay on the ground, �s 
meticulous Jeremiah would never have 
left it. • 

It was wrong, all wrong. 
Edith was running, suddenly ; appre-
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hension, dread, tightening her throat. 
Dad must be ill, dreadfully ill. She had 
not had a letter from him in over a 
month. She had thought hitn too busy 
with the harvest to write. 

She skirted the edg·e of  the desolate 
pool that had neither visible inlet nor 
outlet. An iridescent, rainbow filn1 shin1- 0 

mered over Dark Pond's surface, and its 0 

�limy decay was an oily stench in her 
nostrils. A canvas tube snaked out and 
crawled to a gasoline-driven putnp rust
ing nearby. Dad, then, had at last gotte11 
around to draining the pond. But the 
ptttnp was idle. 

Now she was running through the 
wheat field that should have been a field 
of short stubble. The sunlight was a flood 
of hot brightness beating about her and 
the country-bred girl saw, even in her 
breathless haste, that the g·rain was not 
ripe but overripe. IIer last lingering 
hope died that the season might be late, 
the wheat not quite ready for reaping. 

The sere stalks broke crisply as she 
tlirust through then1. Crackling barbs 
caught at the light stuff of her dress as 
if a million tiny hands were striving to 
hold her back. The lush black loam of 
the fertile botton1 land clogged her trin1, 
high-heeled shoes that were meant for 
the city's sidewalks . . . . 

She ran through the gap in the barn
yard fence, flew past the tall, grey silo 
tower that had hidden the farmhouse 
from her. 

"Dad/' E d 1 t h c a I I  e d. un a d 1 
Where . . . .  ' ' 

The cry died in her th�oat, fading to a 
whimper. She was no longer. running. 
She was standing stock -still in the old 
familiar barnyard.. She was staring at 
the rambling, low building that was fa ... 
n1iliar as only one's birthplace can be · 

yet was suddenly eerie with a brooding, 
• 

omtnous strangeness. 
One hand lay, pallid and cold, on her 

heaving breast, the other was flung, palm 
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outward, against her trembling lips. Her 
eyes strained unnaturally wide, their 
pupils great wells of dark foreboding. 

The roof's mossy shingles, the 'veath
er-stained fieldstone walls of her hon1e, 
baked in the heat and the glare. But 
every window Edith could see \vas tight
shut, its black shade pulled tight down 
to cover it. It was as i f. the house had 
shut its eyes on terror or as if it hid 
some dreadful secret within it froni the 

• • 

sun s prytng gaze. 
"Dad,'' Edith ntoaned. "Oh. Dad.·· 

1'here could be only one reason for tht· 
dra""''n blinds, for the thick silence that 
folded over i1eld and barnyard and 
house. Her father \vas dead . . .. . Why 
hadn't they let her know ? Why haclu 't 
Doctor Rawlin. , Welcome Valley's be
loved physician, wired her ? 

She didn't realize that she had tnoved 
until her hand \vas on the knob of th(· 
backduor, tugging at it. The portal did 
not yield. It was locked. It was bolt�d 
fro1n the inside. 

There was no sound fron1 behind thr 
door. No sound at all. ,.fhat wasn·t rea
sonable ! No 111attcr hoY\· suddenly death 
had struck, no matter ho\v short 
a tin1e ago, the neighbor \Votnen should 
be vvithin, preparing the house for the 
funeral. The village n1cn should be 
there, in unaccuston1ed black coats and 
neck-chafing collars, extolling the vir
tues of the departed in hushed, run1bling 
voices. There should be life in the 
house, the hushed n1urn1ttr of life 1n the 
presence of death. 

Instead there \vas the etnpty, awful 
�Hence of a sepulcher. 

Abntptly Edith was aware that she 
was not alone. The fearful certainty that 
someone \Vas watching her, that so1�1e 
hostile gaze was upon her, slid into her 
consciousness. She was afraid ! • 

She turned, slowly, fearfully. No one 
was in the barnyard, in the slice of wheat 
lot beyond it. Then she sa\\' him a 

• 

• 

• 
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sharply outlined ,figure against the sky, 
at the crest of the ridge beyond ·which 
was Scantell's homestead. He ducked 
out of sight in the instant she glimpsed 
him. Edith retained an eerie impression 
of the vanished shape. It had seemed 
weirdly distorted, not quite human . . . . 

The girl shuddered, icy with terror of 
the unknown. • • • 

This was nonsense, she berated her
self, her s1nall fist clenching. The wind 
had swayed a distorted bush up there, 
and it had swung back. • . . She must 
get into the house, must find out what 
had happened to Dad. 

• 

HIS door was bolted from the in

side, but although she had cached 
her suitcase in the bushes near the rail
road, she had the key to the front en
trance in the square little kitbag hang
ing fron1 the crook of her arm. She 
started around. 

The great double window in the nar
row south end of the house was as blind 
as the others. The front lawn was un
kept, uncared for. A high row of close
planted hemlocks hid the road. But the 
sense of isolation the dark hedge con
veyed \vas broken by tall, drab poles that 
stalked away down the valley with their 
burden of telephone and electric wires, 
tying the Horne farm to Well ton. 

Their reminder that she was not utter
ly cut off from her kind gave Edith cour
age to mount the porch steps and fit her 
key into its slot. The lock clicked under 
her twisting fingers. The door swung 
open, thudded shut and locked itself be
hind her. Dad had been so proud of that 
spring lock, the only one in the valley . • • .  

A strange grey twilight, little better 
than darkness, brooded in the big .sitting 
room the girl entered. Remembered fur
nishings were vague, menacing bulks in 
that eerie gloom. The low, raftered ceiling 
hung over her with a ponderable, tangi
ble oppression. Closed in by thick stone, 

sunless for an unknown length of time, 
the atmosphere was heavy, dank with a 
damp chill. 

But it was a sn1ell that brought back 
all Edith's foreboding, that multiplied it 
tenfold, so that fear penetrated to the very 
marrow of her bones. The air was satu· 
rated with it, crawling with it. It was 
an acrid, stale foulness such as a fungus 
gives off, yet its staleness was not that 
of a fungus. It had some quality in it of 
a cadaver's putrescence, yet it was not 
the odor of the unburied dead. It was a 
stench beyond experience, beyond analy
sis. It was the very essence of horror. 

uEdie !n 
Edith wheeled, startled by her father's 
• 

VOICe. 
"Edie." 
It came from the point where she knew 

a sofa stood against the further \Vall, and 
it was a hoarse croak shot through with 
suffe�ing. ''How how did you get here ? 
Didn't they see you ?" 

The girl took a step further into the 
room. "No one saw me . . . .  But you're 
sick. You " 

"Then get out. Before anyone knows 
you've been here. Get out !n 

He was ill, delirious. God ! And left 
alone here to die !" 

"Of course not.'' Edith forced a laugh. 
"I'm staying here to take care of you.'' 
Her fingers closed on a shade cord. "Let 
me look at you." The blind rattled up. 
Light blazed in . . • • 

Jeremiah Horne screamed, the sound 
shrill and unhuman with unendurable 
agony. He leaped from his cocoon of grey 
blankets • • . •  

The thing that scuttered toward her 
was not her father ! Couldn't be ! It was 
contorted, misshapen. It thrust her aside, 
fell against the window sill. Twisted, gro
tesque talons snatched at the shade edge, 
ripped the blind down. But in the fren
zied instant before the sun was again 
barred out, every detail of the shrieking 



Death Breaks Quarar1tine 

creature had burned itself into Edith's 
• 

rettna. 
Horror throttled her, o that her screatn 

\":a only a toneless rasp in her throat. 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Unseen Prowler 
ERE1\11AH HORNE crtunJ.>led, a · the 

shade blotted out light. Pain· s fierce 
strength that had lifted him fron1 his pal-
let and flung him across the room was 
gone, and he was a sodden heap on the 
floor. Only his tortured hands moved, 
clawing over his eyes '\vhile his screatn 
faded into a slobbering moan. 

Edith Horne '\vas j ust as n1otionless, 
the connection between her shocked 
brain and her quivering n1uscles jangled 
and broken. She stared at the '\vhin1per-
ing mound at her feet out of eyes \vide-• 
pupil led and livid with horror. 

The nurse was no stranger to broken 
bodies, to bodies swollen \Vith dropsy, 
emaciated by fever, riddled with cancer. 
For three years she had n1inistered to 
then1 . She had schooled herself to cal ... 
lou. ness at sights that \Vould turn the 
layman sick with revulsion. But here, in 
her own hon1e, in the person of her own 
father, was something beyond her experi
ence. Ir was a phantasm out of the half
world of nighttnare. out of the deliriun1 of 
madness� 

It was barely discernible no\v in the 
restored dimness; but she had seen it with 
awful clearness against the light. It was 
a weazened travesty of a hutnan fortn. 
every bone a\vry, every joint a S\vollcn 
knob. Dingy pajan1as had fallen do\vn 
along a contorted arm, had flapped open 
on a rib-corrugated torso, exposing skin 
that was like no human covering but an . 
integutnent of fishlike scales ; dark brown 
and crusted, except where here and there 
it had sloughed away to expose weals of 
raw flesh. · 
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The face had been 1nost hideou of all. 
Out of the stiff grey-black hairs bristling 
011 the sunken-cheeked, tottured visage, 
in1possible great eyes had bulged from 
between granulated, hairless lids ; eyes 
that were scarlet, blood-engorged ball� 
pricked by the pin-points of too-tiny pu· 
piL. It . . . .  

"Edie !'' That her father· s voice should 
come fron1 that horrible caricature of a 
bod) was on1ehow incredible. "Did I 
touch you ?" It. \vas a husky croak. "Did 
I . . . .  ?" 

"I I don't know.'' The shuddering 
girl \vas an1azed that she could tnanage 

peech. "I do11't kno'v. '' 

It must be her father \vho lay there. 
It Ulas her father. Not only the fan1iliar 
voice, but a vibration deep within her of 
filial instinct, of that love 'vhich can not 
be deceived by any disguise, told her 
that. Pity welled up in her grief, van· 
quishing the revulsion that wa" still � 
sick qua vcr in her vein ·. 

"It was the light/' he tuoaned. · ' Staf.>.. 
bing my eyes with such awful pain. 1 
didn•t know what I 'vas doing.'' A sob 
choked hitn, then he ''ras continuing, more 
caln1ly, more reasonably. "But you are 
not sure whether I touched you. 11ayh<· 
I didn't. Maybe you're safe yet. Go, Edie, 
at once. Go the way you can1e. And tell-
110 one you have been here . •  , 

"Go ?'' The paralysis that had held her 
\vas g·one. "And leave you alone ?'' She 
knelt to the worn rug, to the contorted 
figure that lay on it. "Do you really think 
I ,\,.otdd. Dad ?'' Her arn1s reached out. 

His grotesque hands battered feebly at 
then1. "Don't touch tne ! Don't. You'll 
catch it !''  

Edith had hi::, head in her lap. Her artn� 
were around hin1. ''No I won't. Dad. I'n1 • 

a nurse. I've taken care of people with 
the most terrible diseases, and I've never 
caught then1. I know how to protect my
self. And " her tone was a low soothing 

I 
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croon "and . I know how to take care of 
you . .  Everything,.s going to be aU right. 
Everything.'� 

And at that mo1nent someone laughed f 
.. 

. . 

It took an her strength to hold his flail
ing arm still while the. gleaming steel point 
slid into a vein. She pressed the plunger 
home . . . . And in ·a few minutes an 
amazingly few he was asleep . 

DITH'S head jerked up. There was He would sleep for hours now. At least 
no one in the room. Nothing moved. she had been able to do that for - him . • . .  

But that low, mocking laugh had been She must get him to his bed. He was 
distinct. It had come but that was im- light, as she lifted him .. Pathetically light. 
possible out of the · wall to her left. Out He was a mere shell of his former self, 
of the walt she knew to be solid stone, burned out. Realizing it, the girl knew 
feet thick ! that it was only her father's indomitable 

She thought, perhaps, her father hadn't will that had kept him alive. 
heard it. She went on murmuring to him There was a glass of water alongside 
as though nothing had happened. "Your the sofa where he had been lying, and on 
Edie's here to take care of you, and you'll the seat of a chair within reach a strip 
be better soon.'' She had not imagined of dried beef, gnawed at one end as a 
that laugh. She had heard it. Fear · rat might have gnawed it. Depositing her 
breathed its icy breath on the nape of her burden on the makeshift bed, Edith ttn
neck, but · there was no quiver of fear in derstood why Jeremiah was lying here 
her soft voice. "You'll be better· . · ·" and not in his room upstairs. He had 

"Oww • • • •  '' The cry from Horne's grown too weak to negotiate the stairs. 
cracked lips stopped her ; it was an animal From here he could crawl into the kitchen 
howl of the purest anguish. Tiny muscles when hunger and thirst bad become too 
knotted with agony under brown scales great. There was a faucet in there, the 
that n1ade his face a mask of horror, and water that ran from it piped fron1 a 
he writhed in a paroxysm of fierce tor- spring far up the hill behind Dark Pond. 
ture. "0 . . . . ." There were shelves filled with jars of 

Edith's teeth sank into her under lip tneat and preserved vegetables prepared 

as she suffered with the man who had each fall for the ensuing year. 
been father and mother both to her He could not blindfold his eyes against 
through the long years. Horne's fingers the light that agonized them so. He had 
curled, clutching empty air clutching the to be able to see, if only a little, on his 
small bag that was somehow still on her painful expeditions for the necessities of 
arm. the life to which he clung. That was why 

The bag ! It was a graduation present he had drawn the shades. 
from Harry there was a hypodermic How was it he had been left alone here 
syringe in it, ampuls of emergency drugs so long ? That was not the way of W el
in solution. Of morphine . . • .  She could come Valley. They were good neighbors, 
give Dad relief ! Thank God, she could · here helping one another. Even if  he had 
give him relief from the pain that was been stricken unawares, there had been 
driving him mad. the telephone in the hall outside by which 

She had to slide him from her lap to he could have summoned aid. There had 
get free. Then swiftly, dextrously, she had been Elmer Barnes • • • •  

the needle adjusted to the glass barrel of Where was Elmer ? What bad become 
the syringe, had it filled with the blessed of him ? Why hadn't he • • - • ?'' 
anodyne. 

· 

Something rolled out of the blankets 
• 
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Edith was straightening, and thutnped on 
the floor. She bent down to it, automati
cally. Then there was nothing automatic 
about her gasp, her wide-eyed stare at the 
thing that was cold to her fingers. 

It was a revolver. It was Dad's revol
ver. He was keeping it here, close by hL 
side, ready · for instant use. \Vhy ? 
4�gainst what possible enemy ? 

A footfall thudded, close behind her ! 
Edith whirled, the gun jerking up .. . . . 

The room was empty. It was starkly. 
staringly empty. But fabric slithered, 
nearby, against some rough surface . . .  ! 

Edith's scalp· tightened, the brooding 
on1inous silence cl�sing in about her. 
There was no one in the house. She \vas 
alone in it with the pitiful sufferer who 
was the father she loved. But she was not 
alone! The certainty that someone, some 
thing, else inhabited the wan gloom that 
pulsed about her with the throb, throb of 
her own terrified pulse, was a creeping 
shudder in her veins, a chill wind breath
ing on her hot skin. Fear dwelt here, in· 
visible, intangible, but a menace appalling-
lv real. , 

"' 

CHAPTER lHREE 

Isolated 

DI'flf 1-IORNE had, after all, been 
trained in the hard, cold reality of 

science. She had learned how investiga-
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tion and logic had den1olished one super
stition after· another : the· n1yth of spirit ... 
possession, the tradition of  bleeding evil 

• 

httn1ors from a diseased body and her 
O\vt1 childish· belief that warts were ac-• 

quired by llandling toads, and that kill-
ing a toad . :would do away 'vith then1. • 

This training can1e to her rescue no\\· . 
There must bas she reasoned, some quite 
natural explanation for what she had 
heard. The� laugh. The footfall. 

Of course ! Her n1outh twisted with ex
asperation at. her hysteria. The sound� 
could not have con1e fron1 \v ithin the • 

house. They must, then, have con1e from 
the porch outside those windows across 
the sitting� room. 

Edith's eyes narrowed. The black 
blinds lay close against the sashes, and no 
light seeped in. The prowler could not 
possibly see her. But perhaps he was lis .. 
tening. 

"All right, Dad,'' she said aloud. "I'll 
get you some fresh water fron1 the kitch
en.'' She walked deliberately to the end 
of the couch, to the door in the wall be
hind it. Her heels clicked on wood where 
the carpet ended. She opened the door. 
let i t  slam shut . • • •  

Then she whirled to dart silently to a 
\vindow. Her fingers closed on the edge 
of its shade. Slowly, cautiously, she lifted 
it an inch a\vay from the pane, peered 
out, the gun ready in her hand . 

• 

THE sore clue to a good shave is a paek· 
age of Star Blades. Made since 1880 by 

the inventors of the original safety razor, 
Star Single-edge Blades are keen, long· � 
lasting, uuifor1n. 

Star Blade Division, BrookiJ'Dt N. Y. 

A N D  EV E R � R E A D Y R A Z O R S  
• 
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After the gloom of the house the glare 
hurt her eyes. Edith ·b linke<l.. could .. see 
more clearly though the <full pain re
mained. Her forefinger tightened on the 
trigger about which it was curled. 

The porch was empty. There was no 
one on the shaggy lawn. But a branch 
moved, down .. there in the hemlock hedge, 
against the wind ! 

The girl thought she could n1ake out a 
deeper shadow low in the shadow of ·the 
hedge, as though something crouched 
there within the foliage. She pulled the 
shade a little wider, held it open w.ith her 
shoulder, tugged at the window. She was 
going to lift her gun and shoot into the 
hemlocks. That was how far she had come 
already along the road of terror. She was 
going to kill the one who was watching 
Jeren1iah Horne's agony, who was wait
ing for him to die. 

The sash didn't budge. The girl 
glanced up, searching with her burning 
eyes for the reason. She found it. The 
window was nailed shut ! 

That, more than all that had gone be
fore, pounded into Edith's brain realiza
tion of her father's situation. They had 
left him here, his friends, his neighbors 
of Welcon1e Valley, to die. To keep, sick 
as he was, a solitary, sleepless vigil against 
some furtive, inimical skulker. 

Something else beat against her mind, 
something she had glimpsed in the kitchen 
as she had opened its door. In her anxie
ty to get to .the window and trap the 
prowler, it had not penetrated, but now 
she remetnbered it, and it was an added 
horror to those that closed in on her. 

The food shelves on the rear wall of 
the kitchen had been empty ; Absolutely 
empty. There was nothing to eat in the 
house, except that one piece of dried beef 
on which Dad had gnawed ! 

Why had they left him like this ? It was 
not like them. It was certainly not like 
Doc Rawlins. Perhaps he didn't know . • •  

Edith let the shade drop again, glanced 
at the· sleeping jeremiah, ran out-through 
a curtained doorway to the hall where the 
telephone was. She twirled the magneto 
handle viciously, snatched the receiver 
from its hook and jammed it against her 
ear. 

"N wnber, please.'' 
"Ring two-three." She knew her voice • 

was husky, unrecognizable. She was glad 
of it. The operator was Martha Salant 
and i f  Martha knew who she was there 
would have been questions to answer. 
Even itt school) she had been an insatia
bly curious� little tyke. 

The receiver clicked. Clicked again. 
That always happened when Doc Raw
lins' number was rung. There was only 
one line through Welcome Valley, and 
everyone on it was lifting l1is receiver to 
listen in, anxious to know who was sick, 
what was the matter with them • . • • 

"Rawlins speaking. Who· is it ?'' 
"Edith Horne, Doctor. I • . . .  " 
"Edith !'' The physician's interjection 

was a shout of surprise. "'Where are 
you ?" 

·'Home. But listen . • • •  " 
'• How on earth did you get there ? Did

n't anyone see you ?" Those had been the 
first words out of her father's mouth too ! 
What . . . .  ? 

"I just got here, Doctor. I found 
Dad . • • .  " 

"I know," he broke in, as though he 
wanted to cut her short, as though he 
didn't want the eavedroppers to hear any 
more. "I'll be right over. If they'll let me 
get through again." 

"If they Who ? Who would stop you ? 
Why ?" 

uYou'll find out!'J But that wasn't Dr. 
Rawlins' voice. Or was it Rawlin's voice 
changed, gruff suddenly, thick with 
threat ? 

· 

"'Doctor !" No answer. "Doctor." Had 

I 
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he hung up ? ({Doctor Rawlins, why don,t 
you an.s1»er me?" 

A laugh • • • •  But it wasn't Dr. Raw
lins who laughed. There was the same 
mocking, triumphant tone in that laugh 
as there had been in the one that had 
seemed to come out of the very walls of 
the old house. 

"Who was that ? \iVho was that laugh
ing ?'' 

No answer. Utterly no answer. Nothing 
but enigmatic clicks as the listeners cut 
off. 

• 

DITH hung her own receiver up with 
nerveless fingers. Her hand stayed 

on the cold rubber as though to keep her 
in touch with reality. Her aching brow 
crinkled as she fought to get her whirling 
thoughts into some kind of order. 

First, both Dad and the old doctor had 
seemed astonished that she had gotten 
here at all. That meant that if she had 
been spied getting off the train she would 
have been stopped. 

Second, her father had twice ordered 
her away, had ordered her not to let any
one know she had been here. Even in the 
agony he had suffered from the light, he 
had demanded to kno'v whether he had 
touched her. The disease, whatever it 
was, must be terribly contagious . • • •  

That was it ! The house ·was quaran
tined. No one had dared enter it, even 
to nurse Dad. That accounted for his be
ing alone. It accounted for his surprising 
reception of her, and for the two men's 
surprise at her presence. But it did not 
account for the gun. It did not account 
for the unseen watcher, for the voice and 
the laugh on the 'phone. 

Nor for Dr. Rawlins' doubt whether 
he would be permitted to visit his patient 

• 

agatn • • • .  
Again ! That meant he had already been 

here. That he had been treating Dad. 
But the old man was no better. The ill-
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ness was beyond the country physician's 
skill. It was folly to expect him to know 
what to do for it. Edith had seen nothing 
like it in the hospital • . . •  

The hospital ! If she could only get her 
father there. If  only Harry could see 
him. Harry would know what to do. 
Harry . . . •  

What a fool she was ! Harry was her 
lover. Midwest City was only a three 
hours' auto trip away . . . . 

Edith Home was twirling the magneto 
handle· again. "Martha,'' she gasped. 
"This is Edith. Get me long distance 
quickly. Midwest 4386. Hurry !'' 

"Edith," Martha's tone was queer, ''I 
can't get you that number. I cannot take 
any out-of-town calls from your 'phone." 

"You you " Edith Horne couldn't 
talk, couldn't force coherent words out of 
her clamped throat. "What ? What did 
you say ?" 

" I  am not pern1itted to connect you 
with any out-of-town number.'' The op
erator took refuge in the metallic, ex
pressionless accents of her vocation. Then 
her voice broke. "Oh Edith. I 'n1 sorry. 
Terribly • • • .." 

"Why ? What's going on here ? 
What . . •  ?" 

"I can't tell you. I don't dare • • • .  n 
"Martha !'' The fear she had sensed in 

the house wasn't confined to it. It reached 
out over the countryside. It was reflected 
in the sharp thinning of Martha Salant's 
voice, in its tremble. "Listen to me, Mar
tha. You must listen to n1e. My father's 
terribly ill. He's dying. I'm calling a 
doctor for him, a specialist who can save 
hin1 if anyone in the world can. You can't 
be so cruel, nobody can be so cruel, as 
not to let me • • • .  " 

"I'm not permitted to • • • •  " 
"Stop !" The distracted girl clung to the 

box, her fingers opening, closing, open
ing on its wooden surface as though some
how they could mould it into compliance. 
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"Stop saying that like a parrot. Like a
a soulless tnachine. You aren't a machine. 
You're the little girl who sat alongside 
of tne in school. You're ·Martha Salant 
and I'm Edith Horne and we . grew up 
together. We used to share boy friends. 
We used to hide from the boys because 
we liked being alone together better than 
anything. You cried when I went away 
to train and you made tne swear that I 
would never forget you. You can't do this 
to me. You can't, Martha ! You've got to 
help tne !" 

"I I can't . . . .'' the voice in the 
'phone sobbed. " I  can't refuse you. I'll 
take the chance. But I can't connect you 
direct. That \vould be noticed. Give me 
your message and I'll repeat it to your 
doctor." There was terror in that voice, 
but now there \vas courage too. Edith 
was soon to learn how great a courage. 
"Hurry.'' 

"God bless you ! Listen. Midwest 4386 
is Dr. Harold Gorton. Ask for him in 
person. Tell him Edith, his Edith, needs 
him desperately. Tell him to drive here 
and to bring both his bags, surgical and 
medical. Tell hin1 to come quickly.'' 

"I've got it, Edith. I'll watch my chance 
to make the call." 

"Call me back and tell me as soon as 
you have. I . . . '' 

1:he line was dead. Martha had gasped, 
just before it went dead, as though she 
had seen someone coming. But she would 
do what she promised. Edith knew her, 
and she knew she could re1y on that. 

• 

HERE was nothing to do now but 
wait for Martha's call back that the 

message had been delivered. Nothing to do 
but wait, and wonder why the quarantine 
extended even to the telephone ; to cower 
under the pall of dread that weltered in 
the darkened house and wondered what 
J eren1iah Horne had done to deserve the 
curse that had been laid upon him . . • .  
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N oth·ing to do ! Edith shook her head, 
abruptly. Why, there was everything to 
do. Her father lay in · those frowsy 
blankets, the dirt of weeks, caked on him. 
She was a nurse, and she thought she had 
nothing to do ! 

She tnust clean him up, bathe hin1. 
while he was still under the influence of 
the narcotic she had administered. First 
she would fetch clean sheets, clean 
blankets, from the closet in his room 
above. 

The girl started for the stairs that rose 
out of the hall's obscurity, twisting from 
a landing and then going through the 
ceiling so that she could not see what was 
at their upper end. She \Yent up slowly, 
while little, uncontrollable quiYers ran 
through her. She was tired, inexplicably 
tired, so that climbing these steps she 
was accustomed effortlessly to run up. 
was a tremendous task. A dtt11 ache 
throbbed, throbbed in her skull . 

She reached the landing, turned. An 
oblong of light lay vertically against the 
\\'all above ; angling in, Edith knew, £ron1 
a skylight in the unwindowed upper halJ. 
It was not very bright, but it stabbed her 
eyes with sudden pain. 

She halted, shutting her lids against 
the discomfort. Apprehension twisted in 
her breast. Even though she had been 
in the dusk below .for an hour or more. 
the light should not have had so great an 
effect. Could it be that she had becotne 
-infected ? She pushed the grisly thought 
out of her n1ind, ren1etnbering the scare 
a pitnple had given her a few days after 
she had tended her first scarlet fever case. 

If she started to look for sympton1s that 
she had caught her father's illness she'd 
soon get herself into a state where she'd 
be useless, unable to help him. And he 
needed her help so terribly. 

She forced herself to open her eyes, 
to look directly at the radiant rectangle. 
Relief sighed from her lips. They didn't 

• 
• 
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hurt any longer. She started up agajn . • • •  

A shadow flitted across the oblong of 
light ! The same grotesquely contorted sil
houette she had glimpsed on the ridge 
above Dark Pond ! 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Doom Patrol 

NGER exploded within Edith Horne, 
rage at all the inexplicable, menacing 

experiences the past hour had brought 
her. It took control of her, hurled her 
up the few remaining steps. Her heels 
thumped on the upper landing. She 
twisted . • • •  

The square hall was vacant ! There was 
... 

no one in it, and the dust on the uncar-
peted floor was unmarked. The two doors 
giving on it were tightly closed. 

Edith snatched at the knob of the one 
directly ahead of her, jerked it open. The 
hinges creaked with disuse, and the room 
behind it was en1pty as the hall had been. 
It was her own roon1. Nothing was dis
turbed. The little bed with its neat pink 
spread, the dresser, the washstand, were 
just as she had left it. · 

The other then. Her father's. Still in 
the grip of the wrath that had vanquished 
fear, the girl swung around, darted across 
the hall went into the slant-ceiled cham
ber where for years J eren1iah Horne had 
slept alone in the big, four-poster bed 
where she had been born. 

This, too, was unoccupied. The mat
tress on the bed was naked. There were 
successive circles of dirt in the washbowl 
left by water that had dried. Dad's desk 
in the corner was cluttered with the 
papers and the small gadgets of his farm 
business, and over all lay a thick layer 
of dust. But no one was in it, there was 
no evidence of anyone's having been in 
it since he had dragged the clothing from 
the bed, and dragged himself downstairs 
to his lot:�g vigil with pain and terror. 
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No one in the hall, no one in the only 
two rooms up here ! What then had made 
the shado\v • . . ? Had she really seen 
it ? Had not her fevered imagination, 
wrought up by her father's condition, 
evoked the laugh and the footfall out of 
the creakings of the ancient timbers, the 
settling of the house's ancient stones ? 
The shadow might have been that of a 
cloud, drifting between the sun and the 
hall skylight. 

There wasn't anyone in the house. 
There couldn't be. The doors were locked, 
the windows nailed shut. • • • Was she 
sure ? Perhaps Dad hadn't fastened those 
up here. 

Edith got moving again. She reached 
the window, jerked up its blind. Yes . 
There were the nail-heads, the deep dents 
the hammer had made in the old wood of 
the sash. No one could have come in 
through this window or left by it. If 
there was anyone else in the house beside 
the Hornes, father and daughter, it was 
a bodiless phantom, a wraith to whose 
passage solid stone, solid wood, were no 
barrier. 

The girl tried to shrug away that sug
gestion, but it remained, an unacknowl
edged chill tingled at the back of her 
brain of which she could not quite rid her
self. 

Fro1n up here she could see a sn1all 
strip of the road beyond the hedge. She 
\Vatched it for a minute, hoping that per
haps the nose of Dr. Rawlins' rattletrap 
coupe would poke into view, his pren1on
ition of trouble reaching here proven 
groundless. The longing for him, for 
any human companionship, rose bitter in 
her throat. 

Quite suddenly all color drained out 
of the scene. A grey pall seethed along 
the road, n1aking its soundless solitude 
more dreary still. Edith was momen
tarily startled, forgetting how quickly 
dusk was accustomed to take possession of 

• 
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Welcome Valley as the sun dipped below 
its western hill. 

A figure appeared frotn around the 
curve w�ere the highway passed out of 
sight to her left. It  paced slowly toward 
the Horne house's gate. It was at first 
a vague wraith, its outlines indistinguish
able. Then a vagrant light beam glinted 
on metal, and the girl discerned a long
barrelled rifle, slanted across a burly, 
tnackinawed shoulder. 

The pedestrian came nearer, moving 
with a· strange, purposeful deliberation. 
The girl's forehead whitened against the 
pane and her eyes ached, straining to 
make him out. 

E was Jed Faston ! Edith's breath 
whispered relief, hissing past her 

white teeth. The unrealized apprehension 
that had pent it faded. Jed was a class
mate of hers. He lived down near Well
ton, his folks' homestead bordering on 
the Salants' little farm whose white house 
served as the Valley's telephone exchange. 
He \vas in fact, Martha's beau. He could 
not, then, intend any hann to the Hornes. 
He was tnerely returning from a rabbit 
hunt in the woods. 

But he was walking too slo\vly for 
that. His booted feet thumped right, 
left, right, left as i f  he were a sentry 
on patrol. 

A sense of other moven1ent pulled 
Edith's gaze away from him. She peered 
to the right. Another form advanced 
along the road, from the direction of 
the village. This one, too, carried a gun 
across his shoulder, but he was taller, 
somehow gaunter than Faston. It  was 
Uriah Scantell the old grouch who had 
been the bugaboo of her childhood his 
hatless white hair gleatning palely in the 
deepening dimness, his lank stature bowed 
under the weight of his toilsome years. 

There was something ominous in the 
slow pacing of those two out there. Some 
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dreadful quality of implacable deternlitl
ation. Of grim threat. 

They met at the gate. Scantell said 
something to Jed, and the youth stiffened. 
Edith could see his face clearly now, and 
she saw a n1uscle twitch in its bronzed 
cheek, saw the openings between his eye-· 
lids narrow till they were tight slits. The 
blunt jaw hardened. 

Jed whirled abruptly. His free hand 
fisted, lifting to shake at the house. His 
countenance \vas a marble mask of savage 
hate. He lurched at the gate, thrusting 
• 

tt open. 

· The revolver butt ground into Edith's 
palm. There was no mistaking the fel
low's intention. Uriah had said some ... 
thing to the youth that was sending hin1 
to attack her father. To finish him t Her 
pistol jerked up. Jed wouldn't reach the 
house ! Not i f  she still remembered how 
to shoot straight. . . • 

Scan tell's bony fingers clutched Jed's 
arm, dragged him back into the road. 
The older man's fleshless lips tnoved, and 
the other's visage went quiveringly white. 
His hand went to his eyes in a gesture 
of horror. 

That instinctive 111oven1ent told the 
Yr"atching girl what argu1nent Uriah had 
used to halt the youth's impetuous pur
pose. '"fhe plague that ravaged Jeremiah 
Horne was paradoxically his safeguard. 
They hated him, but they dared not come 
within reach of  hin1 to wreak their hate 
upon him. 

Why ? What had her father done to 
the people of Welcome Valley, that they 
should fling an armed cordo11 about hitn 
to keep him in, to keep help from reach
ing him until a tnore terrible death than 
any they could inflict should take him ? 

Scantell was speaking earnestly with 
Faston. Jed nodded, once, wheeled, re
traced, stiff-legged the route of his 
sentry-go that was a relentless death 
watch. 

-
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Thud, thud, thud Edith could almost 
hear the pound of his heavy soles as little 
jets of dust spurted from the road be
neath them. They beat like blows of a 
padded hammer on her skul.l. 

Uriah didn't move. He stood stiffly in 
the gathering gloom, watching Jed Fas
ton n1arch away from him. A furtive 
smile touched his bitter mouth. He had 
waited years, it seemed to say, for victory 
over his ancient enemy. Now it was his, 
full measure and running over. He it 
was, Edith gathered from the by-play 
she was witnessing, who had somehow 
inflamed the countryside against Jeremiah 
Horne. He was the inspiration of the 
grim patrol . • • •  

HAT was he up to now ? The youth 
out of sight around the curve, 

Scantell had come abruptly to life. He 
whirled, dropped to his knees, fumbled 
at something under the hedge. He lifted, 
without his rifle, grasping a large brown, 
paper parcel. 

He was through the gate, his long legs 
eating up the gravel bye-road that curved 
across the unkempt lawn. He reached 
the porch, went out of view under its 
slanting roof. 

The old farmer was out again, before 
Edith could move, was hurtling back to 
the turnpike, his hands empty. He shot 
through the gate, scooped up his gun . . . .  

He was pacing back the way he had 
come, ramrod stiff, relentless seeming as 
before. Just as a rise in the hedge hid 
him, his head twisted and he looked • 

straight up at the window through which 
the girl was peering. 

Uriah Scantell was gone. He had 
known all the time that she was there. 
He had tneant her to see what he had 
done. 

vVhat was it he had done ? What had 
he so furtively dashed across the lawn 
to leave on the porch below ? 
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Edith swung around. Bewilderment 
was a sick whirl in her head as she darted 
across the room, as she threw herself 
down the twisting stairs and through the 
almost total darkness that now invaded 
the lower floor. The revolver was in her 
right hand, but her 'left found the knob 
of the big entrance door by instinct, 
t\visted it. The heavy portal swung open. 

The bundle was on the threshold, right 
outside. Edith snatched it up, slammed 
the door shut again. The parcel felt 
bulky, irregular, as though it wrapped 
many smaller containers. Queer. She 
must see what they were, at once. 

She switched on a light. y ellO\V glare 
from the fixture behind her jabbed her 
eyes with sudden pain, threw her shadow 
on the age-darkened oak panel she faced. 
Her vision cleared and the girl stared at 
the crinkled brown paper of the package 
she held. 

She ripped an edge, tore a long tri
angle from it. Rounded glass of a mason 
jar gleamed through the aperture, serried 
ranks of preserved string-beans within 
it. Food ! It was food Scantell had 
brought to her. But . • • •  

An edge of white paper ritnmed the 
edge of the hole. Edith clamped her 
revolver in her armpit, tugged the paper 
out. A pencilled scravvl sprawled across 
the crumpled sheet. The girl read the 
words : 

1·'They'd kill tne ef they knowed I was 
doing this, but I had to take the chance. 
I'll try and get Ppc Rawlins through to 
you. U. Scantell." 

AUGiiiTER twisted in Edith's breast. 
Of all the people of Welcome Valley, 

of all Dad's neighbors, the only one who 
had any mercy, any bowels of compassion 
for him, was Uriah Scantell. Jeremiah 
Horne's only friend was the man he had 
hated for nearly two decades ! 

He was playing along with the others 

• 
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as the only way to help. A member of 
the quarantine patrol, he could sneak 
food in to them. He could permit Doctor 
Rawlins to pass. . . . 

· 

But Rawlins couldn't do Dad any good. 
It was Harry. . . . Edith remen1bered 
Martha Scantell's promise to call back 
and report whether she had been able to 
reach Harry, realized that the time since 
that promise had been n1ade was long. 
too long. Son1ething must have gone 
wrong. She'd call Martha, find out. . . .  

Swinging around to carry out that in
tention, the girl was stricken abntptly 
rigid, all power of movement gone fron1 
her, a taut, quivering statue. 

Where the telephone should be there 
was nothing but bare, white plaster, 
gashed where the bolts that had held the 
box had been torn out of the wall fron1 
which copper-ended wires curled, black 
tendrils like \vinter-blasted vines fron1 a 
frost-riven trellis. The instrun1ent itself 
lay on the floor, a mess of disjointed 
wood and \I'\<,. ire and battery, utter I y use
less ! 

She was cut off now, completely cut 
off. from all hun1an contact. But fraught 
with despair as that predicament was, it  
for1ned only an iota of the terror that 
greyed ��dith Horne,s face, that froze her 
blood, that wrung an unheard whimper 
fron1 her pallid lips. 

Here \\r-as proof indeed, devastating, 
nerve-shredding proof, that witl�in the 
house, lock�d and barred against intru
sion, an unseen prowler lurked. That 
telephone had been intact when she had 
gone upstairs. While she had been up 
tl ' � re son1ething had materialized to 
stnash and destroy it, and had vanished 
again into the fearful limbo of non
existence whence he had cotne. 

A laugh, a footfall, the slither of fabric 
against a rough surface, a shadow logic 
had explained these. denying that any 
enemy had won "'ithin the stone walls 

that made of the Horne house a fort. 
But this logic, reason. could not deny. 
Material hands had done this thing, 
malevolent hands. The old house was 
no longer a fo11. It was a jail, caging 
her in with terror. 

The revolver thudded to the floor. 
Scant ell's package slipped fron1 Edith's 
numbed hands, struck her foot. She 
didn't feel the pain of it, but the fall split 
the bundle open. Jars, a loaf of bread 
spilled out, a roasted chicken. The girl 
stared at then1 dully. Old Uriah had 
dared much to fetch those here, but thev 
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would never be eaten. The fearful phan-
totn was tired of waiting, he would 
strike. . . . 

u Edie !" A high-pitched cry shrilled 
from within the curtained sitting-roon1 
doorway. "\lVhere are you, Edie ?'' There 
was the sound of a scuffle, of a vicious, 
animal snarling. u Ed-ie ! EDIE !" Ter
ror-edged, the keen knife of her father's 
screan1 slashed the invisible bonds of 
eerie fear from Edith's limbs. She \vhirl
ed around, flung herself through the 
portieres into the roon1 whence the agon
ized call had con1e. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The Attack from Behind 

HE complete darkness that flooded 
the great chamber was tempered by 

light seeping past the curtains from the 
hall. In the grey ditnness Edith Horn� 
was aware of a black bulk swaying above 
the sofa where she had left her father. 
a confused dark mass it1 the darkness. 

As she neared it the murk revealed 
]eren1iah's ghastly face, his flailing, claw
like hands. And no one else I He was 
battling with something invisible. unsee
able. . . . 

"Dad !" Edith screatned, seeing hin1 
thrown back, hard, on the sofa. Sh� 
seemed to feel the blast of a cold \V ind 

• 
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blown past her, of an icy, impalpable 
presence that passed her and was gone. 
Then she had reached the couch, had 
thumped to her knees beside it, was gath
ering her father in her arms. 

"Daddy dear," she husked, n1anaging 
to get the words past the constriction 
with which nightn1are terror clamped her 
throat. "Daddy. What has happened ? 
What . . • .  " 

"Hush, baby,'' the cracked lips whis
pered. ''Hush. Sleep, baby Edie. Sleep. 
Mother's gone away, but Daddy will take 
care of you. Always. Forever and ever ." 
A gnarled and twisted talon reached out 
to stroke her hair, caressingly. "Sleep, 
baby Edie. Sleep.'' 

The suppurated, lashless lids were tight 
shut, as Edith had last seen theh1, but 
from between their yellow granulations 
tears squeezed out to creep down the 
bro,vn and sealy cheeks. 

The chill of panic subsided a bit in the 
girl's bosom, and pity welled up within 
it, helpless grief. ,..fhe wraith with which 
her father had been battling, she became 
aware, was real only in his own delirium. 
The effects of the drug she had admin
istered were wearing off, but he was still 
under the injection's influence. He had 
been fighting a phanton1 of the long
dead years, was reliving no\v in his be
clouded soul a scene out of the vanished 
past. The Edie for whom he had cried 
out was not his daughter but his lost 
vvife, whose name she bore. Edith her
self was the infant he thought himself 
fondling. 

HAslcep,' '  the agonized tones whis
pered. "Baby's asleep, but I can't sleep. 
Edie 111ight con1e back \vhile I'm asleep, 
and go avvay again because I won't be 
awake to tell her I forgive her. Tell 
her " the mun1ble changed to the hush
ed drone of prayer "tell her, God, that 
I forgive her. Tell her I will be here 
always, vvaiting for her return. Bring 

.. 
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her back, God, when You think I have 
paid enough in suffering for the hap
piness You gave me and now have taken 
from me." 

In his delirium Jeremiah Horne was 
lifting the veil fron1 the secret he had 
hidden from his daughter for eighteen 
years. She knew now that her mother 
had not died then, might even still be 
alive. She knew why her father had 
always prayed, in the n1oments of her 
greatest joy, that The Lord should not 
ask too great a price of her in pay
n1ent. • • • 

ER mother had gone away, and all 
these years her father had been 

vvaiting for her return. 
"Till the day I die, Edie, I shall wait 

right here, in the house I built for 
�ou . . . .  , 

Edith \vas conscious of a feeling of 
shame, as though she were eavesdropping 
on the conversation of a soul with its 
Maker. She should not pern1it it. 

"Father," she said firmly, though her 
lips were trembling. �'Dad, dear. You 
must be quiet.'' Sometimes a cool, calm 
voice would penetrate a sufferer's fevered 
drean1s and lull him into silence. "You 
n1ust sleep. I'm right here, father, to 
watch over you." 

''Watch. . .'' The delirious babble 
caught at the word. "Where's tny watch, 
Uriah ?" She had succeeded only in jar
ring the wandering mind into another 
channel. "You promised to give it back 
to me as soon as you got back. . . . Lost 
it ! Pay n1e ? Man, what are you saying ? 
There isn't money enough in the world 
to pay me for that watch. Didn't you 
read the words on the case ? 'Edith to 
Jerry' She gave it to tne. She And you 
\vant to pay me. • . . Damn you ! Da1nn 
you, to hell, Uriah Scantell. I'll . . • .  " He 
was strugglit1g again, surging against his 
daughter's embrace "Never forgive·-

" never • • • •  
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"Hush, Dad. Please hush,'' the girl 
pleaded, desperately. "You'll hurt your
self. You'll. . . ." He was pathetically 
weak. She had once seen hin1 throw 
Elmer Barnes, the hired tnan who was 

. half his age, in a wrestling match, pin
ning the fellow down in sixty seconds, 
and now her own puny strength \vas 
n1ore than enough to hold him. 

"Friend,'' his struggles subsided, but 
his dreary monotone continued, rephras
ing an ancient tragedy. ''Wife. Both 
gone. Only little Edie left, only . . . .  " 
The voice trailed off into silence. 

The tren1bling girl held the pitiful hulk 
of her father in her artns. At first she 
was aware only of sorrow for his long 
Gethsemane, then she was pondering the 
revelations of his delirium for some ex
planation of their present dreadful situ
ation. 

1""herc \vas none. Even the notion that 
Uriah Scantell \vas someho\v behind their 
predican1ent ,vas effectually banished if  
it had retnained after his effort to aid 
then1. The grudge that had lain between 
the tvro old neighbors \Vas founded only 
in her father's grievance against Uriah. 
Scantell had none. could have none, 
against hin1. · 

It did not really ntatter .  Nothing 
n1attered, except that somehow she must 
keep Dad alive till Harry got here. 
Harry would save him. . . . 

She'd get the chicken, n1ake a broth 
out of it. A hot broth \Vould give Dad 
strength. . . . First she must have light 
in here. It was the darkness that was 
so horrible, pressing about her, hiding 
within it shado\\�s that might be. . . . No. 
She tnustn't let herself think of that 
either. Above all, not of the intangible, 
malignant presence within the house, that 
bv all the rules of reason could not be • 
there. 

Light. . • . But light was agony to 
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Dad. That was easy. · She'd blindfold 
him. 

Edith tore a strip frotn the hetn of  
her slip, folded it across the yellow scars 
of her father's lids, knotted it behind hi� 
scabrous scalp. That done, she glided 
back to the entrance doorway, found the 
switch tumbler there, thumbed it ttp. 

It clicked and that was all: · The 
chandelier in the ceiling did not flare. 
the brooding gloon1 remained. Something 
had gone wrong with the current in here 
-or had �een made to go wrong ! But 
there "ras still light in the hall. The girl 
pulled at the portieres, pulling thetn wide 
to let that light come in. 

Her hand tig·htened on the curtain 
edge. Out there, on the floor where she 
had dropped them, lay the jars of pre
served vegetables, the roasted chicken .  
But the revolver was gone; 

She ren1embered distinctly that con
tainer of beets rolling against it. Perhaps 
she was mistaken. Perhaps the gun was 
against the nearer wall . where she couldn •t 
see it from in here. 

It took effort to n1ake the single step 
across the threshold. It took n1ore \vi l l  
po\ver, more sheer strength than all the 
hospital stairs Edith had had to climb in 
her three years of training. She man 
aged it. . . . 

• 
The revolver \Vas not there. She was 

weaponless. Defenceless. 
� 

Suddenly she felt hands grab her front 
behind ! She saw one on her arm, a 
gnarled, brown-scaled talon. The other 
was on her throat, clan1ping it, throttling 
her screan1. Edith tried to t\vist, managed 
only to get her head around, to see a 
slavering, contorted n1outh drawn away 
frotn yellow fangs, to see gory eyeballs, 
pupils shrunk to pinpoints, staring into 
her own dilated pupils. The effluvium of  
her father's dread disease \\r·as ahnost pal
pable. 

The claws cutting off her breath tight-
• 

• 

• 
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ened with infernal po\ver, twisting her 
head back so that she could no longer see 
that horror-mask. Her lungs heaved, 
fighting for the breath that was denied 
then1. The hall was a whirling, yellow 
luminance to her tortured sight. It was 
darkening, as strength seeped out of her. 

Her \vater-weak legs buckled. The 
choking grip on her larytuc was all that 
kept her from falling. Through the giddy 
dark tnist that whirled around her, that 
\Vhirled within her brain, she heard a 
cackling, mindless laugh, high and shrill 
and triun1phant. 

CHAPTER SIX 
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'- I have a key.'' It was still in his 
hand. "Your dad gave his to me when 
he first took sick, so that I could con1e 
and go as I pleased." 

Rawlins had a key he could come and 
go as he pleased. . . . But it wasn't he 
who had smashed the 'phone, who had 
tried to kill her. It was Dad. . . . 

"What happened to you ? I can1e in 
and found you on the floor here, passed 
out." 

"I  ' '  She caught herself. She must 
not let the doctor know that it \vas her 
own father who had attacked her. It was 
the deliriun1 that had n1ade him do it . 
The fever. "I don't kno\\�. I I n1ust 

The Plague Spreads have fainted." Her hand went to her 
AIN tore at Edith Horne's throat, throat, to hide the marks which must 

tortured her eyeballs. A hand {unl- be there. But Doc must already havr 
bled at the neck of her frocl·. Ioo�ening seen thetn. He n1ust be wondering ho"'· 
it to strip it fron1 her. they got there. "It's· it's been so ter-

She struck out, blindly, viciously. Her rible, waiting for you, not kno\ving what 

\\,.rist slapped into a paln1 that closed on to do for Dad.'' 

it. held it n1otionless. "Easy," a voice "I know." His tired old voice, cot l 

said. "Easy there. Edie. You're all right. soling. "It n1ust have been a shock to 
You're all right, I say." · you, finding Jeremiah as he is. I can 

The girl's eyes fle\v open, and she \Vas understand \vhat you have been feeling. 
:·taring up into the bearded countenance, I worried about it, all the tin1e I \\.,as 
the twinkling blue eyes, troubled but working over Martha Salant. I . . . .  " 

kindly, of old Doctor Hugh Ra\\'lins ! "Over Martha !'' Edith exclain1ed, 
"Easy does it,'' he said again, and she catching hold of Rawlins' sleeve. "What 

remembered that gruff, tender voice say- do you mean ? What's happened to Mar
ing just that the day Doc Rawlins took tha ?' ' 
her tonsils out. ''I'm not going to hurt "Never mind Martha:· he evaded. "Ifs 
you. No one's going to hurt you.'' ,, you . . . .  

The girl thrust herself up to a itting 
"Tell n1e !'' The girl's cry \vas edged posture, stared wildly about her. · She 

was on the floor in the hall. She saw by hysteria. "Tell tne. I 've got to know. 

father was again on the sofa against the ow. 

further wall, sleeping as though he had The doctor shrugged. "She's dead . 

never left it. Her throat cut. She was lying over the 

Her gaze can1e back to the physician. switchboard when they found her . . . .  " 

"How how did you get in here ?" Had "Her throat. . . . \\'hen ? When did 
he seen that unnatural attack ? "The door they find her like that ?'' 
was locked.'' Pray that he had not. Pray "About fifteen minutes after you 
silently that he had not. - - 'phoned n1e. She was still alive then. hut 



26 a I I I 1 a I I 21 0 1 511311 

she couldn't talk. I had a patient in the 
office and hadn't left yet, when . . . .  " 

"Fi fteen minutes. Fifteen Maybe she 
got the call through. Maybe . . . .  '' 

"vVhat call ? What are you talking 
about ?'' • 

"I wanted to get Harry out here. Dr. 
Harold Gorton. . . .'' 

"Of Midwest ? The endocrine gland 
• 1 "  t " specta 1s . . • . 

"Yes. Martha said she wasn't perniit
ed to connect me but she would tell him 
herself. She . • • .  '' 

"That's it then ! That's why !'' Raw
lins straightened, his bushy eyebrows 
beetling, the eyes beneath them stormy, 
suddenly with some obscure emotion. 
''By asking her to do that you condemned 
her to death 1'' 

,., ... DITH was somehow on her feet. 
"Death ! Doctor Rawlins. . . . " 

' 'They overheard you and they killed 
her trying to keep that call from getting 
through, just as they would have killed 
me if they'd caught me sneaking through 
the bushes to reach here. They. . . ." 

"Who ?" · 

"All the men of Welcome Valley." 
Rawlins twisted, pushed out the light. 
Edith heard the front door knob rattle, 
then it was open. Cool, sweet air came 
in. "Look, Edith," the old doctor grated. 
"Look out there.'' . , 

A n1oonless night lay black over the 
countryside. But yellow sparks flickered, 
a far flung line of them, against the 
velvety blackness. They made a great 
arc midway up the hills, its horns swerv
ing to the road, and the girl knew with
out being told that the circle of bonfires 
was completed behind the house. 

"They're in the hills," Rawlins whis
pered, "all around, from where the turn
pike fron1 Midwest City comes over the 
gap in South .Mountain to the depot in 
Wellton. I wondered why they'd called 
everyone out to do that, instead of just 

patrolling the road as they have been 
right along, and now I know. They're 
not goi!!g to let Gorton get through." 

"Then, he's coming !'' 
"Yes, he's coming. But he won't get 

here.'' There was grim foreboding in 
that low voice in the dark. "Hiding in 
the bushes, waiting my chance to slip by, 
I overheard two of them talking. Now I 
understand what they meant.'' 

"What did they say ?" 

" 'Don't worry. He'll be stopped at 
South Mountain. If he argues, they'll 
know what to do.' " 
-

"What ?'' the girl gulped. "What will 
they do ?'' 

· 

"They killed Martha Salant, didn't 
they ? If Scan tell didn't stop at that, he 
\von't stop at another murder." 

"Scan tell !'"' 
"He's their leader." 

"But . . . .  " Edith's lips shut off what 
she had been about to say. A grisly sus
picion was formil}.g at the back of her 
brain. 

"But what ?" 

"Nothing. Close the door, Doc, and 
let's go in to Dad. I don't care what 
happens to anyone else. Y ou�ve got to 
help him. ''You've got to do something 
for him.'' · 

"I'll try again.'' The door slamn1ed 
shut, and the light went on again. "But 
I've given up hope. His case is beyond 
me.'' • 

"Go on in and examine him. I want 
to pick up these things before they get 
spoiled." Edith bent to them, hiding her 
face from the · physician's probing eyes. 
"Maybe you'll think of something." 

He wouldn't, she thought, watching 
his feet move away from her, moving one 
after the other into the sitting room. He 
wouldn't even try. He had betrayed him
self py, that:..last remark, that Uriah Scan
tell was the leader of  those who had 

• 
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drawn the ring of death around the ·Horne 
homestead. 

Uriah had risJ:ced his life to bring this 
food here. He had been willing to risk 
his life again to pass Rawlins through 
the lines. He had not been called upon 
to do that. 

Of course not. Because Doc had been 
already inside those lines. Doc had a key 
to the house. He, and only he, could 
have entered it to rob it of food. To 
smash the telephone. Before that how 
easy for him, a physician, to do it, how 
difficult for anyone else he had infected 

. Jeremiah Horne with the illness that was 
destroying hitn. He had suggested the 
quarantine, had frightened the valley 
dwellers with his report of its awful in
fectuousness, till that" quarantine was 
being kept up with almost insane fervor. 

He had come in, just now, at the 
exact instant to save her from the sick 
man's attack. That was why he hadn't 
noted the weals at her neck, left by those 
choking talons. He hadn't wanted to 
question her too closely. He had been 
too . anxious to get over tQ her his warn
ing that any }lope of outside aid was 
futile • • • .  

OING through the doorway he had 
pulled the portieres together behind 

him, but tbere was light shining from 
beneath them. He had known how to get 
light in there, because it had been he who 
had shut it off. . 

"Jeremiah !" That was his voice, inside. 
"Jeremiah, wake up.'' 

He had probably given Dad an in
jection of atropine to counteract the mor
phine. "What," Edith heard her father 
mumbled thickly. "What . . . .  who ?'' 

"Hugh Rawlins, Jeremiah." Doc was 
speaking low, very low, but Edith could 
hear hin1 because her ears were keener 
than most, and because she was strain
ing to hear. ''I've come back again to 
talk to you . To beg you to change your -
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mind. Sign it. I've got it here.'• There 
was the crisp· rustle of paper. "If you • 
sign it they'll let me get a specialist from 
Midwest, and 1naybe he'll be able to save 
you. Sign it, Jeremiah.'' 

"N ' I '11 · ' '  ever . w1 nevet . . . . 

That was it ! A great light suddenly 
dawned on the girl. Rawlins wantea Dad 
to sign some paper. Till he did he would . 
keep him alive. After that . . . .  

"You'd better, Jeremiah. If you don't 
you'll die here. Tomorrow or the day 
after. And after you're gone it will be 
Edith who will sign it." 

"She won't. Before I die I'll tell her 
not to and. . . . " 

, 

"That won't do any good, Jeren1iah . 
Because they'll keep her here too. till she 
does.

,
. 

"Why should they keep her here ? 
Sh ' 

. 
k 

,, 
e s not s1c . . . .  
"Yes she is," the low voice interrupted . 

"I saw her just now. Her eyes are blood
shot, Jeremiah, like yours were when 
this thing began. And there's a little spot 
of bro,vn on the back of her hand.'' 

He was lying ! He nntst be lying . . But 
the light did hurt her eyes. She had be
come so accustomed to that it had ceased 
to mean anything. Her hand. . . . 

• 

Edith stared at the back of her left 
hand. There was a brown spot on it a 

• 

dark brown scale ! 

CHAPTER SEVEN 
• 

The Satanic Scheme 

'' DIE !" The hollow, quivering agony 
of that half-scream fron1 behind 

the portieres, its infinite horror, might 
have come from the girl's own mouth 
that in actuality emitted only a rasping 
gasp n1ore eloquent than any screan1 
could have been. "Not like me ! Not n1y 
baby !" 

HYes , Jetemiah." Rav\·lins· hateful 

• 

• • 
• 
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voice was low-toned, inexorable. "She's 
got it, and I can't help her. Nobody can 
help her as long as we are trapped in 
here.'' 

, 

"All right. I '' 
((Not) Wrath beyond reason ripped 

the monosyllable from Edith's throat. 
"Dad ! No !" She rushed through · the 
portieres into the room, stood with hands 
imploringly out-stretched to her blind
folded father who was sitting up on that 
sofa, a ghastly caricature of humanity. 
''Don't give in to that fiend.'' 

Rawlins spun about to her, his bearded 
countenance that always had seemed so 
benevolent, so venerable, suddenly a false
face of malignant fury ; his eyes blazing 
hatred. 

"Fiend ! You don't know what you're 
talking about, Edith. . . ." 

' 'I know.'' You infected me just now, 
while I was unconscious. You infected 
Dad and came back to be in at his death, 
to put hin1 in that. • . .  " Her arm jerked 
up, flinging a gesture at something which 
leaned against a wall. In the murk that 
till now had cloaked this room she had 
thought it only an angular shadow, "In 
that co /fin In . 

A shrill, n1ad laugh jittered fron1 her 
contorted lips as she stared at the rough
ly made casket. Crudely hacked together 
-Dad had made it hintself. Alone, de
serted, before all his strength was gone 
he had painfully hewn his own death 
box in pitiful anxietY. that his violated 
body should at least have decent burial. 

"Ghoul," Edith shrieked at Rawlins. 
"Vampire !" 

"You little fool !'' He leaped at her, 
all pretence of benevolence gone, his 
bearded countenance distorted with fury. 
He towered above her, a hypodermic in 
his hand, its keen needle stabbed at her 
as he hurtled toward her. 

Edith's own hand swung at him in 
purely instinctive desperation. A mason 

• • 

jar she had not realized it still clutched 
flew from it, crashed square on Rawlins' 
forehead. · 

The doctor went down like a pole-
axed steer. · 

The girl shuddered, gazing down at the 
fallen giant. She had done this. . . . 

Suddenly she found she was trembling 
no longer. She was oddly calm. "Dad." 
She turned to her father. '�I ., He 
didn't hear. He had fainted. The frenzy 
of  excitement draining his fever enfeebled 
constitution of its pathetically small 
strength, his monstrous body lay prone 
beneath the sheet. On the floor beside 
it there was a long, legal-looking . docu
ment, lines of typewriting black across · it. 

Edith walked quite steadily to the 
couch, picked up the long foolscap. 
"Jeremiah Thorne, hereinafter known as 
the party of the first part," she read, 
"agrees to sell to MOON PETRO
LEUM PRODUCTION COMPANY 
hereinafter known as . . • .  right, title 
and interest . • . .  land in Welcome Val-• 

ley bounded . • • .  " 

HE Moon Petroleum . • • • Recol-
lection thumped behind the girl's 

temples. She saw again the stagnant 
waters of Dark Pond, the iridescence 
filming its surface. That was oil. . • ! 
She was beginning to understand. There 
was oil under the Horne homestead. 
Producers had discovered it, had offered 
to buy the land. Dad had refused to sell. 
He had sworn to remain here till he 
died, waiting for his lost wife, and he 
would keep that oath in spite of hell it
self. 

This contract to sell was what Rawlins 
was trying to force him to sign. But 
why should Rawlins . • . . ? 

Wait ! Development of the valley · as 
an oil producing center would rescue its 
land-poor denizens from their poverty. 
rhey owed the physician thousands upon 

I 
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thousands, debts accun1ulated through the 
decades he had served them. He had 
never expected to collect these, but if • 
prosperity came to his patients he would 
be paid and at one stroke become in
dependently wealthy. With hundreds of 
laborers coming in, that 'vealth would 
• 

tncrease . • • •  

Jeremiah Horne's obduracy blocked all 
this. Rawlins had evolved a demonaic 
scheme to break it down, and with the 
utter depravity of  a conscienceless man 
debauched by avarice, he had put it into 
effect. 

He had poisoned the old fartner with 
some obscure and dreadful virus. Play
ing upon their fear of contagion, and 
their own frustrated hopes of fortune, he 
had inflamed Dad's neighbors to their 
puzzling, fierce hatred of him, so that 
they would go to any lengths to tnaintain 
the quarantine he had set up, even to 
the extent of what they regarded as legal 
tnurder. 

. And then she had walked blithely into 
the trap. His precautions set at naught, 
Rawlins had changed his tactics. He 
must force the signature from Jeremiah 
Horne before he died, or, failing that, 
must use the satne diabolical means of 
persuasion on the daughter. 

That was why he had spied on her. 
That was why he had killed Martha 
Salant, trying to prevent the message to 
Harold Gorton from going through, had 
smashed the telephone so that Edith 
wouldn't know it had gone through. He 
had waited until she reached just the 
right pitch of  terror to make her amen· 
able to his will, and had been forced to 
intervene to save her from her father's 
delirious attack, scaring him off by the 
rattle of the door knob. While she had 
been unconscious Edith stared at the 
sore on the back of her hand he had 
infected her with the horror. 

The soft lines of her face had hard-
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ened, until it was a lined, white tnask 
utterly without emotion. Her mouth was 
no longer a rose-red curve made for 
kissing but a straight, grim, colorless line. 

She pushed through the door to which 
she had stalked. It swung shut behind 
h�r. It fitted closely into its jatnb, so 
that no light seeped through, and the 
darkness in here was absolute, but Edith 
did not pause. She went steadily into 
the murk, making for the back entrance 
to the house, that had been bolted against 
her was it only two hours ago ? · 

She went through that door. She walk
ed on into the night where the fires burn
ed over which crouched n1en who would 
shoot her on sight, as they would a rabid 
dog. She was leaving the father she 
loved with an ardor magnified by pity for 
what he endured, alone with the man 
who had inflicted upon hitn that torture. 
It was the onl� way she could tnake cer
tain of Dad· s safety. 

She might be killed. She \vas almost 
certain to be killed. Yet her death would 
save her father. For if the land went to 
the State it would be years before the Oil 
con1pany could negotiate for its posses-

• 

51011. 

She might be killed, but if she could 
get through to South Mountain, if she 
could intercept Harry Gorton where the 
patrols would stop him, she would tell 
them what she had learned and thev 

., 

would let then1 both through. Harry 
would know ho\v to cure Dad and. . . . 

The touch of  her groping hand on the 
door's painted surface interrupted her 
dreary thoughts. Edith's fingers slid 
down the boards, found the bolt. It rat
tled metallically. She shoved it out of 
its socket. . . . 

There was the pad of a slithering foot
fall behind her, a low, bestial snarl ! A 
moving bulk, black against black, loomed 
before her. The overpowering fetor of 
the plague swamped her, and a horny 
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something rasped her cheek. It fastened 
on her shoulder, and a laugh, toneless 
and horrible, beat at her ears. 

E girl lashed out, extremity of ter
ror lending her savage strength. 

Her little fists pounded on skin that was 
not skin but a scaly, repulsive integu
ment. They jolted the attacker's grip 
loose from her shoulder, a long strip of 
her dress ripping loose with them. 

Her assailant lurched back to the 
assault, snarling. She was involved in a · 
tnaelstrom of combat, of  battle invested 
with a strange primeval savagery, with 
a supernatural ferocity. Claws lacerated 
her, tore more and more of her frock 
fron1 her until she felt she was almost 
naked. She fought back, fury whimpering 
in her throat, her own little hands clawed, 
her carefully manicured nails tearing flesh 
that was rotten somehowf under its dry 
. hell. She fought hopelessly, knowing 
she could not win, knowing that the un
seen terror must overwheln1 her at last. 

What \Vas it ? vVhat in God's nan1e 
\Vas it ? Speculation vanished as the 
thing S\varn1ed over her, as she tottered 
backward under a sudden access in the 
fury of its attack. A hand she could 
feel that its fingers were stubby, mere 
rotted stun1ps pressed against her breast, 
thrusting her against door, crushing her 
flesh . . . .  

The fierce pain aroused the reflex of 
a final savage effort within her. Edith 
twisted away from it, her shoulder bat
tering into the attacker, thrusting hin1 
a\vay for an instant. She heard it squeal, 
scutter back. . . . But in the instant's 
respite her frenzied hand had found the 
doorknob, twisted and jerked it open. 
The wood thudded against her lurching 
antagonist, held him back for another 
split second as she scraped through the 
narro,ving opening, sprawled headlong 
into the bush, sprang to her feet again 
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and ran, breathlessly, agonizedly, through 
the night. 

The door slammed again, behind her, 
and she knew that the mewling thing 
she had fought was out. She heard its 
scutter behind her. It was otherwise 
silent, and she was silent, fleeing between 
the circling lights that told. of danger 
almost as terrible as that which pursued 
her. 

They were men she could see clustered 
about those lights. But she could see 
their ready rifles too, and she knew that 
if she veered toward them they would 
shoot first and question afterwards. She 
could only keep going, straight ahead, 
along the long axis of the valley, hoping 
against hope that in the darkness she 
n1ight lose her pursuer, might evade him. 

• 

The fleeing girl looked ahead again, 
picking her way through tangled bushes 
of some fallow land she had reached. The 
withes slashed savagedly at her, cutting 
her, reminding her excruciatingly that 
she was half-naked, that her body was 
netted with lacerations, wet with her O\Vn 
blood. She splashed through a shallo\v 
brook, stubbed her toe against an unseen 
rock, sprawled on the further bank. 

The fall knocked breath out of her. 
She tried to get up again. She could 
not. All her strength was gone. She 
could only lie here panting, gasping, 
tremors shaking her like an ague, while 
the thing she had out-distanced hunted 
her do\vn. 

DITH could hear it, as the blood 
pounded in her ears subsided, rust

ling in the bushes, snuffling. A tiny hope 
grew in her as that sound grew no nearer,. 
as finally it moved away. 

The monster had lost her trail. She 
vvas safe, safe. She could lie here and 
recover her strength, and when morning 
came she would manage to let the quar
antining villagers kno,v, somehow, \vhat 

• 
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she had found out. Dad would be safe 
till then. She would be safe. 

The stars circled giddily. Edith turned 
her head to escape their vertiginous 
dance. They were cut off by the stygian 
shoulder of South Mountain, a jog in it 
the depression where the Midwest Turn
pike came over the spur and down into 
the Welcome Valley. 

And suddenly shining on that turnpike 
was a pair of automobile headlights ! 

A long finger of light shot upward, a 
spotlight reaching into the sky. It blinked. 
Once. It blinked four times, rapidly. A 
pause and the signal was repeated. 

The signal ! Harry's signal ! He had 
taught it to her · in the first days of their 
courtship so that she should know he 
was outside the hospital and would slip 
out to meet him without subjecting her 
to the catty gossip of the Nurse's Dorm
itory. One dot. Four dots. Radio code 
for E. H. That was Harry's car and he 
was signalling to her that he '"ras coming. 
It was Harry. . . ! 

The oncoming headlights were abruptly 
motionless. A figure was revealed in their 
beams. A figure, and a rifle levelled at 
the unseen driver. 

At Harry ! 

They had stopped hin1. But he would 
not let the1n stop him frotn her. He'd 
argue with them for awhile, and then 
he'd lose his tetnper and fight to get 
through. They'd shoot him ! 

• 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

The KiUer 
• 

DITH hadn't realized how far she had 
run frorn the house, with the eerie 

thing pursuing her. There was only son1e 
two hundred yards between the brook and 
the pass, but that two hundred yards was 
all up-hill, so that they seemed infinitely 
long to the desperate girl. 

3 1  
• 

The struggle for air seared her laboring 
lungs, every step was a separate, terrible 
agony. At last, however, foliage was a 
dancing, leafy screen against headlight 
glare ahead of her, and Harry's angry 
voice pounded through to her. 

"I 'n1 not arguing with you any longer. 
If you don't know a quarantine doesn't 
apply to physicians I 'm going ahead any· 
way. Get out of my '\\·ay or I'll ride you 
down." A starter whined, a motor roared 
into life and a rifle bolt clicked. 

"Stop," Edith screamed, catapulting out 
into the road. "Stop, Harry ! Don't 
shoot. Don't." 

"Edith !" Harrv exclaimed. "Good 
• 

Lord . . . .  " 
"Edie Horne," Uriah Scantell swung to 

her. "You . . . .  " 
"Uriah !" He was alone in front of the 

physician's sleek-nosed roadster. "You're 
going to let Dr. Gordon through. You've
got to. Doc Rawlins is fooling you all. 
He poisoned Dad and made you help hitn 
in his terrible scheme.'' 

"Whut' s this ?" The farmer's gaunt 
face \V'as grey, hollow-cheeked above the 
rifle-stock that hugged his shoulder, and 
there \Vas shock in his bleared, dark eyes. 
"Whut' s this ye're sa yin', Edie ? Whut 
are yuh drivin' at ?" 

"What happened to you, Edie ? You're 
. 

WI ?" torn to pteces. 1at . . . . . 

Edith igt1ored her lover for the nlo
tnent. "I've found out all about it. Listen, 
Uriah." The story, as she had recon
structed it, spilled from her in a spate of 
tun1bling \vords. uYou aren't going to let 
hin1 get away \vith it., are you, Uriah ?" 
she finished. "You're going to help Dr . 
Gorton reach him and save him. I 
promise Dad will sell to the oil company 
afterward. I'll get hin1 to, now that I 
know why he refuses." 

"I didn't hold with whut they was 
doin' ," Scan tell replied, ponderingly. "But 
I didn't dare go again 'em. I don't dare 

• 
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naow. They wun't believe yur story, 
though I do. S'posen we wait tull 
mornin' and I'll put it to 'em." 

"It will be too late in the n1orning." 
Dr. Gorton said. "The girl who called me 
described Mr. Horne's symptoms. The 
sen·sitiveness to light, the hypertrophied 
joints and scabrous skin, are typical of an 
aggravated form of botulism, a fungous · 

disease. I brought along the only cure 
for that, but the treatment must begin at 
once. �fr. Horne will be dead by morn
ing, almost certainly. I'm surprised that 
he has lasted as long as he is." 

Scant ell's head swung around to him. 
"An' yuh kin save him if yuh git ter hin1 
now ?" 

ul'm quite sure I can." 
The old tnan shrugged. "Guess I got 

ter take th' chanct then. Look here, yuh 
go 'cross these fields, th' 'vay Edie come. 
The rest uh th' watchers'll be expectin' 
me ter stop yuh, an' they won't be lookin' 
fer yuh ter be cotnin' that away.'' 

"That's sense." Harry's lank, lithe 
figure swung out of the car, a physician's 
strapped black bag in his hand. HTell me 
. 

t 1 t " JUS 10\V 0 go . . . . 
1'Y ou can't go that way," Edith inter

rupted. "Not alone. There's something 
pro\vling the fields something horrible. 
It almost caught me, almost killed me. 
Y ott can't get by it unarmed." 

"'Sotnething what do you mean ?" 
"I don't know. All I know is that it 

did this to tne. I caught one glimpse of 
it, and it looked like Dad looks, only n1ore 
horrible. I can't understand . . . .  " 

"I kin," Scantell broke in. "Thet's 
Ebner Barnes. He got th' same thing 
J eren1iah did, only he went crazy an' 
broke loose. vV e bin hun tin' him daown, 
but we couldn't locate hide nor hair o' 
him by daylight. Whur he's been hidin's 
a tnystery." 

"In the house !" Edith exclaimed. "He 
found son1e hiding place in the walls and 
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lay there all day, prowled the countryside 
at night. But never mind that now. He's 
out in those fields and he'll ambush Harry 
when he tries to get through." 

"Give me your gun, mister,'' Gorton 
said. "Give me your rifle. I'll know what 
to do with it." 

"No," Scantell shook his head. "I 
wun't give it ter yuh. But I'll go along uh 
yuh, and git yuh through." · 

"Come on," Edith exclaimed, impatient
ly. "Let's get started.'' 

'' E'RE getting startea, but not you, 
my dear. You're staying right 

here in the car. There's another bag with 
salves and antiseptics, and you know how 
to use them. Take care of yourself." 

"All right." A veil dropped over the 
girl's eyes, as she yielded. "Go ahead." 
She too was poisoned with the fungus of 
botulism, but she wasn't telling Harry 
that now. And there was something else 
she held back. "Be careful, my dear. Oh 
be careful." 

" I  will." Harry wheeled, went into the 
bushes. Scantell went after him. Edith 
listened to the rustle of their progress 
do,vn the hillside, her hand to her naked 
breast, her head cocked to one side. 

And then, quite suddenly, she slipped 
into the thicket. Her old skill at wood
craft came to her aid, and she became a 
pale wraith gliding almost soundlessly 
through the lush tangle, following the two 
who went steadily onward, unaware of 
her. 

The girl could not have logically ex
plained why she did that. She knew only 
that some inner tingle of peril had warn
ed her not to let her sweetheart out of 
her sight. A vague premonition that the 
night cloaked some hidden danger not yet 

• 

revealed. 
The couple ahead reached the bottom of 

the hill, went into the narrow clearing 
from which she had glimpsed the signal-
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ling spotlight. They paused, scrutinizing Harry's fingers ! They wrested the gun 
the black tnass of shrubbery on the other from the assassin's grip, and a fist drove 
side of the brook, and Edith halted, hid- against the farmer's jaw. He went down. 
den but close behind, watchingp . Sprawled half-in, half-out of the water. 

"He tnight be in there,'' Scantell whis- "He didn't . get me squarely," the 
pered. uYuh go ahead an' I'll cover yuh physician gasped, as though himself sur
from here whur I kin git free swing with prised at his coming to the rescue. �ey ou 
my rifle." all right, Edie ?" A yellow shaft jabbed 

"'Good sense," Harry responded, and the darkness from his hand, splashed 
splashed into the stream. Edith's strain.. light over her, over the yowling thing 
ing eyes imagined they saw the bushes Scantell had dragged fron1 her. 
thicken to one side of him. Was it a 
lurking form . • • . ? 

Abruptly Scantell's gun swung. Its 
barrel stock metallically against Harry's 
temple. The phy,sician slumped . . . •  

Edith screamed, darting out of her 
hiding place, launching in a long, frantic 
dive at the man who had reversed his gun 
now, was driving its butt down to crush 
her fallen lover's skull. Her hands flailed 
at Uriah's arm, jolted it so that the lethal 

· blow missed. Then his elbow pounded 
her away from him. She went to her 
knees in the water. 

The rifle arced around. "Edie," Scan
tell grunted, and the lethal weapon level
led to point-blank aim at her breast. 

· "This is better than I thought. I'll get 
rid uh you too, 1 an' . . . .  " Orange-red 
flare blasted into a sprawling, black some
thing that leaped in front of her at that 
]ast instant. The thing yowled, pounded 
down on top of her. A warm fluid gushed 
over her. Blood ! 

A lurid oath burst from Scantell's lips 
and he tugged at the contorted, grotesque 
leg of that whi�h had momentarily saved 
Edith's life in its mindless effort to take 
it. Only momentarily ! The farmer was 
dragging it off his victim, dragging it 
away to get a clear shot at her. 

It was off and Scantell's rifle thrust at 
her again. It spurted flame harmlessly 
into the ground. An arm had shot over 
Uriah's shoulder, f4lgers had grasped the 
rifle butt, swerved it aside. Harry's arm ! 

• 

HE yellow disk wavered, revolted by 
that which it had struck out of �he 

darkness. The girl was vaguely aware of 
distant shouts, of the far-off footfalls of 
running men. The mewling of the twist
ing monster, its whimper of fearful pain, 
held all her attention. 

It was the brown-scaled, horror
visaged thing that had attacked her in the 
hallway and with which she had fought 
in the kitdlen. It \vas Eln1er Barnes, 
naked of any garment, blood poring from 
a gaping gash in the side of his body that 
\vas far gone in the foul corruption of the 
sickness that made him mad. 

But Barnes, for the moment, was a 
madman no longer. The edge of Gorton's 
light fell over Scantell's sprawled forrn. 
Barnes saw it, pushed himself to his 
haunches, thrust a shaking, accusing 
talon at the farmer. 

"He " the rotted mouth gibbered
"he poisoned th' water up at th' spring 
on his land. He took care uh n1e when I 
run away. When Edie come he sent me 
ter climb down th' chimney from th' roof 
an' kill her. I did everythin' he said be
cause he promised ter make me well, an' 
then he shot me shot . . . .  " 

The last word popped through a bubble 
of blood, and there was no longer any life 
in the tortured man. Gorton swung 
around to Scantell • • • • 

The farmer leaped up. "The hell with 

• 



-

• 

34 

yuh," he snarled, and darted away into 
the darkness. 

"Stop hin1," Harry yelled. Edith· was 
aware, suddenly that there were men all 
about, rifle armed, who had streamed 
down from their sentry posts at the sound 
of the firing. They had heard Barnes' ac
cusation, and now they were pounding 
after the fleeing Scantell. 

Edith found herself running too, Harry 
alongside of her. "Spread out," someone 
shouted. "Don't let him get away." 

Scantell couldn't escape. He was 
making for his o'vn farm, for the aban
doned orchard on the hillside; but there 
were men coming out of there, too, 
heading him off. They were streaming in 
fron1 both sides, were herding him to 
where the black glint of Dark Pond would 
stop him. There was something horrible 
in that chase, something horrible in that 
futile flight. It was a fit climax to the 
night of terror. 

The fugitive \vas caught, was trapped 
by Dark Pond. He paused on its very 
edge. "To hell with you," he yelled, and 
leaped into the oil-filn1ed black pool. 

Edith thought he shouted something 
else as he leaped, something that sounded 
like her o\vn name. "Edie !'' But she 
must have been mistaken. 

HE grey glitnn1er of dawn lay beyot1d 
the windo\vs of the Horne house, 

their shades raised at last. A muffled 
chug, chug beat against them, the voice of 
the gasoline pun1p draining Dark Pond 
from whose depths Scantell's body had 
not risen. ]eren1iah Horne was a band
age-swathed mummy on the sofa, sleep .. 
ing under the influence of an opiate. 
Edith, aln1ost as thoroughly bandaged, 
sat alongside hitn. 

Harry Gorton, his long taslc finished, 
smiled wearily down at her. "There 
young lady," he said . . �'Your father will 
recover, and your own. infection didn't 
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take hold enough to require more than a 
minimum dose. Happy now ?'' -

"No. And I won't be till Doc has for
given me for what I · did to him, and what 
I thought of him." 

The venerable physician's keen eyes 
twinkled. " I  don't know that I ought to 
forgive you for that clout on the head, 
Edie. But for the other, I guess you were 
in a condition to think anything of any
body. Especially when you saw Scantell 
bring you that basket of food and thought 
that proved he \vas your friend." 

"Yes. And I still don't understand why 
he should worry about . that. He was go
ing to have Elmer kill me anyway." 

"He wanted to make sure. Edith, that 
food was infected with the fungus of 
botulistn, every last bit of it ! Just as the 
food in the kitchen was, that I destroyed 
when I was first called to treat your 
father. The water wasn't enough, he 
poisoned the food too. I was bringing 
food and water. from tny own home to 
Jeremiah until Scantell succeeded in get
ting the villagers to stop me, with his talk 
of the wealth the oil would bring to then1. 
What I don't understand is what started 
him on the schetne. He always said he 
had nothing against Jeremiah, although 
your father wouldn't talk to him from the 
time your mother disappeared." 

"I know why that was·. The old 
watch . . .  " Footfalls on the porch out
side cut Edith off. There was a rap on 
the door. 

"I'll go," Harry .said, and the portieres 
hid him. There was a waiting silence in 
the sitting-room. Edith noticed that the 
chugging of the pun1p had stopped, leav
ing an empty, throbbing hush. 

Then Harry was back. His face wa .. 
queer. He held something in his hand. 
his surgeon's fingers hiding it. 

"Dark Pond is drained," he said. "They 
found Scantell's body. It didn't con1e 
up because his arms were around a sk�le-
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ton at its bottom. A won1an's skeleton. 
There was a rock tied to the bony legs, 
holding it down. And this was in the 
1nud alongside." 

He opened his hand. An old-fashioned, 
big-cased watch lay in it. The mud had 
been wiped away, and even from where 
she sat Edith could see that there were 
letters cut into the gold. 

"What what does it "say on the 
watch ?" Edith didn't recognize her own 
voice. "Read it." 

" 'Edith to Jerry.' That's all." 

HE girl's n1outh opened, but she 
couldn't say anything. She couldn't 

. . . . Doc Rawlins said it for her. 
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be sold. You almost fooled him by bring
ing the contract in and trying to get father 
to sign it. That's why he sent Elmer 
back in here, to kill, not me but you." 

Hugh Rawlins shrugged. "I 've tried 
for forty years to understand the vagaries 
of the hun1an mind, and I'tn just where I 
started. There's only one thing I've 
learned. vVhatever evil a man does, how
ever well hidden he thinks his guilt tnay 
be, punishment overtakes hitn at last. 

"Jeremiah suffered terribly for nearly 
a month. You suffered for a day and a 
night. But think \vhat Uriah Scantell 
suffered for eighteen years, looking down 
every day from his hillside on the dark 
\Vaters beneath which the evidence of his 

"That's the a:nswer !" he exclaimed. terrible crime lay, visible to no eyes but 
t(That's the 'vatch Jeremiah loaned to his O\Vn. You asked me to forgive you, 
Scantell, and that Scantell said he had Edith, a while ago. I ask you now to for
lost. He had lost it. It had fallen into give him. He has paid, bitterly." 
Dark Pond, \vhen he killed Edith IIorne "He did one thing for me," Edith said 
and threw her body into it. She never softly, "however little he intended it." 
ran away. She vvas never unfaithful. She "What was that, dear ?" It was Harry 
died protecting her honor, and Dark Pond ,;vho asked, for her glowing eyes \Vere 
protected Uriah's secret. He thought he upon him. 
was safe till Jeremiah set up the pump "Dad always prayed that God would 
and started to drain the pool." not make me pay too much for any happi-

" And then he knew he had to stop it," ness that came to me. I won't have to do 
Edith broke in. "But the oil company that any more. I've paid, already, for the 
would have drained the Pond too. He greatest happiness that I shall ever have." 
found a \vay to stop them both. By Harry Gorton didn't ask what that 
making Dad and Elmer so terribly sick was. He knelt beside her, and took her 
that they couldn't work, and scaring the in his arms. "You'll have to pay only me 
villagers and the company's agents away for that;' he murtnured, and took an in
fron1 the house so that the land couldn't stallment of that payment from her lips. 

THE END 

e Why gamble your money on unknown razor 
blades when a known-quality blade like ProbakJr. sells 
at 4 for 10� ? Probak Jr. guarantees plenty of clean, 
cool, shaves. Tomorrow, start the day with ProbakJr. 
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By Donald Oaf� 
Wo111en have gladly paid great prices Jot· beauty; but no woman ever 
before was called upon to pay as much as Alicia Morgan-when she 
found that in return for eternal youth she must bring a demon child 

. into the world . . . .  

• 41 .. • 
• 

• • -

• 

PAUSED on the sidewalk to pull up 
my stocking, and that was how I 
fir.st tnet the n1an who called himself 

Dr. Louis Barthold. My conduct may 
not have been in the best taste, but surely 
the catastrophe that tnarred my life was 
36 
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not a just consequence of that slight in
discretion. 

I had gone downtown to meet tny hus
band, and just before I turned into the 
building where Jack had his officesJ I 
paused to run a finger up the seams of 
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n1y silk stockings. One was wrinkled. I 
bent over to pull it up. I was proud of my 
slender legs and, you see, I had been mar
ried only a month and was desperately in 
love with my husband. 

I straightened up, and as my skirt fell 
back over my knees, I gave it a satisfied 
pat. Then I saw the man. 

He was sitting in a black limousine 
parked at the curb. All I could see of 
him was his hunched back and his un
usually large head. It seemed to tnove 
questingly on the thick neck rooted in 
heavy shoulders. His full red lips were 
sn1irking. 

His eyes, monstrous behind thick lens
es, seemed to strip me of every article of 
clothing. If I had known what this ap
praisal of my body portended, I would 
have died in terror on the spot instead 
of living .to barter decency and the life of 
n1y husband for treacherous beauty. 

But I only flushed, tossed my head, and 
walked hurriedly away. I was so sure of 
my attractiveness to men that I took their 
interest as my right. I knew nothing then 
of the incalculable evil of which n1an is 
capable. 

N the next 1nonth I saw Dr. Louis 
Barthold in the corridor outside the 

offices of Jack's theatrical producing firm, 
on the street near our house in the sub
urbs, in stores where I was shopping, and 
once in the subway, quite close to me in 
the crowded Time Square Express. Fool
ishly I gave little thought to the matter. 
Usually I caught no more than a glimpse 
of his retreating figure as he hobbled 
away, a cane aiding his twisted legs to 
support his thick body. 

In the subway, ho,vever, I had a chance 
to study him at closer range. I saw him 
in the mirror of my vanity case. He was 
right behind me. The only impression I 
retain f ron1 that time or later is of his 
great age. I don't just mean that he 

• 
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seen1ed old. He did, and as later circum
stances showed, he \vas incredibly old, 
in fact. But, above and beyond the markis 
of many years, there was a peculiar time
lessness about him, as though his life 
should be numbered in centuries, not in 
years. 

Now that the events are past, I realize 
how fully I was to blame. If I had not 
sought after knowledge God never in
tended for the daughters of Eve, the doc
tor would have been powerless to harm 
me, and through me the one pertSon I 
loved beyond all else my husband. 

In defense I can only say that I was 
young, a woman, and fanatically in love. 
My husband, in his business, came into 
daily contact with the beautiful women 
drawn from all parts of the country by the 
irresistible lure of the stage. Foolishly, I 
underestimated the power of love, and felt 
I could never be sure of Jack unles·s I re
nlained always as beautiful and vibrantly 
young as {he day he proposed. 

That was the bait which Dr. Barthold 
used so cunningly eternal beauty. Do 
not scoff . . • •  I had it ! For vears, in-

• 

stead of aging, I grew daily tnore beauti-
ful. Time passed me by without exacting 
its customary toll. 

But I paid in another way. I was • 
caught in a trap, and in my womb was 
planted the spawn of evil. To a hell
escaped soul I gave, unwillingly, an 
earthly body. · 

• 

HE roon1 was heavy with incense. A 
brazier glowed with fire. The mal

forn1ed shadow of Dr. Barthold danced 
crazily on black velvet drapes. Busily he 
hobbled from cabinet to crucible. His 
hand dipped and the fire rose fiercer as if 
at his command. Sulphur fumes choked 
n1e. 

This scene was not new to me. Six 
times that month it had unrolled before 
my eyes, and at the proper moment I had 
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joined the doctor in the Litany of 
Lucesme. In my n1ad desire for eternal 
beauty, I had snapped at his bait the first 
time he dangled it before n1e. I felt no 
fear, and the insensate vanity of woman 
thrust me forward eagerly into the rituals, 
without a caution for the dangers of the . 
secrets I was probing. And doubt never 
entered mv mind. From the first I some-

., 

how kne�t' the doctor could do \vhat he 
claimed. 

But he never told n1e all. That is 111y 
only defen·se. I svvear that nothing, not 
even my mad desire to hold Jack's love, 
would have let n1e be a part of the w1holy 
plan. It was unwittingly that I conspired 
to defeat God's laws. I knew too late 
what I had done. 

This was to be the last ritual. At the 
beginning it seemed as innocuous as the 
others. We stepped into the protective 
circle chalked on the floor and after the 
.doctor I intoned the strange words which 
to me were only meaningless syllables. 

But gradually I realized there was a 
difference. Nan1es. dreadful-sounding 
names that before had not been in the 
litany, were dropping fron1 the doctor's 
lips . . . . "Axaphat . . . Kakos . . .Sar
cueil . . .  " Fearfully I repeated then1 . 

"A bad don . . .  Baaberith . . .  Behen1oth 
. . . Belphegor . . . " the doctor intoned. 
After each nan 1e he exclaitned fiercely. 

.I -

"Pray for us ! ' '  
A hollo\\' feeling filled me, but nle

chanically I repeated his words : ' . . . Be
hen1oth, pray for us ! Belphegor, pray for 
us !" I gre\v faint. -

Then, as fron1 a great distance, I heard 
n1y voice repf\at : "Sabasiu·s, pray for us !H 

"S b 
. 'n I d S b 

. 
a asnJ.s . screan1e . . . . a as1us, 

n1aster of the Sabbat. high priest of the 
legions of Lucifer. 

I knew no\v what the doctor had done. 
The harmless ritual of our former meet
ings had been abandoned, and the doctor 
was summoning the dread convention of 
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detnons. I had helped him unleash the 
power of hell, and it was at his con11nand. 

My own screams ringing in my ears, 1 
tried to break through the circle, but tny 
feet were rooted to the ground. A great 
rushing of air shook the room. A host of 
din1 shapes seetned surging convulsively 
behind the sn1oke fron1 the fire. I shut 
my eyes and tried to pray. I could not. 

I began to sag to the floor but stiffened 
with the shock of the Doctor's next words. 
They held a doom for me so brutal that 
the "'"ords seetned to take shape in lurnin
ous letters on a screen before n1y eyes and 
defy n1y efforts to erase thetn. 

"This term of my life," he chanted, ''is 
almost at an end Another seventy years 
have run through the hour-glass, and once 
n1ore my soul is forfeit to your master. 

"Therefore I ren1ind you of our conven
ant n1ade in the days of Herod. For an
other three-score and ten years let n1y 
soul stay on earth, and give n1e a ne\v 
body to house it. It is my right according 
to our compact, sealed iu blood that Sa
tnaiu Eve so long ago. 

• "And in exchange for n1y O\\:n soul. to 
vv·hich the master will not lay clain1 dur
ing the course of another natural life-time, 
I promise to substitute. Until tny ne"' 
body "''axes strong, I 'vill shadow the 
chosen victim. Then. I \vill send his ·oul 
to Lucifer . 

· •so let tne live again through this 
\VOtnan . Let her give me neV\· life to do 
the 'h·ill of Lucifer, Lord of the glean1ing 
darkness. Let her bear a child to house 
tny everlasting soul . '' 

H EN I awoke, I was in a cab. The 
pleasant, familiar vistas of Long Is

land were sliding past the windo'v. Bright 
sunlight splashed across the landscape. I 
recognized the street I \vas but a fe\\' 
blocks from home. 

Abruptly memory returned and I cried 
out in agony. Words 'vere ringing in my 
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ears as though just spoken. "Let this 
woman bear a child to house my everlast
ing soul" . . . .  I was doon1ed to perpetuate 
a loathesome servant of �a tan ! . . . " 
"When my new body waxes strong, I 
will" . . . •  I was to mother a killer ! . . . .  
' 'I will shadow the chosen victim !" . • • •  

Who ? Who else was to suffer because of 
what I had done ? . . . Oh God, I must 
go back, force the hellborn doctor to free 
me from the fate that hung over me·
month after month, feeling my 'vomb 
swell with a child of terror . • .  

"Stop !"
. I cried aloud. 

Obediently the driver brought his cab 
to a stop. 

"Take me," I began, and then I realized 
that I did not know where I had been. I 
had always met Dr. Barthold in one of 
the large hotels, and then blindfolded had_ 
been driven in his hearse-like limousine 
to his apartment. 

"Take me," I repeated, falteringly, "to 
the house where you picked me up." 

"What house ?" gro,vled the driver, 
peering around at me queerly ; "it was a 
big black limousine at Times Square." 

All hope of appeal was cut off. My 
doom \vas sealed. 

I slumped in despair against the 
cushions and tnurmured weakly, "Go on, 
then." In a �ew moments the cab drew up 
at the door of my house. . 

That night, without any respite for my 
tortured mind, came the first proof of 
Dr. Barthold's power. I had a dream or 
was it a drea1n? 

It would be easy to call it such, to con
sider it but a natural consequence to the 
horrible experience of the day, and what 
later happened could be attributed to the 
prenatal influence of a morbid imagination 
and disordered mind. Psychologists speak 
glibly of such things. They never exper
ienced stich a vivid, convincing drean1-
and its soul-sickening aftermath. 

When Jack come home from the office 
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that terrible day, I had not been able to 
prevent him from seeing that there was 
something 'vrong. I pleaded illness and 
used the unseasonable heat as an excuse 
to make a place for myself to sleep alone 
on the porch. 

I tossed for hours. At- last I fell asleep, 
for how long I do not know, but suddenly 
I \Vas full into the horrible dream. 

Dr. Barthold lay beside me. He took 
me in his powerful arms and the caresses 
of his old man's hands made my flesh 
crawl. But I could not move. 

His full red lips were smothering me. 
He held me close. Closer . . . . I could 
not even struggle. A weight lay upon 
me the guilt of what I had that day 
done. This was punishment . . . .  

At Jast he released me, and then I 
screamed. Pitifully I cried out my shame, 
and even as I struggled to a sitting po
sition, I thought I heard . the retreating 
sound of his panting breath. Unquestion
ably awake now, I was sure I could see his 
deformed figure hobbling down the porch 
steps and into the long shadows that lay 
on the lawn. I could not be mistaken • 
about the tapping of a cane on the side-
walk, which I heard so distinctly through 
the still of night • • • . 

Jack thought I had had a nightmare. I 
let him think it. Shame and terror stilled 
my tongue. 

A few weeks passed uneventfully, and I 
was slowly coming to think of all my re
lations with Dr. Barthold in the light of 
a fantastic nightmare. 

Then I discovered I was with child. 

LL my terror returned a hundredfold 
and with it the horror of complete 

helplessness. If I should flee to the ends 
of the earth, I should carry with me · 

within, nte the thing that threatened. 
There was no escape. 

I shrank from telling Jack. We had 
often talked of our desire for a child, and 
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I wondered how I could endure· his joy. 
Hour after hour on the day I found 

out, I tried to reassure myself about my 
dealings with Dr. Barthold. I was pre
paring for the ordeal of Jack's joy. 

As the day wore on, I was almost con
vinced that nothing had happened to me 
except an unpleasant experience with a 
loathsome charlatan. So, crowding into 
the back of my tnind all remaining fear, I 
decided to tell my husband of my con
dition as soon as he catne hon1e from the 
office. 

I was in our bedroom putting the 
finishing touches to my dinner toilette 
when I heard Jack come into the front 
door and down the hall . Trying to ignore 
the rising tempo of tny heart, I turned to 
greet hitn. 

In that instant all my false hopes 
cnunbled. Beyond all doubt the child in 
my 'vomb was the Devil's gift to Dr. 
Barthold. And iri the same searing second 
I realized who was to be the victim when 
my child's body waxed strong. Ines
capably certain both these truths were 
made by what I sa\\' as Jack stepped into 
the bedroom. 

• 
The brilliant n1ake-up lamp clamped 

on tny dressing table tnlrtor fell full upon 
him. Springing malignantly from his feet 
to the white door, 'vas a twisted, mal
formed, · hunch-backed, s h a d o ". thr • shad our of Dr. l.,o'U.is Ba1"thold! 

• 

TIIE days that followed were an agony 
.1. of despair.  Jack '�as to die. I w-ill 

shad O'lf' the chosen victi-n1 , Dr. Barthold 
had said ; he had 111eant it with ironic 
literalness. And I, 'vho adored Jack with 
ev<'·ry fibre of my being. had brought this 
dootn upon hitn. 

I hated the unborn child in n1y won1h. 
Each time I felt it stir with quickening 
life, I wanted to tear at my vitals, to root 
out the spawn of hell. 

I felt a� though I were in the jaws of a 
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giant nut-cracker. As the months passed 
by, the pressure became unbearable. 

From time to time I would see, for one 
brief flash, the malignant mocking shadovv 
behind Jack. I had no chance to forget. 

One compensation I had, and I ·believe 
it saved tne fron1 insanity. Each day, as 
my beauty seemed to become more glori
ous, my husband's love grew more ardent . 
Every afternoon, I spent hours before n1y 
mirror, preparing for Jack's arrival from 
the office. 

His love is all I have .left, I thought 
fiercely. And then I wondered for hO\\' 
long ? But quickly I drove the question 
from my mind. Until the child had gro,vn 
strong Jack was safe. Meanwhile, per
haps there was some way • . . .  

One gloomy, grey afternoon, about 
seven months after my terrible dream of 
Dr. Barthold, I dressed myself carefully. 
loolcing forward to Jack's homecoming . 

With one last look at n1y reflection, I 
went outside to meet Jack. I took a point 
of vantage at the corner of the small la,vn , 
pleased 'vith the effect, on such a dismal 
day, of the red splash of my dress against 
the ferny green of the huge tamarack . 

Before long I saw Jack's fine, tall bod� .. 
swing around the corner two blacks away. 
and do-\vn the street toward me. 

As he returned my 'vave and hastened 
his step, my heart quickened. So many 
women had loved him and now· he was 
mine, all n1ine. I had al,vays known he 
was the only n1an in the world for me. 
Without hitn life would hold no meaning. 
and now, as my beauty increased, his love 
for me was growing day by day. 

I stood watching my husband striding 
along the street toward n1e, my blood 
tingl ing with · passionate thoughts, the 
creature inside me aln1ost forgotten. 

Suddenly Dr. Barthold was ·beside tll(t. 
He had changed. His deformed body. 
dwarfed by the giant tan1arack, had .grown 
feeble. his full red lip� were shrunken, 
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and his mocking eye gleamed with 
desperation. He spoke, and though his 
voice was but a feeble whisper, it cut deep 
into tny mind and released hidden reser
,,oirs of fear. 

"I can \vait no longer," the terrible 
voice said. "The sand runs out. I have 
kept n1y part of onr bargain . Now keep 
yours before it  is  too late." 

I sank to the ground and great pain 

heat at tny body . I heard the sound of 
Jack's running feet , and then his tender 
arms closed around n1e. 

That night n1y baby \vas born . 

WAS only partly under the anaesthetic . 
One part of my n1ind was awake. 

Though I felt no pain , I kne'v that in a 
matter of seconds the baby "rould be de
l ivered. I 'vas aware of the efficient tnove
tnents of Dr. Jenkins, our family phy
sician . and th� nurse. the restless paci ng 
of my htt�band . 

• 

But the other part of my n1ind \,�as in a 
clrean1, a terrible d ream. First tny closed 
eyes sa\Y only inky darkness, but I sensed • 
a hirlden menace. 1'hen the blackness 
heg-an to tnove restle�sl v. Sttddenlv, loon1 -� . � 

ing out of it, strode Dr. Barthold. 

No longer did it seen1 a drean1 . t\s 
though I \\·ere \\"atching hi1n \vith n1y o'vn 
ey�s . I sa\\" hin1 hoLhl ing furiously along 
a �treet, hi� def.orn1ecl shado,v trailing 
beh ind . shortening and thickening. then 
1f'ap1ng ahead, long and lean . 

I recognized the street. It \vas that on 
'vhich thi hou�e stood ! \Vith a horrible 
certainty I sen sed hi� d�stination . . . . 

N O\Y he """a pa�sing under a great 
tatnarack. He ,�·as in front of thi.. house'
our home . . . . 1"'u rning in . . . . crossing 
the porch . . . . quietly opening the front 
door . . . .  

I thought tny n1ind \vould snap a I 
fol lowed him, in this dreatn more real than 
reality, dov.rn the hall to the room where 
[ lay 'vaiting the coming of my child. AI-
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most I could hear the tattoo beat out by 
his cane. 

Then I did hear a sound. My 111ind was 
swept clear of all drean1-like fantasy. 
Sharply awake. I was sure of the sound 
I had heard a low thud aga inst 1 he hall 
door. 

Fast on it can1e another sound an in
fant's cry. My baby \vas born !  

I opened tny eyes. Jack stood over 111e. 
smiling gently. Fron1 n1onths of habit 
n1y eye flashed to his shadow. It \Va� 
straight as my husband's O\Vll body ! 

For one second my heart raced with 
elation, \Vith hope that . . . . 

Then I saw it . On the \vall w·as the 
silhou tte of Dr. Tenkins and the new-

.. 

born i nfant in  his hands. And the tiny 
shado'v of my chi ld \vas hunchbacked. 

It \vas too much. I tried to crv· out but 
.. 

could not. I had alvravs kno\Yn it 'vonlcl 
.. 

happen, but the reality '''as far \vorse 

than the anticipation. J ack's days ""ere 
nun1bered . I turned tny head. looking for 
him. I needed hint. nfl<)clf\o hi� cotnfort 
ing touch. 

But Jack was 'valking tO\Yard the door. 
saying. "Excuse me, dear. T thought I 

hearrl a sound at the door a n1ontrnt ago.' '  
I struggled to a sitting position and 

turned . Just as I rlid, J ark opcn<.'cl the
door . I sal\" a hlack-clad figttre topplf 
stiffly forvvard into the roon1, cr;t ·h to the 
floor face clnvvn. I screan1ed . 

I heard Dr. Jenkins say. ' ' ITere. nurse. 

take the child, ' ' and then he cut across n1v • 

vision. stooped over the n1an on the floor. 

"Dead," I heard hin1 n1ttttcr, "heart 

failure. ' '  
" \,.ho is  he r· I cried out , t n v  hands 

.. 

clenchAd. every n1uscle in n1y body rigid . 
Dr. Jenkins turned his head. looked at 

tne curiously, I thought. 

Jack strode over to me and caught my 
hands. uLie down, dear,'' he said ; "you 
must be careful of yourself, now. He's 
just sotne poor old d�vi1 \vhos� time had 
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con1e. !Yiust have been passing by when 
he had the attack and tried our house as 
the nearest place to get help.'' 

" . . . .  old devil whose time had come," 
I repeated to myself, and then I cried out 
wildly, "Who is he ? Who is he ?" 

Dr. Jenkins reached a hand into the 
dead man'·s pocket and pulled out some 
papers. Then he said, "His name was.
Dr. Louis Barthold." 

• 

OR two months I hovered between 
life and death. Physically I was well. 

It was the vvill to live that was lacking in 
me. 

Jack believed I was suffering from the 
shock of the "accident" that occurred 
the night our son was born. I could not 
tell him what I 1<ne"v that he must die 
by the hand of that child. 

How could I tell him ? I could only 
wa�t, and hope that befor� it was too late, 
something tnight be done to avert the 
tragedy that approached closer each day 
our child gre'v bigger and stronger. 

Looking at the child, one would never 
have dreatned his body housed a soul 

.. steeped in centuries of evil. He had a 
strange, ethereal beauty that brought a 
sob to my throat. Like Tintoretto's 
cherubs, his round baby face wore a 
serious look, and his big blue eyes bespoke 
infinite wisdom. 

But I knew what he really was.. Even 
his baby gestures toward Jack had a 
threatening suggestion, though Jack, in 
his prideful love for his son, seemed un
aw<�:re of any strangeness. I knew that 
Dr. Barthold had claimed the right to the 
child's body, for the doctor had faithfully 
kept his bargain with me. Each day my 
beauty increased, and before long I 
showed no sign of the dread I lived under, 
except a deep melancholy which I was 
unable to hide. 

Jack tried to divert .me with a furious 
round of gaiety. It went on for months:-

• 

• 
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theatres, parties, night-clubs, gambling 
hou-ces • . • .  

One night, when I was dressing to go 
to the opera, my maid dropped over my 
head a new· Molyneux creation of electric 
blue taffeta. As she adjusted the jewelled 
straps and fastend the revealing bodice 
around my slender waist, my heart rose 
in ecstasy at the reflection in my mirror. 
My shinunering golden hair shadowed 
eyes as blue as the gown I was wearing . 
A n1outh as seductive as Cleopatra's 
smiled back at me. A delicate pink glowed 
through the ivory skin of neck and full 
firm bust. From golden head to jewelled 
feet, I was perfect, and a reckless joy 
flooded my being. 

"Hurry, darling, \Ve'll be late," my hus
band's voice was calling. 

''All right," I answered, "I'll be right 
down as soon as I take a look at Jackie.'' 

I walked into the nursery just in time 
to see my year-old son taking his first 
steps. ''God !" I thought, "how the time 
is flying." 

The nurse knelt, holding out her hands 
to Jackie, and he was toddling toward her. 
Ming, the white puppy that Jack had 
brought him that afternoon, was barking 
joyfully and darting back and forth 
across Jackie's uncertain path. 

Unable to endure the evidence of my 
child's rapidly-increasing strength, I 
turned and quickly left. 

I ran back to my room to get my cape, 
and in a few moments Jack and I were 
opening the front door to step into a 
night of gaiety. I had not taken long in 
n1y roon1, but it \vas long enough for the 
enactment of a horrible tragedy. 

Just as we were about to step outside, a 
torrent of shrieks and screams came from 
upstairs. The nurse's voice ! Something 
had happened to our son ! 

Jack was the first to overcome the 
paralysis of fear that gripped both of us. 
I follo,ved h�m �s he dashed up the steps . 

• 

• 
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At the head of the stairs, Nurse threw 
herself at us, obstructing our progress. 
"It was not n1y fault. I was gone only a 
moment. I swear it just ran down the 
back steps to get his orange j uice. I swear 
I \vas not gone long,'' she babbled on , 
hysterically trying to excuse herself. 

Jack pushed the woman aside and 
rushed to the nursery. 

When we got to the doorway, I thought 
Jack was going to faint from sheer relief. 
His son, so far as he could see, was safe. 

As for me, I looked on a sight that 
proved again how faithfully the devil's 
bargains are kept . . . . 

While the nurse and Jack j abbered 
nervously about threats of kidnappers, I 
stood there and looked and knew all. 
Month by n1onth, the hand of the n1ur· 
derer was strengthening. Jack's d<;»om 
wa-s approaching faster than I had thought 
possible. 

• 

Ming lay on the floor, dead. Stiff and 
wide-eyed, as one tnoving in a state of 
hypnosis, I knelt to examine the little 
dog. His tongue protruded from his 
tnouth, mute witness to the fierceness of 
the fingers that had squeezed his tiny 
neck. His t\vo eyes were gouged and 
bleeding. 

I looked at n1y child. He stood firtnly, 
baby feet planted wide apart, and looked 
with cherubic innocence on the scene. His 
tiny fingers were discolored with blood. 

I looked at his shadow. Yes it was 
twisted and hunch-backed. 

husband believed he could guard 
our child against further kidnapping 

attempts by installing more and more 
elaborate systems of burglar alarms, by 
hiring a body-guard for the baby, by so
liciting the aid of the police. 

But I knew what he couldn't knovv. It 
was Jack, .not the child, who was in 
danger. Death was drawing steadily 
nearer to my husban·d. Nothing could 

• 

save hin1 from this child conceived of 
Satan. 

After he had killed the dog, I watched, 
terror-stricken, for each new evidence of 
Jackie's strength. 

Jack, hovvever, was a happy father. He 
gloried in his beautiful, fast -grovving son, 
showering hin1 with toys and devoting 
much titne to trying to entertain hin1. 

But the child seetned always strangely 
aloof. And at tin1es, when Jack was trying 
so eagerly, with awkward tnasculine over
tures, to win Jackie Boy's approval, I was 
frightened at the child's unnatural re
sponse. Son1etimes I thought I sa\v 
flicker over the baby countenance, a queer, 
unreal look of cruelty cotnpletely incon
gruous to his infant beauty. 

The next feV\r years passed with uneveu 
pace. Time dragged with the weight of 
remorse and then leaped for,vard toward 
inevitable tragedy. · 

Each birthday of n1y child pointed to
ward the time 'vhen his body would be 
strong enough to serve the devil that 
possessed hin1. 

One evening, during our child's sixtl • 
year, n1y htt:Sband was, as usual, spending 
the hour after dinner playing \\rith Jackie. 
I sat in the rootn, with then1, trying to 
read, but as al\vays when the two were 
together, tense with a vague fear. 

That particular evening the strain '"?a!' 
worse than ever, for Jack had brought 
Jackie a new toy a clever trick knife 
V\rhose tnovable blade slid back into the 
hollo\v hilt with the slightest pressure 
against the point of the blade. 

In a realistic gatne of "cops and 
robbers" Jack had illustrated the device 
of the hollow handle, "stabbing" his small 
son and allowing Jackie, in turn, to use 
the knife. I could hardly suppress a 
screatn each time I saw n1y ill-starred 
child grip the knife in his strong little 
hand, and plunge it toward his father's 
heart. 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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But the long, terrible years had taught 
n1e control and I sat there saying nothing, 
almost in a state of self-induced hypnosis. 

Presently Jack, as grown-ups usually 
do, grew tired of the game. "Won't that 
be enough for a while ?" he asked, smiling, 
and, still sitting on the floor, leaned 
against the couch and lit a cigarette. 

As Jackie bent over to retrieve the toy 
knife, I was suddenly aware of a peculiar 
tenseness in his body. 

Then what happened can1e so quickly 
that I was as powerless to move as if 
frozen in a block of ice. 

Frotn Jackie's feet a thin, black line 
shot out, thickened, took shape and be
came a twisted, hunchbacked shadow. A 
queer expression of cruelty swept over the 
face of the n1etamorphosed child. 

Then, in one continuous n1oven1ent, he 
smashed his heel against the hollow 
handle of the collapsible knife, swooped, 
and snatched the converted weapon fron1 
the floor. 

With catlike swiftness he lunged at his 
father then with one sure stroke, drove 
the knife into Jack's breast. 

• 
R. JENKINS said that Jack's wound, 

if kept free from infection, would 
cause no serious trouble. A few days in 
bed and he would be as good as new. 

111 see that I'n1 not a good judge of 
toys," Jack said, smiling in spite of his 

• 

patn. 
"I suppose you have disposed of that 

trick knife," said Dr. J enkin·s, seriously. 
"You n1ust realize that if the child had 
been a little stronger, or if it had been a 
better knife, you would not be here now.'� 

"Yes, I didn't know how easily those 
knives can get out of order," said Jack 
excitedly. "Just to think that it could 
have happened to Jackie instead of me !" 

And once more I had to walk alone 
with terror. . 

I kne'v now that I had to do something 
• 
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-immediately. Finally I came to a heart
breaking decision. I would go away with 
the child. If I put the ocean between him 
and his father, Jack would be safe. 

It must have seemed strange to my hus
band that I should choose the occasion of 
his illness to tell him of my desire to go 
abroad. But somehow, desperation guided 
my tongue and lent credence to my flin1sy 
excuses. 

And so it was agreed that j ust as soon 
as my husband was out of bed, my child 
and I \vould leave for Europe. 

'' THINK we can let him get up to
morrow," Dr. Jenkins said, as he 

completed his examination. 

Standing beside the bed, I could see my 
reflection in the dressing-table mirror. It 
reflected my loveliness, the incredible 
beauty which was priced so high. But it 
could not reveal the tumult in my heart. 

Jack would be up ton1orrow. That 
meant I could take the boy away put 
thousands of miles between him and the 
father whose life his presence constantly 
threatened. But it  also meant I should 
never see my husband again . 

After Dr. Jenkins left, I made Jack 
comfortable for the night, saw that Jackie 
was tucked in, and went to bed in the 
room adjoining my husband's.. I left the 
connecting door slightly open so I could 
hear if Jack called me . 

For a while I tried to read, but my 
nerves were ragged from nights of vigil
ance. I just lay thinking, the bed lamp 
still on. Tomorrow at this time. I thought 
with a dull ache, I would already be far 
away . . . .  

What a presumptious fool I was to as
sume that I could forestall fate. 

It was a sound from downstairs that 
first alarmed me. It seemed to come fron1 
the kitchen as well as I could place it. 

It was dark. I could hear nothing. So 
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I went downstairs and thereby lost 
precious seconds. 

From the foot of the stairs I saw the 
light coming from the kitchen and hurried 
toward it, a terrible premonition prepar
ing me for what I saw, 

The kitchen was en1pty, but a wide
open cabinet drawer told me what had 
happened. It \vas the dra,ver in which 
the knives were kept ! 

As I ran desperately back to the stairsJ 
I realized the possessed child must have 
eluded me in the dark. Even now he must 
be stealing into Jack's room . • 

HWhat havoc my vanity has brought 
about," was tny last wretched thought as 
I hurled myself across the landing and 
burst into tny husband's room. 

"Stop !" I shrieked, and for a second 
the down\varcl thrust of Jackie's hand was 
stopped. 

The light that struggled through the 
partly open door to the other bedrootn 
\vas ditn. But it 'vas enough to burn the 
scene into n1y brain as long as I live. 

Jack lay on the bed in deep sleep. Over 
him Jackie stood, the heavy butcher knife 
still arrested in midair by my shriek. 

EN the child slowly turned and I 
could see his face. Malignancy, time

old evil contorted it, but there was a 
trance-like suggestion that made tne lmow 
that n1y son my owtt son knew not 
what he \vas doing. 

"Wait ! Jackie, wait !n I pleaded frenz .. 
iedly. I knew I could not cope with hin1 
physically. If I could only delay him for 
a moment . • • .  

I ripped the robe fron1 n1y shoulders 
and whipped it over Jackie. It enveloped 
him. He thrashed violently. 

The fabric began to rip, but it would 
hold hin1 for a second • , • •  

With a lucidity that comes only in the 
greatest crises, I knew what I must do. 
My lust for everlasting . beauty had 

• 
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brought into the world this detnon who 
snatched at my husband's life. Now I 
saw there was only one way to stop hin1. 
I must do it. -

There was a water tumbler on the 
dressing table. I snatched it up, held it 
by the botton1, and struck it sharply on 
the table leg. 

Then I fiercely gripped the jagged piece 
that retnained and nerved myself for what 
I must do. I seemed to know that this was 
the only expiation I could n1ake. 

Jackie was nearly free now. But I was 
ready. I lifted the cruel circlet of broken 
glass. 

Then I ground it into 11'£)' fa.cP. 

R. BARTI-IOLD is gone fron1 our 
lives forever. The dread shadow that 

always presaged calan1ity will never again 
be seen on earth. 

My sacrifice dissolved the unholy com
pact. God must have taken it as repent
ance for my sacrilegious questing after 
everlasting beauty never n1eant for mortal 
\Voman. 

Jackie is no'v like any norn1al boy o{ 
his age. He remembers nothing of thi . 
We three, Jack, the boy, and I ,  live iu 
a happiness I never thought I should 
know. 

I showed no scar from the glass that cut 
my face that night when at last I saw th� 
way to save my husband'·s life and free 
tny child's body of the detnon that 
possessed it. 

No that is not quite true. Son1ething 
does show, and it is that 'vhich \vill never 
let n1e forget the strange n1an who called 
himself Dr. Louis Barthold. 

At times, when I look my best and my 
face is full of color when, in admiration 
for n1y beauty, I forget for a n1oment the 
high price of vanity my tnirror reveals a 
pale scar on my cheek. 

To me it looks like the faint outline of 
a twisted, hunchbacked shadow. 
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By Wyatt Blassingame 
(Author of 1'My Love is a Curse," etc.) 

. 

The tremendous power of a poisonous hatred which could reduce 

. a whole city to a shambles; which could murder men, women, 
and bewildered, helpless children with disease, and fire, and 

' lingering, mysterious torture that was the thing Alden Case 
faced practically single-handed, Yet he fought with high 
courage until the bitter hour when he learned that every 
move he made agairzst the enemies of mankind brought the 

girl he lot/ed a step nearer ftightful, bloody death! 

• • • 

• 
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A Nov�[ of Diabolical lntrigu� and 
M¢rcil�ss Slaugllt¢r 

LDEN CASE had the sharply 
angled face of a born adventurer . 
-except for the n1outh. The 

mouth didn't fit. It \vas \veil cut, but had 
the slight pout of  a n1an who has always 
had too much tnoney and too little work. 
It looked strange against the lean jaw, 
the grey eyes, the hair and eyebrows that 
were like flame. He leaned back in his 
chair now, grinning at the girl across the 
desk from him. "Read those clippings,'' 
he said. "And then I want to ask if, by 

· God, you'll marry me now." 
The soft oval of Bobby Ellis' face 

sloped into a firn1 chin. Case had f re
qu�ntly ren1arked that he didn't under- . 

....... r stand how anybody could be ·so pretty and 
so damned stubborn. She didn't glance 
at the clippings. She said, "I've already 
read them. Your paper gets the Pulitzer 

• 
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prize this year for its fight against polit
ical and police graft in the city. And the 
publisher-editor personally wins the edi
torial award for wrecking the fake 
financial en1pire of Martin Halliday. They 
don't mention that Halliday changed into 
a raving n1aniac when his plan flopped." 

"He was nuts already," Case said. Then 
he grinned again and reached for her 
hands. "You wanted me to do some 
worth-while work before you married me. 
All right, ho\v about those awards ?'' 

There was pain in her dark eyes as she 
looked at him. "They won't do, Alden, 
I'm not going to marry you yet." 

The smile left his face suddenly, bring· 
ing out the sharp angles. ''I've done the 
work, and even you agree it's worth
while. Have you changed your mind 
about loving n1e ?'' 

"No !" There was a hazy mist in her 
eyes now. "I do love you. That's the 
trouble." 

l-Ie shook his head- "I'll be dan1ned if • 

I understand. You asked me to " • 

HTo do son1ething that you regarded as 
work," she interrupted. "You bought this 
newspaper, but you've never taken it seri
ously. You hunted down city corruption 
as you used to hunt big game in Africa. 
It was all sport to you, with nothing to 
lose. You've never thought of your paper 
as owing a duty to the public, something 
greater than any individual can possibly 
be. The whole thing has been a private 
game. You haven't sacrificed anything 
for an ideal. I don't think you have any 
ideal." 

Anger turned Case's face as red as his 
hair. "Because I inherited a few million 
from n1y father, yott think . . • .  " The 
office buzzer sounded with a sort of  furi-• 
ous intensity, and broke short. A sudden 
quietness, so tense as to carry an almost 
physical coldness, flowed into the room. 
Case had the curious impression that 
throughout the huge plant o f  the news-

• 
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paper, every movement had stopped to
gether. 

CIENCE admits that at times unex-
plainable psychic occurrences take 

place. There are those who claim that 
death and extreme horror cast a shadow 
before them which can be felt though not 
seen. In the moment of silence that fol
lowed the rasp of the buzzer, Alden Case 
experienced for the first time in his life 
the shock of utter, irresistible terror. It 
jerked him out of his chair, flung him in 
a wild movement toward the girl as if 
to protect her from some danger more 
gruesome than his mind could understand. 

The office door opened. A man stepped 
through and the door closed behind him. 
He had an automatic in his right hand. 
He said, "Take it easy, Mr. Case. Sit 
back in your chair, please." 

For perhaps a second Case stood there, 
still tren1 bling with the reasonless dread 
which had torn through his body. Then 
he sat down, a thin smile on his lips. He 
was very calm now. His hands moved 
across his lap toward a desk drawer. 

The man said, "Put them on the desk, 
Mr. Case. I don't want to kill you before 
we've had our talk." He pulled up a chair 
and sat down. 

Under the desk Case's right knee 
moved slightly, found the concealed but
ton, and pressed it. He did not even 
glance at the door on the right which had 
one ... way glass, · so that Knuckleduster 
Donohue could watch Case's visitors 
without being seen. The publisher was 
not a large man, but he could take care 
of  most of his callers. With the enemies 
he'd made during his fight against vice 
and corruption, however, it was safer to 
have help ready. Knuckleduster Donohue 
had come in handy before. 

"I doubt i f  you recognize me," the man 
said. 1'My face's been changed from the 
one your news{>aper prints.'' 



Dictator o I the Damned 

Case looked at him calmly. It was an 
arrogant, sadistic face with a high fore
head, thin lips, a lean nose cut off square

ly at the tip. Bobby Ellis gasped, "It's 

John Derlington !" 
The man bowed derisively,

· 
and as he 

did his eyes followed the slim outline of 

the girl's figure, the · curve of the small, 

high breasts, the well-shaped legs belO\\' 

the grey business dress she wore. "Smart 

as you are pretty," he said. 

Two emotions blended furiously within 

Case : anger at the lust in the man's gaze, 

and shock at the name of Derlington. 

The most famous outlaw of modern times. 

A man known for cruel and useless mur

ders, for �unning arid courage ; hunted 

by police from coast to coast. A brilliant, 

educated sadist whose career had shocked 

and terrified the nation. 
"My plastic surgery didn't change me 

as much as I'd hoped," he said. He turned 
sharply to Case then, leaning forward in 
his chair. "I've come with a startling 
proposition. You'll want to laugh when I 
first state it. You won't when I'm fin-
ished." 

" State it." 
•'First," Derlington said, ' ' I'd better 

tell you something about the men who 
are backing me. Perhaps you'll under
stand then why this proposition's not ab
surd as it would be otherwise." His 
voice clicked off short. For an instant 
there was oply the heavy sound of his 
breathing. Looking· at hin1, Case thought 
suddenly that the man had gone insane. 

"Have you ever thought how a fox 
tnust feel, exhausted, and the dogs closing 
in on him ?'' . 

"No." 

"I have. Every n1an back of me has. 
We've been like that fox for months, and 
a man can't live at the tension necessary 
to keep running. He'll go crazy. You've 
read how Robinson, the kidnapper, was 
crazy when· the G-men got him. Pretty 
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Boy Floyd, and the others. Can't sleep, 
jumping up in the middle of the night 
and leaving because you think maybe the 
G-men are closing in. You can't eat, run
ning out of a restaurant before the meal 
is finished, because some guy comes in 
who might be a cop. Thinking every auto
mobil� you see is full of G-men, thinking 
every fellow who looks at you on the 
street is going to pull a gun. Living that 
way something cracks in a man's brain. 
He'd rather be dead than live like that." 

ERLINGTON paused, panting as 
though his own words had burned 

the fear through hin1. Then he was calm 
again. "My n1en are \Vanted for murder. 
They'll die in the electric chair if caught. 
You can understand they would be seri
ous about trying to find some escape." 

Case said, "Yes." He was wondering 
'vhat delayed Knuckleduster Donohue. 

"Well," Derlington said, ''there's a pos
sible \vay out. I've got men from all over 
this country who'd rather be dead than 
hunted. There's more than a hundred of 
then1. We want a full pardon fron1 all 
the gover11ors and fron1 the president. 
The least we'll take is some sn1all island 
possession where we'll be able to lead our 
own lives. Convicts were used to settle 
the State of Georgia, you may remenl
ber. But we'll want to be completely free 
wherever we go, and we'll have to be paid 
a lot of money to go there." 

Case almost laughed. And yet the 
shadow of predestined fear was cold upon 
him. "Why is the government going to 
do all this instead of burning you ?" 

"For its own good,'' Derlington said, 
and his voice \vas very so ft. "You think 
a hundred tnen couldn't do much in open 
warfare. They couldn't. But these n1en 
are hidden in yot.hr cities. They had all 
rather die than live as they are doing. 
Some of them are what you,d call insane. 
They hate society. They'd like to ride 
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through the streets shooting down chil
dren, women, anybody '\\"ho got in the 
way. But there are tnore effective meth
ods of fighting. One man can sometimes 
terrify a city. Think of what a hundred 
could do." 

Case had a sudden vision of what this 
mad scheme could lead to, a vision which 
terrified him, and yet was trifling com
pared to the actuality which was to follo,v. 

He said, "You're crazy. All you'd suc
c�ed in doing is killing a few innocent 
persons.'' 

Derlington nodded. ''lfs very likely 
that we'll fail, but we'd kill n1ore than a 
few and we'd get fun out of that. \Ve 
not only have doctors \vho do facjal 
surgery ; we have a scientist or two, and 
we've secured what they need. Each trick 
they've planned for us will enable us to 
kill as if we v�rere a regiment of soldiers 
-and without exposing ourselves to re
turn fire. Remember, \ve've nothing to 
lose and we may win. There are still 
islands in the Pacific belonging to nobody. 
Even if we don't get a pardont we might 
escape to an island, but it would require 
millions to buy the things we'd want. \Ve 
may get those millions, and have enough 
of us left alive to take one of the islands. 
If  we \vent, we'd want women. And \ve'd • 

take them the pretty ones."  

Unconsciously Case's eyes turned to 
the girl across the desk. A sudden surge 
of terror went through him and he catne 
half out of his chair. 

Derlington' s auton1atic centered square
ly on his chest. 

Case sat down slowly. • 'All right/' he 
said. "But why con1e here ? What have 
1 got to do with it ?'' 

Derlington was pleasant now, sn1iling. 
'You are going to help persuade public 

opinion to give us what we want. You, 

and the mayor, and the police commis
sioner, and the governor. We'll give you 
three days to get us the pardons. If  it 
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hasn't been done we open war. Then 
the cotnmissioner and governor can per
suade the police and state n1ilitia not to 
be too active.'' 

It was Case's turn to sn1ile. ''Yes ? 
And why ?, 

With his answer the horror that was 
to drive a city mad began. "Because,'' 

• 
Derlington said, "you are going to find 
it best. This morning we kidnapped the 
wife of the mayor, the best looking 
daughters of the governor and police com
missioner. And I'm �aking this young· 
lady that you are in love with. As long 
as the four of you do your best for us, 
nothing 'vill happen to them. But if you 
don't \vork for us . . . .  , . 

There was a second of shocked, audi
ble silence. Then Derlington stood up. 
"She might resist, so I'd best carry her 
out unconscious," he said. He took one 
quick step and swung the gun. It n1ade 
a dull thud striking the back of Bohby 
Ellis, head. She pitched for\vard out of 
her chair. 

LDl�N CASI.£ 'vent tnad. I-lis chair 
crashed over as he catne out of it. 

trying to fling the desk to one side. It 
was too heavy and ·he whirled around it . 
growling like an animal, like an animal 
ttnconscious of the gun trained on hin·1 .  
His lips were pulled far back from his 
teeth, his hair was like a flan1e as he 
drove straight toward Derlington and his 
poised gun. 

He did not see the door with its one
way glass swing open. He did not see the 
man with the face of a tnonkey who 
stepped through, a gun held by its n1uzzle 
shoulder high, sweeping downward. He 
lmew only that thunder exploded on the 
back of his head, driving him face down 
against the floor. The room whirled 
over and over through darkness, so that 
he had to cling to the floor to keep from 
falling off into spac�. 
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Son1ewhere a voice said, . . Why not kill 
the guy ?" 

And Derlington's soft voice said, ''No. 
He's one of these too-rich young men 
�ho believe in damn-the-public. He'd 
sell out the nation to get what he wants, 
and he wants this girl. He'll help us." 

It took Case a half minute to get on 
hands and knees. He felt sick at his 
stomach and there were red hot needles 
still jabbing through his eyes. He had 
to cra\vl to reach his desk and the tele
phone. 

Nothing but the hun1 of a dead wire. 
His head was clearing slightly and he 

got to his feet. The door into Knuckle
duster Donohue's office was open, and he 
could see the big man tied in his chair, 
'vriggling like a bound elephant. With 
t\vo reeling j umps Case reached him, pull
ing a pocket knife as he n1oved. The ropes 
parted. 

Donohue tore the gag frotn his mouth 
and went out of the office like a bull, head 
down in a blind charge of fury. Case 
reeled after him, still half sick from the 
pain in his head. Donohue was gone 
when he reached the hallway, but an ele
vator was dropping and he caught it. 
"The ground !" he snapped. "And cut it 
loose." The elevator fell like a stone. 

It jerked to a stop at the ground floor. 
Case's head was clear now and he flung 
open the door, leaped through. His foot 
struck something rubbery and he went 
to his knees, saw that he had fallen over 
the elevator starter, saw the purple-black • 
stain seeping from under the man's chest. 

On the curb in front of the building 
Ponohue stood helplessly, looking out 
into a traffic-filled street in which there 
was no sign of the men he sought. And 
between Donohue and Case lay a woman. 
A crowd was already gathering, but stood 
back from her, their faces white with 
horror. . 

She was middleaged and must have 
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been pleasant looking norn1ally, but now 
her face was t\visted by convulsive agony. 
She held both hands clutched over her 
stomach, \Vrithing round and round like 
a fly stuck through with a pin. She had 
bitten her lips until her face was bloody, 
and through this came the low, whimper
ing n1oans of unendurable pain. 

A man said, "They came out carrying 
a girl. The elevator man tried to stor 
them and they shot him. Then one oi 
then1 just stepped over and stuck a knife 
in that woman. 'Just to show 'em we're 
serious,' he said." 

It was a sign of what lay ahead. The 
knife had been poisoned and the woman 
was to live for three days before she died 
• 

1n agony. 
Now Alden Case stood looking down 

at the bloody froth across her face and 
hearing the throat-choked cries of pain. 

The nLen who had done this were the 
ones tvho had ca.rried off Bobby Ellis ! 

CHAPTER TWO 

City of Dread 

HE three days which followed were, 
perhaps, the most horrible of Case's 

life. The men who had kidnapped Bobby 
had vanished completely as water dried 
up by the sun. Though Case roamed the 
city like a madman he accomplished noth
ing. And all the while he was tortured by 
the decision which he had to make. 

He knew that he could reach but one 
conclusion. Bobby would want no other . 
He would pron1ise to pay the kidnappers 
for her freedon1 ; they were after money 
and he was \vealthy. He'd give them ev
erything. But he couldn't pervert the news 
in an effort to establish a precedent which 
would lay the nation helpless before crime. 
He knew that, and on the last day al
lowed by the bandits he walked into the 
state capitol to meet the governor, the 
mayor, and the city police commissioner. 

• 
• 
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. They sat around the long table in the 
governor's office, and no one spoke at 
first. Case lef his. grey gaze swing over 
them, Mayor T. T. Farson was a small, 
round-faced� blue-eyed man who looked 
ridiculous because of the big ears which 
stuck out from the side of his head. He 
was rated an ordinary machine politician 
who was neither too· bright nor too dull. 
Case's paper had never proved that he 
was connected with the graft in the city 
hall, but it had shown hint as rather in
competent. Case knew that the little n1an 
hated hin1, although he had always re
n1ained quiet and civil. 

At the head of the table, his fat hands 
tren1bling slightly as they rested on the 
table edge, was Governor Gunter. He 
was a fat, bald-headed tnan who looked 
like the cartoonist's idea of a successful 
politician. It had been his intention to 
rtm for the senate before Case's paper 
started exposing. the details of his record. 
Now it was almost certain he would 
never be elected- to another public office ; 
yet he always maintained a fawning, 
simpering pose of goodfellowship .. toward 
Case. 

Of the three men present only Police 
Commissioner Sam Porter had no real 
reason to hate the publisher and he was 
the only one of the three who openly 
showed. his hatred. He had been a police 
captain, dull out strictly honest, when 
Case's blasting· had upset the department. 
Case had· wanted a younger, more intelli· 
gent man for the new commissioner, and 
had been forced to co1npromise en Porter. 
But the man had a curious. sort of loyalty 
to ·his former superiors. He h.ated Case 
for having exposed them, althougl1 he 
hitnsel£ had profited. · 

The governor, made a hesitant, but 
grandiose gesture. ''Gentlemen, we have 
before us what is probably the most crit· 
ical problem that. • • /' 

HWe don't have any problem.·' Case 

said flatly. There were black circles under 
his eyes from the strain of the last three 
days. He hated this pompous company 
and wanted to get out of it, to take up' 
the wild, frantic searching for Bobby ; the 
desperate attempts to contact her captors 
and buy her freedom. "We've got to fight 
these men. There's nothing else we can 
do." 

Mayor Farson's round face puckered 
with worry. "But they've got my wife. 
They've threatened to kill her unless . • •  .' ' 

His voice trailed off thinly. 

The governor waved a fat hand. "It is 
true that we have all lost someone dear 
to us, but I agree. with Mr. Case that w� 
must fight these bandits. There is no oth
er choice. What do you say, Comtnis-

. sioner ?'' 
Porter's square jaw bulged. Case had 

the impression that the man was really 
suffering over the disappearance of his 
daughter, but he gave no sign of surren
der. "They're running against the law," 
he said. •'My men are after them now. . 
If we catch one of them " his blunt fist 
clinched "I'll find out where the rest 
of them are staying. The one I catch will 
talk all right. And once we get to their 
hideout, it doesn't matter if they've got 
a thousand.

,
. 

Mayor Farson's mouth trembled slight
ly. "But they said they'd kill my wife . • • .  " • 

The governor said, "Tut-tut, Mayor. 
You know they shan't dare go that far. 
But we must 4ecide. I ask for a vote.'' 

They voted, Farson agreeing hesitant
ly, Case bitterly. ready to leave. He stood 
up . . . . 

ND then, as though the shadow of 
death had floated above the capitol, 

momentarily freezittg every sound and 
motion within it, there was silence. For 
the second time in his life Alden Case wa� 
jarred by the impact of terrific fear rush-
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ing ahead of its cause, curdling his blood . Her tongue had been cut away in the last 
• 

before he knew the reason. few minutes ! 
Through the silence beyond the gover- But her torture had not ended there. 

\. . . .. 

nQr's office came a sound. It was a small, 
mewing noise like that made by a dumb 
person, but more horrible than words can 
ever be. Formless, and yet pregnant with 
the meaning of unending, insane torture. 
And whoever made that sound was a 
woman ! 

It came toward the door of the gover
nor's offce, and within that room the four • 
men stood waiting, each thinking of the 
woman who had been taken from him. 
Commissioner Porter's face was greyer 
than his own hair now. "My God my 
daughter . . . ." he whispered, and there 
was no other sound. 

Sweat puffed in thick beads on Case's 
forehead. He thought of the woman he'd 
seen in front of his newspaper, writhing 
on the sidewalk, mad with pain. He 
thought of Bobby Ellis, of her dark, level 
eyes within the soft oval of her face. 

The low mewing came closer, clear in 
the silence. "Why don't they stop her ?" 
the Governor said huskily. ��There are 
secretaries out there . • . ." 

The doorknob began to turn, and like 
statues the four men watched it. The door 
swung open. Case had the curious impres
sion that first he saw men ·and women in 
the outer office, their faces bloodless, 
mouths open, eyes bu]ging. And then he 
saw the woman who stood in the door-
way! 

He was almost sick in that instant, his 
stomach released from the tension of 
thinking this might be Bobby, contracted 
by the horror of what he s.aw. 

She was naked except for a cloak 
which fell half open around her. From • 
her open mouth ran a steady stream of 
blood to spill down over her chin and • 
throat and breasts, blood mingled with a 
white froth. And all the while she con
tinued those horrible sounds of the dumb. 

• 

Over her entire body there were raw 
sores great bloody fistulae that looked as 
if  the infected teeth of animals had 
gnawed into her flesh. 

Mayor . Farson's scream was choked, 
yet it exploded the immobility which had 
gripped the watchers. "Marion: !" he 
gasped. "Marion, my wife. My • . • ." 
He took two steps toward her, reeled, and 
fell flat on his face. · 

Case n1oved like a man hurled from a 
catapult. Whoever had cut this woman's 
tongue was somewhere in the building. 
It hadn't been done more than ten or 
twelve minutes before. He leaped from 
the office with Porter on his heels. He 
snapped orders for an ambulance to be 
called, went sprinting for the doors of the 
building, ordering everyone stopped. 

But whoever had brought the woman 
there had vanished. She had first been 
seen in the hall, heading with a kind of 
insane knowledge for the governor's of
fice. No one had dared touch her. ' 

Back in the governor's office the letter • 
which she had brought lay open upon the 
table. 

A nice case of the black plague, eh, 
gentlemen ? It was necessary to carve the 
wounds upon her and inject the virus into 
them in order to speed up the process. It 
will take somewhat longer to work on other 
citizens, bqt the results will be as sure. You 
might be glad to know that we have re
leased several thousand rats which are car
rying the little bug which spreads this de
lightful disease. It won't take long for them 
to infect other rats and so on and on . . • .  

• 

We have also released several million 
mosquitoes carrying various little germs to 
spread about the city. And we have taken . 
other means of causing death and destruc
tion. But we are still saving the governor's 
daughter and the commissioner's daughter to 
see if they won't cease their fight against us. 
And we have the very beautiful friend of 



54 • 

Mr •. Alden Case. It shouldn't be hard for 
him to persuade the public, with the help we 
are giving him. However, if he fails and 
if you, Mr. Governor, and you Mr. Com-. . , 

�tsstoner, don't cooperate, why, we'll start 
tn on your ladies where we left off wi.th 
Mrs. Farson. 

Best regards, 
Derlington and Company 

-

"They must have guessed we wouldn't 
agree,'� the Governor said hoarsely. 

Case said, "And they guessed the hour 
we were to n1eet exactly. I was under 
the impression that no one knew that ex
cept us." He was looking squarely in 
Governor Gunter'! eyes. 

Commissoner Porter spoke as if he had 
not heard. "Just let me get one of them. 
He'll talk." His big fists ·were white from 
clinching. 

Case thought of Mrs. Farson as she had 
stood in the doorway, the blood and froth 
bubbling from her mouth, the great sores 
on her body, the muted whimpering. A 
\voman gone insane because of torture. 
And he thought of Bobby Ellis, of the 
soft feel of her lips when she kissed him, 
her voice when she said, ''I love you.'' 
And he thought of Derlington's note : if 
he didn't help the outlaw's cause they 
would \vork on Bobby as they had on 
Marion Farson. 

But could he save her even if he tried 
to help Derlington ? He remembered the 
bandit's lustful eyes looking at the girl. 
And he remembered Bobby saying, "A 
duty to the public greater than any in
dividual can possibly be." He was begin
ning to understand what she tneant now,. 
although the knowledge tortured him 
worse than Marion Farson had been tor
tured. 

"If we could only get one of them . . . ..  '' 
he thought. 

But there was no chance to locate one 
of the criminals in the days that followed. 
How find a man when only death stalks 
a city. driving 1t mad ? Ho\\' find a man 
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when there are only germs, invisible ex
cept through a microscope ? The terror of 

. the unknown, the terror of death against 
which there is no fighting, seized the 
town. Men who would face .bullets and 
laugh� vvere whitefaced with dread. 

* * * 

Jeanie Powell slipped the apron over 
her head and went into the kitchen. She 
was dog tired from a hard day's work at 
the office, but a widow 'vith a five-year 
old daughter to support can't keep serv
ants. She set about getting supper. 

In the tiny living room little Jeanie sat 
on the floor, her toys neglected about her. 
She picked up a doll, let it slide through 
her fingers as though she had forgotten 
it. A mosquito whined past her ear and 
she slapped at it listlessly. "Morna,'' she 
called, "I feel bad." 

Jeanie Powell came into the room, one 
perspiration damp bit of hair falling over 
her cheek. "What is it, darling ? What's 
wrong.', 

"I don't know. I just feel bad. Mv 
head hurts som'en awful, and right her� 
• • • .. " She put her hand to her throat . 

Terror came in the mother's face as she 
crossed the room. She touched the child 
and almost jerked her hand away be
cause the girl's forehead was firy hot. 
Then she had the girl in -her arms and 

• was runntng toward the door with her. 
''Oh, God," she whispered, "don't let my 
baby die. Please, don't let her die., 

Oose to her ear sounded the fitful 
whint' of a tnosquito. 

* * 

It was one of those huge, fratne build
ings that often serve as tenements in cit ... 
ies of less than half a million. From the 
windows people were likely to throw gar
bage. The halls were dirty and dark. At 
night one could hear the creak of the 
building against the 'vind, the scurrying 
of rats. 

In one room on the third floor the 



Dictator of the Damned 

were three generations of a family. They 
all lived in the same apartment, jammed 
together like minnows in a bait box, wait-

. . 
ing to be sold. Old Tony Gaspari was 
reading an Italian newspaper with the • 
help of a magnifying glass. Young Tony 
was reading the baseball news. Uttle 
Maria crawled about the floor making 
gurgling sounds. 

It was Marias mother who first saw the 
rat. A week ago she would have kept on 
with her sewing. Novl she screamed. For 
a moment there was stillness. Even the 
rat did not move. 

Then the baby started to crawl again. 
She didn't see the rat and was n1oving 
toward it. Tony shouted, dropping his 
newspaper and jumping. The rat fled. 

In the corner Maria's mother was 
whimpering. 

Old Tony had not been able to see the 
rat, but he knew. The soft murmur of his 
voice praying in Italian filled the room. 
Young Tony said huskily, "Dan1n it, I'm 
getting out of here. There ain't no way 
to fight the black plague but get away 
from it. I'm leaving." 

The woman said, "You got the job, 
Tony. You can'ta leave. vVe starve." 

"It's a damn sight better to starve than 
have the black plague." 

"But where we go·? We got no money." 
• 

He could not answer that. He stood in 
the middle o f  the room, holding the little 
girl in his arms, his face drawn with ter
ror. There was no sound except the soft 
voice of Old Tony praying. 

* * * 

"Oh darling," Mary Dardell said, hold
ing tight to her husband. "I'm no help at 
all. I tried so hard to have everything just 
right tonight. I was so careful with the 
stove and all, just like the cookbook said. 
But it's all burned." She was about to 
cry. 

Johnny laughed and kissed her. He 
kissed her again. "You'll learn," he said. 
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He kissed her a third time, very hard. 
"But if  you don't it's all right with me. 
If you open a can , whatever's in it '¥ill 
taste sweet to me." 

She giggled and clung to him. They 
had been married a week and were too 
much in love to see straight. It took both 
of them several minutes to open a can of 
com and another of Vienna sausage. 
They would have had to look carefully to 
see the tiny punctures in the bottoms of 
cans and they were interested only in one 
another. 

Half hour later the poison struck then1 
with blinding suddenness. The girl cried 
out, twisting through Johnny's arms to 
slide to the floor, lying there pulled into 
a knot. 

Johnny shouted, "Mary I Mary, what's 
• • . ?" He reached for her, and the pain 
lashed through him like a sword blade. 
It knocked him to his knees and he 
crawled to her. 

"Hold me, Johnny," she whispered. "I 
can't see ! Hold me tight.'' 

He said, "I've got to get a doctor." 
She tried to hold to him. "Don't leave 

me. ·Don't • . . . Johnny In But he was 
pulling away from her. 

They had no telephone. He got as far 
as the front room of the little bungalow 
and went down on all fours. He kept 
crawling and reached the door. 

Where was the knob ? He couldn't see 
it, couldn't find it. His hand fluttered like 
bird wings against the wood, then 
stopped. In the silence his nails made a 
loud scraping sound as he went over on 
his face • • . .  

* * * 

So terror raced rampant through the 
streets. Police were in every block, and 
state militiamen stood about with fixed 
bayonets. They shot every stray cat and 
dog, because many of. them had suddenly 
developed rabies ; but they could not shoot 
the mosquitos which whined sometimes 
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the rats that infested the city sewers, that 
hid in dark basements and vacant lots. 
They could not kill the gern1s floating in 
the air they breathed. 

Fear was triwnphant and death stalked 
invisible. Brothers looked at one another 
with dread, afraid to speak, afraid to 
touch hands. Wives did not kiss their hus
bands; because the kiss n1ight mean death. 
The poor and the rich writhed under the 
same agony and died. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Death Leadl the Parade 

GAINST the darkness the streetlights 

stood out with a kind of gruesome 
\\'hiteness. Houses were tight shuttered, 
while inside the families sat waiting for 
deaths they could not understand. 

In front of the Board of Health on 
Dorval Street an endless line of people 
waited for innoculations which might save 
their lives and might not. They did not 
stand too close to one another, and in 
every face there was dread. 

Across the street Alden Case stood 
watching. IIis clothes hung loose around 
his body. His face was dra,vn into lines 
so sharp they might have been cut from 
wood. His eyes had caved deep into his 0 
head, and they had black circles beneath 
them. 

Under the street light half a block 
away, a policetnan and a member of the 
national guard stood together. As Case 
watched, a great bulking figure passed 
under the light, nodded at the po1icen1an. 
and came dov;n the walk. 

Knuckleduster Donohue rolled up like 
a baby tank. "Well ?'' Case asked. His 
excited voice sounded strange coming out 
of his dead-tired face. 

Donohue shook his head. "The bovs at 
.. 

your office ain't learned a thing. They got 
the wirei tapped okay and they're getting 
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everything that con1es out or goes in the 
home or office of all three of those birds. 
But nothing's phoney about it. You tnust 
be wrong, Boss. None of those guys are 
the outside man for this gang." 

Case sagged wearily. "�1aybe I am:· 0 

he said. "That's the hell of it. I'd kill all 
three if I knew one was guilty and would 
break. I can't be certain, but . . . . " 

Donohue caught him by the anns, hold
ing hin1 erect as he would have a child 
learning to walk. "You're going home, 
Boss. You gonna get some sleep if I have 
to bat you on the head." Half carrying 
the sn1aller man he started for a parked 
car. 

Up the street a man cried out. It was 
not the shrill, high cry of hysteria but low 
and hoarse, the cry of a nian who believed 
he had suffered too much to know fear 
again, yet suddenly found his voice retch
ing with terror. Donohue dropped the 
publisher's ar1n., and together, rigid, they 
faced toward the sound. 

In the darkness beyond the streetlight 
something was moving, cotning forward. 
The .policeman who had been in the middle 
of the street was backing away, his hand 
still raised in the signal to halt. Light 
sho,vn down on his bloodless face. open 
n10uth and bulging eyes. 

Now the thing beyond the light was 
coming into its glow. A group of men 
and women marching, silent. There was 
something dreadful about their quietness 
and about the way they moved, slowly, 
hobbling, swaying. 

All at once Case began to run. He was 
within thirty feet of then1 when the leader 
reached the middle of the intersection. 
And Alden Case stumbled to a halt, a 
hoarse cry belching from his throat. For 
the man who led the procession had a 
death-white face, a face unbearably white 
except for the dark splotch where his 
nose had been. His mouth was too big, as 
though the corners had been eaten away. 
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With eyes fear-cold Case looked at the 
man's fingers and savv they were gone 
to the knuckles. 

It was a procession of lepers ! 

OMEHOW Case stumbled forward. 
· · The procession stopped when he or

dered it to, and he stood under the street
lamp gazing into faces that sickened hitn. 

� 

He had to fight the wild impulse to turn 
and run. 

"What do you want ?'' he asked. 
"Where do you con1e from ?" Even Dono
hue would not have recognized his voice 
then. 

"Fron1 the leper island just off the 
coast," the leader said. "They forced us 
to leave, shooting the guards and anyone 
who refused. They brought us here, 
turned us loose an hour ago. We didn't 
want to cause trouble. We can1e straight 

· for the board of health. 
Case's brain was shaking off the paraly

sis of fear. He knew that leprosy '\'as 
only slightly contagious. These persons 
could walk through the city time and 
again and in all probability never cause a 
new case. But their effect on a town al
ready half mad with fear would be tre
mendous. It was for this reason the out
laws had brought then1 frotn the colony 
seventy-five miles a'vay. 

"All right," Case said, ''stay here. I'll 
round up sotne trucks and have you sent 
to the river. There'll be a boat there to 
carry you back to the island. And enough 
guards will go along to keep you fron1 
being troubled again.� ·  

-It was easy to arrange for trucks and 
a boat. When he had finished, Knuckle
duster Donohue took hin1 by the elbow. 
"All right, Boss. It's getting close to mid
night and you need sleep. Y ou�re going 
home willing, or I'n1 going to konk you 
one and take you." 

"I'll go," Case said. "But I got to get 
up early. l got to find Bobby."  Exhaus-

S7 

tion had squeezed his brain and he vvas 
scarcely conscious of what he said. 

A tnan catne rushing through the door 
of the drugstore in \:vhich Case had been 
telephoning. He grasped Case by the la
pels and began to shout but Donohue 
flung hin1 away. "Shut up, guy, whatevt�r 
your news is. The boss is going hon1e. • ·  

"But they've caught one of thetn !" the 
n1an yelled. Ca e recognized hitn now as 
one of his reporters. "A bunch of thetu 
raided the insane asylutn. 'fhey turned 
all the nuts loose. Several thousand of 
'em and four hundred and fifty hon1icidal 
maniacs ! But one of the crooks was 
\\Tounded and captured. They're taking 
hin1 to headquarters no"" r· 

White flame leaped through Aldeu 
Case. "We only need one !" he whispered. 
"We'll make him talk.'' l-Ie went sprint
ing out of the drugstore, heading for his 
automobile. Behind him hunhered Knnck
leduster Donohue. 

• 

OVERNOR GUN1'ER and 1\iayor 
Farson \vere in the comtnissioner's 

office \vhen Case arrived. Both n1en had 
changed since that day in the state capitol. 
The governor no longer ston1ached his 
\vay around with pompous dignity. H� 
slunk. The fat jowls which drooped over 
his collar trembled and his face was grey 
with fear. Two men who looked like dep
uty sheriffs, or gangsters, flopped in 
chairs near the wall. The governor had 
not been seen \:vithout then1 for the past 
'''eek. 

A different type of change had cotue 
over Mayor Farson. He was no longer 
the titnid little man \vhose round fac(A 
looked ridiculous between his big ears . 
He vvas aln1ost gaunt novr, and a stubble 
of beard covered his face. His right coat 
pocket hung heavy with an automatic and 
he carried a rifle. For the past week he'd 
seemed half mad, hunting the streets day 
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and night for the men who had mutilated 
his wife. 

Only Commissioner Porter appeared 
unchanged, grey, hardfaced, determined. 
"Well,'' he said to Case, "I  think it'll be 
over soon. They're bringing in one of 
the bandits. He's wounded, but not too 
badly." The con1missioner's hands 
clinched with slow fury. "He'll talk," he 
said. "He'll talk." 

"Who's bringing him ?" Case asked. 
''The crooks may try to get hi1n free." 

"They don't know we have him. He • 
was caught away from the others ; so 
Sergeant McKenneth said when he 
phoned. They were too busy to miss him. 
He'll be here in a n1inute." 

"You must force hin1 to talk, Commis
sioner," Governor Gunter shouted. "I'll 
send the entire national guard to clean 
them out. This hellishness has got to 
stop !" 

''He'll talk," Porter said. 

Like an exclamation n1ark gunfire burst 
in the street belo'v. 

With one jump Alden Case hit the 
door and went through. Behind him, a 
Saint Bernard after a greyhound, came 
Donohue. At the front door men were 
milling, shouting. Gunfire ripped like 
jagged lightening. Head do�vn Case drove 
through the crowd and into the street. 

Men lay spra,vled on the sidewalk. 
Some were wriggling, crying out. Others 
lay still. A block away a car was racing 
into darkness, a red stream of flame tag
ging it, the dwindling roar of a tommy
gun. Case's gun was in his hand and he 
fired twice, the boom of his shots lost in 
the blast of policemen's guns around him. 

Two blocks away the car whirled a 
corner and was gone. 

"He's dead," someone was saying. 
··They cut hin1 in half with a machine 
gun. I reckon they were afraid he'd talk. 

• 

• 
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LDEN CASE went lurching down 

the street with l{nuckleduster Dono
hue close behind him. He felt sick with 

bitterness, and the fear, momentarily 

lifted by hope, crushed down on his brain 
again. ''Maybe th� bandits missed him," 

he muttered. "Maybe. And maybe some
body told them." 

Donohue said, ''Hell, Boss, nobody 

couldn'ta told 'em. How would they 

ad one it ?" 

''How do I know ?" He stopped short, 
his eyes wide. It was hard to think with 
every muscle in his body aching from ex
haustion. He said softly, ''Maybe it'll 

work." 

"Nothing's gona work for you but 
sleep," Donohue said. "I'tn taking you 

home �heter you like it or not." 

- ' Sure, Ill go. But I want to call the 

paper first." He talked for some time and 
there was a faint gleam in his sunken 
eyes when he left the booth. "They've 

started their campaign to get money," he 
told Donohue. "They staged mass raids 
on at least three stores tonight. They lost 

five tnen and carried away others who 

\vere wounded. Even if my idea doesn't 
work, one of the bandits will be caught 
alive sooner or later." 

But in the meantime . • • ? Case tried 

to shut the thought out of his aching 
brain. What had happened to Bobby El
lis ? Was she still alive, and if so why 

had she been saved ? He thought of the 
lustful eyes of John Derlington as the 
outlaw had looked at her. And the 
thought of Marion Farson, mad with 
pain, bloody froth coming from her 
mouth, her body covered with sores. 

And somewhere, Bobby Ellis. Alive ? 
Dead ? He was afraid to guess. 

· 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The Death That Crawls 

ERE is a physical limit to which the 
body may be driven. Alden Case 

could never retnember taking off his coat 
and tie

_. And only vaguely he heard his 
sho�s fall, felt the soft giving of the bed 
as he lay back upon it. 

Actually he slept for three hours, 
though it seemed that his eyes had not 
completely closed. Then he was awake 
without understanding why. His first 
emotion was a dull resenttnent against 
consciousness and the pain it brought hint. 
And all at once he was afraid. 

To the right of his bed was a 'vindow, 
and through it a pale and yellow green 

· can1e the light of a waning moon. One 
dim shaft of it touched his bed, and in 
this the face seemed to hang suspended. 
It was a long, thin face with nostrils 
dreadfully dilated, a mouth that was a 
twisted and sinister hole, eyes that were 
yellow flame. The face was not more than 
twelve inches from Case's, but between 
them was the man's hand. It held a snake , 
gripping it just back of the head ! The 
tongue flickered so close to Case that if  he 
had moved the fangs would have struck 
between his eyes ! 

"Alden Case,'' the man said. "Are you 
awake ? Yes, I see you are." He chuck
led, a sound somehow like the hiss of the 
snake. 

Case looked at the snarled mouth and 
the eyes that glowed even in the setni
dark. Before he recognized the man he 
knew that he was insane, a murdering 
maniac free� from the asylum. 

"They gave me this snake to kill you 
with,'' the man chuckled. "They put a bit 
of something extra on his fangs to make 
certain, but that wasn't necessary. It's 
a moccasin and he's going to hit you right 
between the eyes, not helo\\7 the belt the 
way you hit me .' ·  
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It was then Case recognized hhn. Mar
tin Halliday, whose dreams of a crooked 
financial empire Case had exposed and 
broken. Probably the man had always 
been half insane, but after his plans 
crashed he had gone raving n1ad. 

Case's voice was aln1ost too husky fo1· 
understanding. "You think I ruined you, 
Halliday, but I didn't. I was really in 
favor of you. I'm willing to back you 
now \Vith my whole fortune.' ' 

The tnan laughed so that the hand hold-
• 

• 
tng the snake shook, bringing it nearer 
Case's face. "You think I'm insane,'' he 
said. "Well, sure I'm insane. I've got 
sense enough to know that. I killed two 
people before they locked n1e up ; persons 
I had no grudge ag·ainst except that they 
reminded me of you. It was always you 
I wanted to kill. And now I'n1 going to 
do it." The snake came so close to Case's 
eyes were crossed in watching it. Thert 
was not rootn for a man to slide his hand 
between the flickering tongue and Case's 
nostrils. 

"Why don't you n1ove, Alden Case?'' 
Halliday asked. "Why don't you screan1 ? 
I want to jam him down your mouth · 
while you're are yelling.'· 

ICE Case tried to speak, but the 
muscles of his throat had knotted. The 

odor of the snake had clegged his nostrils 
and he could 11ot breathe. He had the 
sensation that his eyes were popping from 
their sockets, moving closer to the snake, 
and he couldn't stop them. 

It was more feeling than sight that 
told hin1 the darkness beyond Halliday 
had rt1oved. He could see nothing, yet he 
knew the door was opening. He knew 
that Knuckleduster Donohue was sliding 
into the room. 

"All right,'' Halliday snarled, "tell me 
you'v� always been my friend ! Think to 
yourself, 'This man's insane. I'll talk him 
out of killing me'.' Try that, Case, because 
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I want to hear you beg. I hate your guts, 
man, and if it's the last thing I do, 
you'll die." 

Still Case could not see Donohue. He 
didn't dare look, though he knew the big 
man was in the room. And he knew also 
what was going to happen. From where 
he was Donohue couldn't see the snake ; 
he'd merely slam his fist against the face 
floating in the moonlight. Halliday would 
be knocked out, but the snake, less than 
an inch from Case's eyes. would strike. 

"Come on," Halliday said, "beg for 
your life." 

Case felt as if his lungs were bursting, 
his strength oozing out of him with thick 
sweat. "I don't mind you killing me," he 
said at last. "Not even with that snake 
you're holding before my eyes, a snake 
a man standing behind you couldn't see !" 
He wondered if  Donohue would be able 
to understand the words that stuck in his 
throat as he tried to speak them. 

Halliday's snarl was half a scream. 
"You're not afraid of snakes, huh ! May
be you're not afraid of the whole zoo 
that's going to be let loose on this city ! 
You're lying ! Lying!" 

From the darkness a voice said, ''He's 
not lying. He loves snakes." 

Halliday shrieked and whirled. Case 
saw Donohue's body smashing down. 
Then he had twisted, flinging himself 
headlong from the bed. A chair crashed 
over. A tnan screamed, time and again, 
the sound horrible in the darkness. A 
heavy body struck the floor. 

Case got the light on and turned. The 
first thing he saw was the snake, midway 
the floor, head raised. Knuckleduster 
Donohue lay some two feet away, his 
body twit�hing. Case's outstretched. hand 
touched a chair and he flung it. It hit the 
snake just below the head. The reptile 
jerked and writhed and Case smashed it 
with another chair. 

Near the left wall Martin Halliday lay 
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knotted upon the +l.oor. His mouth was 
open and long gurgling cries rolled from 
it. Case could see the twin marks of 
fangs on the right cheek and even as he 
watched, Halliday ceased to twist. The 
cries bubbled softly in his throat, and 
stopped. Whatever poison had been added 
to that of the snake worked swiftly. 

It seen1ed to Case that the floor 
stretched like a rubber band as he went 
toward Donohue. It took minutes to cross 
the room and kneel above the big man ; 
all his strength was necessary to roll him 
over. 

Donohue's face was scarlet. His eyes, 
almost closed, showed only a narrow strip 
of 'vhite. "Knuckleduster," Case said. 
"Knuckleduster, _ what the hell's wrong ?" 
The big man dip not move. 

Case thought the light blinked out be
cause he could not see plainly. Then he 
knew there were tears in his eyes. He 
tried to wipe them away. "Knuckledus
ter," he said again, but now he did not 
expect his friend to answer. "He pur
posely got Halliday to turn away from 
me," Case said through stiff lips. "He got 
himself killed to save me." • 

The room turned with a slow surge to 
right and left. Red fires flickered through 
it, stabbing into Case's brain. He tried 
to stand up and staggered. For the first 
time he realized that more than grief and 

• 

the backwash of fear tortured him. Either 
he had contracted some disease or had 
been poisoned. Perhaps the snake had 
struck him after killing the other two and 
emptying his fangs of most of their 
venom. Whatever the cause, a fever tan
gled his brain and he could not think 
clearly. But there was something he had 
to think about, something of terrific im
portance. He strained, like a man tugging 
at a great weight, but could not remem-
her . . . •  



-

• 

'!!etator ot the Damned 

........... , strangely, the pain went out of 
his head. His brain seemed to have 

the brilliant clearness of a glass ball. 
Thoughts danced in it, and he saw them 
as he had seen whirling midges within a 
test tube. He saw the thing he had been 
trying to remember : Halliday saying, 
"Maybe you're not afraid of the whole 
zoo that's going to be let loose upon the 
city." Halliday had talked to Derlington 
and his killers. They had given him the 
snake. He must have heard them plan to 
release the tigers, reptiles, lions and other 
animals to roam the streets and spread 
terror. 

Case jerked at his watch. A quarter 
after four. It would be daylight within 
another half hour but now the darkness 
was thickest. Perhaps the animals were al
ready released, but if not and he went to 
the zoo, there might be a chance to cap
ture one of the outlaws one of men re
sponsible for Donohue's death, for what
ever ghastly horror had happened to Bob
by Ellis l 

The need for frantic haste drove hin1 
rushing out of the room, caused him to 
forget his shoes, his automatic. In the 
glass-clear shell of his brain he wondered 
if he should call the police and \varn them. 
He considered the idea, and tossed it 
aside. It would take too long, he thought. 
And the converging of police at the zoo 
might frighten away the killers. Besides, 
this was a personal fight with him now. 
He'd mop up the whole damn bunch alone. 
So it seemed to his fever-twisted brain. 

When the fever cleared he was stand ... 
ing against a tree in one of the darkest 
parts of the park. He left the tree, mov� 
ing cautiously toward another, although 
he did not know at first what he feared. 
Then, abruptly, he understood. 

Not forty feet ahead one of the park 
lights dropped its inverted funnel of 
brightness, and through this a man was 
moving. He carried a rifle whose muzzle 
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bulged into the dark cylinder of a si· 
lencer. "So that," Case thought, ''is bow 
they tnanage to kill the park guards and 
work quietly." 

The man stbpped at the edge of one 
of the drives which coiled through the 
park. Probably the other bandits were 
to meet hint here, Case thought. His 
breath caught hard in his chest. His body 
rigid, lifted on its toes, he went forward . 
Three, two more steps no'v . . . . 

Something roWld and hard jabbed hi� 
spine. A voice said, 11All right, Buddy, 
who are you ?'' 

Case whirled, a cry of frustration and • 
anger jerking at his lips. He could scare .. 
ly see the man who faced him, holding a 
silenced rifle, but he needed only a glimpse 
of that squared jaw and crooked n1outh 
to know that here was another of the 
killers. 

"Well, well," the n1an said. "Who's 
this guy sl.ipping up on you, Pete ?" 

The bandit Case had stalked came close 
and peered in the publisher's face. uBe 
damned i f  I know.'' 

"He's not a park guard," the other said. 
"Probably some smart guy trying to be a 
hero. Well, he asked for it and here it 
is.'' The man's finger tightened on the 
trigger. He was a full ten feet a'\vay, im
possible to reach before the bullets would 
crash into Case's chest. The other bandit 
flanked him on the right. There wasn't a 
chance and in the queerly crystal globe of 
his brain Case knew it. 
· They were going to kill hin1. It was 
all over. 

CHAPTER FIVE 
Where the Dead W a1k 

T FIRST Case didn't know where the 
sound was coming from. He heard 

it, forming in the air before him, a thin, 
insane chuckle. Then he knew that he 
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was laughing. '• Shoot !" he cried . . . Shoot, 
and the Lord shall hurl thy bullets back 
into thy face ! The fiends of hell shall 
shriek about thee in the night, and feast 
upon thy soul !" 

"Huh ?" the n1an said. He took a half 
step backward, his finger still tight upon 
the trigger. 

"Shoot !" Case yelled again. "For I 
shall kill thee \vhether I be alive or dead, 
mangle thy body and eat at thy heart !" 

The bandit to his right laughed a bit 
uncertainly. "It's one of them lunatics," 
he said. "A happy guy, ain't he.'' 

11Whatta we do \vith him ?" the other 
asked. "Burn him ?" 

Somewhere in the darkness a motor 
sounded, the low '\vhir of tires. "They're 
coming," the second bandit said. ''Let 
this guy go. He'll pull the fear of God in 
folks round this burg, and that's what the 
chief wants." 

"Okay. Scran1 !" The tnan waved his 
gun muzzle. 

It was then the fever came down on 
Case again, blinding his conscious mind, 
jabbing red needles through hi� eyeballs, 
burning his flesh until he expected it to 
crack. He had a vague impression of 
reeling under trees, of seeing an autotno
bile, hearing voices. He was running, 
swiftly, furiously without knowing why. 
Air hatnmered against his face. . He was 
the tail of a kite, whirled with incredible 
speed through the darkness, while he 
clung desperately to a round bar stretched 
across heaven. • 

He can1e back to a wavering earth that 
rushed under hin1, an earth dotted with 
white, grotesque things that were some
how fearful beyond description. They 
were graves, tombstones rising and twist
ing against the darkness. 

The darkness exploded into light. 

Strangely now the fever cleared from 
his mind, leaving it like a machine held 
up in front of him so that he could watch 
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the n1echanism \VOrking beyond crystal 
walls. · 

He had clung to the spare tires of the , 
outlaws' automobile and gone with then1 
to their hideout : a mausoleum in the 
middle of the cen1etery ! No wonder all 
effort to locate it had been futile ! 

There were men standing all around 
Case when his mind cleared. Most of 
them carried rifles and their characters 
were cut upon their faces with cruel lines. 
He recognized the gunman he'd seen in 
the park. , 

"Great God ! ' '  the man said. "He 
n1usta hung on the spare tire !'' 

A dozen rifles centered on Case. Be
hind hiu1 the wall of the mausoleum had 
closed, shutting hin1 off from the out
side world as completely as it would have 
a corpse placed here and forgotten. 

In the clear globe of his brain Case 
saw the bandits and the death that was 
in their faces. And he sa'v also that he 
had failed. Donohue's death would go 
unavenged. Bobby. . . . Pain flared 
through hin1 as he thought of her. Even 

• 

if she were alive there'd be no chance of 
saving her now. Either they \tvould tort
ure and kill her, or . . . . 

They were going to kill him now, and 
he was glad. He couldn't have lived, 
knowing absolutely that he had failed. 
He was going to die now before he had 
the final horror of learning what had 
happended to Bobby, and he was thank
ful. 

The n1an na1ned Pete \vho had ordered 
his release in the park said, "Hell, don't 
shoot the guy before the chief sees him. 
He n1ay not be the nut I thought he was. 
And if you do shoot hin1, what the hell 
you gona do with the body ?" 

"Chunk it out," someone said. 
• 

''Yeah, and have folks start prowling 
around here. Bring him on to the chief.'' 
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EN gathered on either side of Case 
and he began to move forward. He 

realized then that he was not in the 
mausoleun1 proper, but below it in what 
must have been an ancient sewer aban
doned years ago. Ditn tapers flared along 

• 
the walls, giving a wavering yellow light. 
Now and then voices sounded from cur
tained recesses which must have been 
where other tunnels had led into this 
one, and were transformed now into 
roon1s. 

The passage ended abruptly v.rhere two 
tnen stood guard before a black-curtained 
door. Pete said, "We got a guy the chief 
might want to see. He hung on the backa 
our automobile and rode in with us.'' 

"Okay," the guard said. "But the real 
boss is in there now. You'll probably 
have to wait." He pushed aside the black 
curtain, the door beyond it, and van
ished. 

Case sucked a deep breath into his 
lungs as fury surged through hint. So 
there was another boss, an outside tnan ! 
A man whose brain had cooked up this 
whole, hellish scheme. A single man 
responsible for all the horror that had 
swept the city, for Donohue's death
for whatever had happened to Bobby 
Ellis I And that 1n.an was close to hi1n 
now! 

He tried to n1ake his face cahn, his 
voice steady as he asked, "Who is the 
real boss ?" 

HBe damned if I know," Pete said. 
''Maybe even Derlington don't know, but 
there ain't nobody else that does. He's 
a big shot, whoever he is. Always wears 
a mask when he cotnes here." 

Case could feel the breath in his lungs 
congealing iron hard. It didn't matter 
who· the fellow was. He was going to 
kill him ! 

The curtain swayed again as the guard 
came through. "Okay," he said. "Take 
him in.'' 
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Case waited for no n1ore orders. He 
flung the curtain aside. The door beyond 
it was open. He went over the sill. 

And then he stopped short, staring at 
a room such as he had never seen before. 
The whole thing, ceiling, walls, and floor, 
was covered with curtains of such in
tense black that it seen1ed to soak up th� 
yello'v flare of three tapers hung fron1 
the ceiling, leaving the place half filled 
with an eerie and an1ber light. 

It was a huge place, and he had to 
turn slightly to look at all the instru
n1ents scattered about it. And when he 
saw then1 his heart was suddenly 'vrench
ed in his chest with pain. Sickness struck 
at his stomach and he wavered, one hand 
con1ing up claw-like before his face. It 
was a torture room that n1ight have come' 
con1e out of some medieval castle or son1e 
dungeon of the Spanish Inquisition ! The 
rack, for breaking and t'\\risting bodies, 
the h9ot for crushing a hutnan foot into 
pulp, the brazzier of glowing coals heat
ing irons for torture. Shado,ved and 
vague and horrible they stood about the 
roon1. 

Near the far wall, with the yello"r glo"' 
of a torch falling across thetn, t\\"O men 
sat in huge chairs. The light flickered 
on the lean, sadistic face, the tY."isted 
mouth and insane eyes of John Derling
ton, but the other wore a black tnask and 
a robe that covered hitn to his feet. Hi� 
eyes glo,ved beyond the mask. 

It was Derlington who spoke. "Well 
I'll be damned !" he said. "Our friend 
the newspaper publisher. What can v.re 
\\·e do for you ?" Some trick of the acou
stics n1ade the voice seen1 to con1e frou1 
every direction, so that it pounded 
against Case's ears for seconds after the 
man had ceased speaking. 

Case said, "Nothing. Nothing that 
you want to do." He started across the 
room, circling slowly toward the braz
zier of coals and the irons that were 
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CHAPTER SIX 

A Chamber in HeU 

heating within it. He knew they were 
going to kill him and it would be best to 
force them to do it swiftly, to avoid the 
unbearable torture they would put on 
him otherwise. But before he died, he E voice, rolling hollow from wall 

wanted to kill that man under the hood. to wall, said, "Ah, he's abo�t con-

There was no longer any hope of saving scious now. Pull him up." Something 

Bobby, even if she were alive. He had lifted Case's arms and jagged agony 

only one wish now, to kill the fiend hurtled through his body. He heard the 

responsible for these horrors ! thin, pain-torn screan1 that cut off sud-
denly without knowing that he had cried 

HE man began to chuckle, the sound out. Then he fainted for a second time. 
evil and deathly as it beat back from As consciousness came back to him he 

all the walls together, rolling into a was aware only of the torture that racked 
syniphony of hate. ''So you came _here," him. He writhed, moaning insensibly for 
he said, his voice muffled and hollow. long moments. before his eyes were open, 
"That was more than I could hope for." his brain clear enough for him to see and 

"You wanted me ?'' Case asked. He understand. . • 
was within two yards of the brazzier H d d b h

. .. .. , · t f e was suspen e y ts vvrts s rom 
now. He could see the heavy, redhot the roof, his feet barely off the floor. A 
pinchers, the fiery branding iron. But he thin leather pad circled his wrists so that 
dared not let his gaze rest on them. the wire holding him did not cut into the 

The hooded man chuckled again. flesh, ·but the pain jabbing down through 
"When I learned they'd sent somebody his wounded shoulder was almost unbear-
to kill you I was furious. I wanted the abl H k d f th · t e. e was na e rom e wats up, 
pleasure of that myself . .  It'll take you a and his back touched against one cur-
long tin1e to die, the way I want you tained wall of the room. To right and left 
to." of him were men with the faces of mediev-

Case said softly, "It won't take you al torturers. Across the room sat Derling-
so long." He leaped. His right hand ton and the masked man. 
grasped the heavy end of the pinchers 
and swung them high. His snarl was "I · hate you, Alden Case," the masked 

like that of an animal as he drove head- man said. "God ! How I loathe you. This 

long at the hooded man. is my revenge, and I'm going to enjoy it. 

He had forgotten the guards who had Besides, it will serve as an example to 

entered with him. He never heard the the others I warned what to expect if they 

shot, but the bullet caught him in the keep fi_ghting me. We've used this room 

right shoulder, lmocking him sideways. to persuade several rich men to contribute 

He could feel his fingers stiffening around funds, now we'll use it on you for a dif

the pinchers as he tried to swing them ferent purpose." He paused, and again 

down, but his arm would not work. Then the queer accoustics of the room rumbled 

he went over on his face, hard. · under laughter. 

His last sensation was not of pain in "That friend of yours,'' he went on, 
his shoulder, but of stabbing lights be- HBobby Ellis, has been most persistent in 
hind his eyes. Exertion had brought the refusing to make love to Derlington. He's 
fever on him again. His head burst into . taken quite a fancy to her, but she con
red flame that was snuffed out suddenly, tinues to object. I · think that if slie 
leaving darkness. watches what we are going to do to you, 
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she'll change her 111ind. \Von1en are quite 
sacrificing, they tell tne.'' 

.'\ thousand en1otions storn1ed through 
Case, drowning out the agony of his 
\vounded shoulder. Bobby \vas alive ! 
They hadn't killed her, hadn't tortured 
her ! He was glad that Derlington \vanted 
her, since that n1eant she \vouldn't be 
hurt . . . .  And he was wracked bv knowl-

• 

edge of vvhat vvas going to happen to her I 
. "Listen,'' he said huskily, ''let her go. 

I ·ve got a lot of money and I'll give it all 
to you. Every nickle, every bit of prop
erty. But let . . . .  ' ' 

Derlington said, "We'll get your datnn 
property anyway. And if \Ve don't \ve'll 
get enough \Vithout it. I \\t·ant the \VOm
a n . "  

. .  Dan1n you !" Case said . ' 'Dan1n you, 
I . . . . '' But the words choked in his 
throat. He was helpless, and knew it. 

One curtain swung back and the guard 
ca1ne into the roo1n leading Bobby Ellis. 
I-Ier face vvas pale in the yello'v glow of 
the torches and her dark hair swung loose 
about her face. But her head was held 
erect, her small chin firn1. For one mo
nlent she stood there ; then she turned 
slightly and sa'v Case. 

• 

A hoarse cry broke fron1 her throat. 
She leaped forward and the guard caught 
her, jerking her back against hi1n. "Al
den !'' she whispered, and after that she 
was quiet. 

··you've been so stubborn about ntal<
ing love to tny friend," the n1uffied voice 
said, uthat I want to show you how we are 
treating your other lover. Perhaps then 
you'll change your mind." 

' He stood up and went to a shadowed 
corner of the room. When he can1e back 
into the light he was holding a large glass 
bottle. Case could see something n1ove in 
it, dim and horrible. That first sight of the 
things sickened hin1, sent cold terror deep 
into his belly. 

- 'These are scorpions,'' the hooded n1an 
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said. · ·1 'n1 going to put thetn on the'cur
tain against Mr. Case's back. When he 
hangs straight do\Yn the 'vires \von't cut 
his vvrists because of the leather pads. 
But \Vhen he hangs straight down his back 
touches the curtain and the scorpions. 
They \von 't kill hin1, not \\lith their first 
fe\v stings anyvvay. But they'll n1ake hin1 
try to svving away fron1 the curtain, and 
when he does the \Vire will slip from the 
pads about his wrists. Really, it's a 1nost 
ingenious forn1 of torture.'' He crossed 
the room toward Case. 

�'Stop 1" Bobby shouted. "Don't ! Don't ! 
I'll do anything you \vant ! Don't torture 
him !" • 

HE hooded n1an paused, chuckling. 
And · all the \vhile Case cursed him, 

telling hitn to bring his scorpions, cursed 
hitn vvith words that seared his throat. 
He cursed the girl, shouting at her to 
keep quiet, begging her to let thetn kill 
hin1. ' 

"Oh we'll look afi.er you first,'' the 
hooded n1an said. ·'Perhaps Miss Ellis is 
willing to cooperate no\v, but she'll be 
tnore 'villing after she's \vatched awhile." 
IIe came close, uncorking the bottle caut
iously. He touched it to the curtain at 
Case's shoulders. . 

Case tried to tv;ist his head to \Vatch, 
but couldn't. And then a scorpion struck t 
It \vas as though a \vhite-hot ·fishhook 
had been jabbed into his spine, \vrenched 
and torn free. He screamed, hearing the 
sound rip at his vocal chords. His heels 
kicked hard against the curtained wall as 
he tried to fight hin1sel f away from it. 

He swung ottt\varcl and when he did the 
\vire slid fron1 the leather pads around 
his \vrists. It \vas fine wire, and under 
the weight of his body it slashed into his 
flesh like knives. He felt it grind upon the 
bone and then blood came in a slow 
smear do\vn both his arms. He shrieked 
and kicked, \Vrithing like an injured 
snake. �l\nd the \vire cut de�per. 
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Son1eho'v ht' forced hin1self to hang 
motionless, to let his body S"\ving back 
against the curtain. A scorpion bit at his 
left shoulder, another low and in the mid
dle of his back. But the only sound no'v 
was the grinding of Case's teeth as he 
hung motionless. Sweat had come out on 
his body as thick as the blood which 
strean1ed down his ar1ns and back. 

"Stop !" Bobby Ellis cried. "I'll do any
thing. Don't torture him any longer.'' 

John Derlington stood up. I-I is thin {ace 
was twisted with lust , yello"\v in the 
torches glow. He stepped to the girl. His 
eyes burned, his n1outh twisted so that a 
thin drool of saliva can1e from the corner. 
u All right ?" he asked. 

She did not look at hin1.  ''Anything." 
she 'vhispered. 

He reached out, bracing her 'vith his 
left hand, catching the throat of her dress 
with his right. He jerked and she woulc.l 
have fallen if  he had not held her. The 
dress ripped free. She stood there. head 
bowed, wearing only a thin slip. 

Derlington laughed. He caught the slip 
in his right hand and ripped it. In th(• 
yellow glow of the torches Bobby Ell i!" 
stood naked. 

· 

"Look,'' the hooded 111an said close to 
Case's ear. "Y oti love that girl. Look at 
her now, and I hope the sight drives you 
insane." 

The yellow light flickered on high, 
round breasts, on the slim legs flowering 
into curved hips. She stood rigid, waiting. 
John Derlington lifted her in his arms, 
his head bent toward hers. His vulture's 
face pressed cold lips upon her trembling 
ones but she did not resist, did not dra\V • 
back. Case's voice returned, at that, and 
he roared curses and maledictions until 
the place resounded as with the cries of 
the damned in hell. And then, as though 
in answer to his profane prayers, the 
whole end of the room seemed to burst • 
open to adtnit a group of shouting men. 

• 
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There was the sharp crack of gunfire as 
the exultant. raging tnob poured in, and in 
the lead, roaring like a maddene<i bull , 
was Knucldeduster Donohue. 

Knuckleduster didn't carry a gun. He 
leaped at Derlington as the bandit dropped 
Bobby, and his hand flashed under his 
coat. Then Donohue's fist caught hin1 on 
the chin with all the n1an's t\vo hundred 
pounds driving behind it. Derlington catnc 
off the floor as though he had been ex
ploded, and there vvas tht crack of bon� 

• 

snapptng. 
Case kicked at the w·au, flinging hi:; 

body far out. The wire slashed into his 
hands, but his feet came up chest high. 
He kicked. He felt the in1pact of his heels 
upon the masked n1an's head, but the tor
ture that shot through his wrist and 
shoulder was unbearable. The roon1 burst 
into a whirling red haze of pain. The11 • 
there 'vas darkness. 

• 
LDEN CASE looked do\vu at his 
bandaged wrists and grinned. "I'd 

given up hope that the boys 'vould ever 
locate the hideout,�� he said. ''I was11 •t 
even sure n1y idea was any good. ' '  

' 'How did you tell then1 where it was ?'' 
Bobby asked. "How did you know before 
you got there ?'' 

HI didn't. But after that n1a11 \vas killed 
in front of the police station, I figured 

· there n1ust be a telephone in their hideout 
because somebody had \varned thetn about 
one o f  their tnen being captured. So 1 
sent about forty persons from tny paper 
to the telephone company. Under the cir
cumstances the company 'vas \villing to 
help, and every number, especially the un
listed ones, was checked against the city 
directory. The number would have to be 
in some fake name, o f  course. They 
checked 011 all telephones they couldn't 
find in the city directory. Good luck 
helped. This phone was registered against 
a vacant house close to the cemetery. A 

• 
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couple of cars abandoned by the bandits 
had been found nearby, and calls had 
come from the house although it appeared 
to be vacant. 'fhe basen1ent connected 
\vith those ancient se\Yers that ran under 
the cen1etery.'' 

Knuckleduster Donohue :-,aid, "Dan111 if  

you ain't a smart n1an, Boss. But I don't 
see how you figured it \vas Mayor Farson 
back of that gang, even after he knocked 
off his wife.' '  

' • I  didn't do that alone either," Case 
said. ''I didn't really l<now it \vas Farson 
until they'd pulled the tnask off him. And 
one of my gossip colun1nists has figured 
out why he killed his wife. He'd fallen for 
son1e actress, who demanded tnore tnoney 
than he had to give her. But the 1nan was 
a critninal lunatic \\·ith delusions of 
grandeur. He actually dreamed of becon1-
ing dictator of the nation through a reign 
of terror. Of course, he had no trouble 
getting the aid of crooks like Derlington. 
Won1en," he added, grinning at Bobby, 
'1are the cause of all trouble:� 

Minutes later Donohue said, "I reckon 
maybe I better go. This is gettin' intimate." 

"Not before you explain son1ething," 
Case said. 111 left you for a dead man, and 
a few hours later you came bursting in 
knocking the head off the world�s number 
one public enemy." 

6/ 

· · ... '\ \V ,  • •  Donohue said and grinned 
sheepishly. · · r  j ust had the yello\v fever, 
the doc �ays. Then \vhen you and n1e 
\:vent hon1e I drank a lot of water. The 
\Vater n1ain had been tapped and poisoned. 
That \Vas \vhat got you, but I'd drunk the 
tnost. I knocked that nut Halliday out, 
and then • . . .H I-Iis face turned a firey 

red with embarrass1nent. "A,v, \vell I ,  
er, I n1usta fainted.''  

Case laughed . .. . I thought the snake had 
bitten you." 

Donohue said, · ·you had to kill hirn, 
didn't you ? WelJ , he'da been dead before 
that, i f  he bit tne." 

Case sobered suddenly. "There's ntuch 
\vork yet to be done," he said. "This city 
has �ecome a pest hole, a 111ad house, a 
fenceless zoo of n1addened beasts. You 
must go away, Bobby, until \ve get it 
cleaned up-'' 

A soft hand over his n1outh interrupted 
him. ''You have proven that you are a 
n1an,'' she said . ''Are you going to rob 
n1e of the opportunity of proving I an1 
worthy of you ?'' 

I<nuckleduster Donohue turned ponder
ously tovv·ard the door. ' 'Like, I said," he 
n1utnbled, "this's gettin' too intimate '' 

But the real reason he turned a\vay 
was to hide a suspicious moisture which 
had suddenly accumulated in his eyes . . . .  

THE END 

Edward Lawton, pow· 
erless to m o v e ,  w a s  
forced t o  w a t c h  h i s  
lovely sweetheart, nude. 
bow in supplication to 
a lechet·ous c r e a t u re 
whose power could split 
asunder the world it· 
self, in 
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By Em�rson Grav�s 
Cleve Harrisotl jott1zd his artist'J 
hand gai11i12g steadily i;z abilit;·_. 
his paintings beconzing the 
protlttcts of real getzius. Yet 
his tJJind a1�d soul were beitzg 
e1zsla·ved to a seductive bei1zg 
whose fot·1J7- tvas that of a 
beauti/ttl wo�,11a11 bttt whose 
heart was {,Jack tvith tenturies 

o { si11 . . . .  
• 

• 

DON'T blatnc you for thinlcing I atu 
tnad. I thoug·ht Bill Hargate was, as 
did the rest of the world. And for 

the same reason. Crazv a �  hell . I said 
" 

he \vas. But t1(nl\r • • • •  
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' 

I-1 argatc, a!' you kno\v, \ras a sculvtor .  
A good one, too. So good that he tnade a 
living· at it ; thoug·h for a long "'hile he 
couldn•t get started. That \¥as a funny 
thing_ too . .  For year he \vorkerl in the 

• 
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cheap attic for \Vhich he sotnetitnes owed 
ten n1onths' rent, and couldn't sell his 
stuff. Then, all of a "sudden, he begC\n 
to be a success. There \Vas a sharp Jine 
-one day he was unsuccessful. the next 
day he 'vas made. 

I ren1etnber the tin1e of that division. . 
We were in Claney's bar. Bil1, big and 
red-haired and muscular, stared at n1e 
\vith blue eyes burning frostily fron1 some
thing more than whiskey. 

('I'm through with failure, Cleve," he 
�aid abruptly. HI'n1 going to be famous 
110\V ." 

((That's nice, " I said. ''How do you 
know? Did somebody read your tea 
leaves or your beer suds?" 

''No,'' he said, so seriously that I got 
tny first clear doubt as to his n1ental bal
ance, "I've got a muse no'v ." 

"You've got a \\that?'' 
"A muse. " 
·'What the devil is a n1use ?" 
''Inspiration. A sort of gu�ding spirit 

every creative artist must have." 
\Veil, I thought he'd gone batty over 

the blah you hear at artistic receptions, 
\\'here people who aren't artists try to talk 
the language of those \vho are. Inspiring 
n1use creative genius Nuts! 

hHave another drink," I said. 
Bill grinned, and the grin was so sane 

that n1y opinion of his craziness wavered 
for a minute. But only for a n1inute. · 

"It sounds screwy, doesn't it?" he said. 
''But I tnean it. There's son1ething 'vith 
tne today that I didnl't have yesterday. 
Sotne· sort of spirit, or guiding hand .. . " 
His eyes lost themselves in distance be .. 
vond the barroom \vall. � 

"So you've got a tnuse no'v,, 1 said. 
·'That's swell. Son1ething to inspire you 
to the heights: How do you get 'en1? I 
can use one in my commercial art. Do 
you advertise for 'em.?" 

• 
Bill's blue eyes turned somberly on n1e . 

4'Don't be a damned foo1,H he said. 

• 
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"'What \Vott1d your n1use be like?" I 
persisted. ·' J� \VOtnan, of course?" 

··r think so," Hargate said slowly, and 
seriouslv. "\T es, it \Yould be a woman, "' 
\vouldn 't it? A beautiful woman. But not 
as 've know \von1en. A sort of \von1an-
f/ . JJ . ung .... 

··Hargate's 1\fuse, " I said. ('\Vhere will 
you keep it? \tV ill you build a kind of 
ethereal dog-house " 

l-Ie banged his fist on the table, and he 
\vas angry. 

ucome up to 1ny room," he said. HI'm 
telling you, there's son1ething in n1y life, 
son1ething so tangible that I can ah11ost 
see it, that wasn't there before.· And I 
can show it to you in n1y work. I fin .. 
ished the Capri nude this afternoon." 

I whistled. That in itself \vas an as
tonishing thing. For t,,.o years Bill had 
left this one figure, a nude about three
quarter life size, unfinished because he 
\vas afraid of ruining a brilliant start
afraid of his own lack of ability. N o'\T, 
in an afternoon, he had con1pleted it. 

UT that astonishn1ent faded into a 
deeper one \vhen I got to Bill's attic 

\\.rith him and he S\vitched on the un-. 
shaded light bulb over the completed 
statue. 

God, it \vas Jovely ! ... A,.. female figure, 
seated on a rock, half turned so that the 
face looked around at you over one smooth 
shoulder. It was so perfect that it seemed 
to breathe; modeled \Vith swift, sure 
lines ; one of the great statues of the 
\�rorld. 

uSay, Bill, that's itnmense," I said, in 
a hushed tone. I'n1 a con1n1ercial hack, 
but I l�now good work \vhen I see it. 

Hargate nodded, almost without en1o
tion. "Never sa'v tne work like that be
fore, did you? I never did before it's 
the new thing that's con1e into my life that 
is responsible. Muse that's the only 
thing I kno\v to call it." . 
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A slig·htly ·drunk artist, and a ·slightly 
drunk sculptor, standing and staring at 
that sculptor'. ,,�ork. And kno\ving it 
\vas great. . . . 

It sold for four thousand dollars next 
day. And that ended Hargate's obscurity 
and poverty. �1ttse or not, son1ething had 
got into hitn that tnade hin1 turn out 'vork 
that vras outstanding- in our day. But you 
all know that. You've read the papers. 

What you don't know is Bill's personal 
life during that brief flash of fan1e. No 
one kno,vs that hut I. And I've never 
told, till no'v. 

He can1e to n1y studio one afternoon. T 
was turning out sotne black-and-,vhites, 
for a distillery advertisen1ent. I hadn't 
seen him for \veeks. and I 'vas shocked 
at his appearance . 

He had lost weight. so that his heayy 
bones scen1ed to stick out through th� 
flesh. II is face was lined and sallo\\·. HiR 

clear, frosty hlue eyes 'vere n1uddy and 
ringed. 

They·d told tne he "''as drinking hea ,._ 

ily. They'd said he had quarrelled with 
the girl he was going to n1arry, and lately 
had been living almost like a hertnit in 
t.he attic he still kept. In fact, several of 
the gang had said they thought he \va"" 
going n1ad. · . 

I put it tnore sin1ply, when I sa\v hitn. 
I tol<.l tnyself that 6Uccess had gone to 
his head, ruined hitn as it does so many 
men who can stand adversity but not 
prosperity. And then he came ottt \\·ith 
that silly n1use business again. 

"Cleve, it's driving tne insane." he 
said abruptly. 

"What is?'· I said. deciding it \vas hest 
not to con1n1ent on the change in him. but 
to act as i f  he 'vere normal. 

"My n1use." 
"Why don't you trade it in on a ne'v 

.model, if it's unsatisfactory?'' I said, fin· 
iihing a sketch and lighting a cigarette. 

I thought for a minute he �ras going 
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to cry that big hulk of a guy \Vho could 
break 111ost tnen in t'vo. 

"For God's sake, don't be flippant ! I've 
got to talk this out 'vith son1ebody. ' ' 

"Okay,'t I said in a changed tone. 
''Talk it out with n1e.'' 

So he did. And it \Vas a crazy talk. 
He had been sure that night at Claney's 

bar that sotnething aln1ost tangible had 
entered his life and breathed the spirit of 
great art into his \vork. He becan1e n1ore 
sttre of it as the weeks passed ; and he be
gan to get a clear idea of just ''"hat it was. 

His first surmise that it 'vas a '�tonlan�
" a won1an-thing" \vas correct. 

"She•s tall and exquisitely slender. Sht 
has greenish eyes like the eyes of Egyp
tian priestesses. And red hair. If you 
think tny hair is red it's sand- colored 
compared to hers.'' . 

"But you told tne you'd never seen it
her," I objected. "And Egyptian priest 
esses are supposed to have had bro\\rtt 

, . eyes. . 
He ignored the retnark about priest

esses. "T havt1t't seen her. Yet I seen1 
to ktlo\v just vvhat she looks · like. Do\vn 
to the last detai1. It contes out in tny 
\YOrk.'' 

I stopped a n1on1ent at that. I had fol
lowed his recent things. All nude fema1(' 
figures. All apparently the same figure. 

"You tnean the figure you've n1od
eled '' 

"In all of tny recent \\'Ork/' he nodded. 
·'That's she. That's a ·portrait in stone- of 
the thi·ng now in my life.'' 

"Your n1use.'! I said, starting to kid 
him again. But I stopped at the look in 
his eyes. 

"Bill;·' I said, "let's face this thing-. '\�ott 
have a curious obsession. Not a . . . 
sane one. You've picked up the delusion 
that some spirit, or thing of another 
world, or whatever you want to call it. 
has suddenly becotne your companion. 
Under that delusion you··re doing· grand 
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work and drinking yourself to death! 
Can't you keep the new artistic power 
that's come to you and can the bad part 
of the del us ion ?" 

I've never seen such n1i "'ery as came 
into his face, then. 

.. I'd willingly give up the artistic po\ver 
if I could give up the thing too," he said 
in a low voice. "But I can't. She she's 
in my life forever. "'fhough that \\·on't be 
long. She'll kill me soon." 

E paced up and down my studio, pull
ing at his knuckles. 

"They're beginning to ':vhisper that I'm 
crazy. Well, maybe I an1. It would be a 
wonder if I wasn't . . . Cleve, she has 
taken possession of n1y life like a jealous 
hag n1arried to a young husband! She is 
with tne constantly. She won't let me 
have a close friend, or another woman. 
You heard I'd quarrelled 'vith 1\farjorie, 
and our engagement is off?'' 

I nodded, wordless. 

"Ifs because of her. She got jealous 
of Marjorie, just as though she \Vere hu
nlat1 herself. Did you see Marjorie's 
throat?" 

I nodded again. 

"But I'll bet Marjorie didn�t tell you, 
or any one else, how she got that deep 
�lash, that'll leave a scar till she dies !" 
Hargate began pacing again. aShe did 
that to Marjorie. The thi1tg I called my 
tnttse and was happy at having for a 
little while. I don't know 'vhether she 
slashed her with some sort of weapon or 
not. Maybe she has claV\7S, like a cat. A 
great cat, from hell.'' 

"For the love of heaven, Bill " 

uso you think I'm crazy too," he inter
rupted. He was silent for several min
utes. Then he smiled. His eyes were 
normal again. "All right, I am. -Forget 
the whole thing. Come on out and have 
dinner with me. Afterwards we'll go to 
Austin's party. I'm going to get drunk, 
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and I 'n1 going to raise hell with a good 
looking n1odel, if there are any around 
loose. She can get as sore as she likes 
about it." 

Well, you've read in the papers about 
that studio party of Tom Austin's, too. 
You've read of the horror that ended it . 
But I had no premonition of it, then. I 
was only concerned \Vith trying to talk t<? 
Bill Hargate as if nothing had happened
above all, trying to get to the roots of the 
strange obsession that haunted hin1. 

But he only n1entioned it once more 
before we went to Austin's. 

"I'm going to have some fun if I die 
for it. And I may die, at that. She wants 
all of me. Rule or ruin. All of n1e. But 
then the 1nuse is always spoken of as a 
jealous muse, isn't she?" He laughed in 
a way I didn't like. And then 've \vere 
at Austin's. 

It was quite a party. There were a 
dozen or fifteen artists and 'vriters there. 
And n1ore than that number of girls ; 
most of then1 professional models. Bill 
Hargate started right in having his fun. 
I saw hitn drink four straight whiskeys, 
and make for a tall girl with orange-red 
hair and grey eyes that returned his bold 
and burning stare with never a sign of 
abashment. And then I found a friend 
myself, and had a few drinks, and began 
having my O\Vn fun. I lost sight of Bill 
till about midnight. Then he came over 
to rpe with the beautiful tall girl clinging 
to his arm. 

"I'tn giving he-r hell," Bill said, thickly. 
((She is jealous. Furious. I think it's be
cause n1y friend," he grinned at the girl, 
"-ha.s red hair too." 

"He's nuts," said the girl, squeezing 
Bill's arn1, speaking in a throaty, languor
ous tone, "but I like him anyway." 

"She doesn't kno\v about her/' Bill 
said to me. HI haven't told any one else -
about her but you." . 

"Do you often get like this, big boy?" 
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laughed the tnodel. She turned to me. 
uHe acts like somebody else was \vith us. 
And I hope he's wrong because what 
V\rent on between us in Austin's little den, 
with the door locked, is nobody' s busi
ness!'' 

She laughed again, in a slightly un-
teady way, and hauled him away from 

me. I saw the two of then1 head for that 
little den again, walking with the extra 
precision of folks who are tipsy. And then 
I forgot thetn both till n1idnight can1e 
and \vent. 

. ;vENTY 1uinutes after tv.relve. You've-
seen that titne quoted as the moment • 

of the tragedy. But it can never be real 
in your minds because you weren't there 
in Austin's rooms. • • • 

The first thing I heard, that '"'e all 
heard, was a scream. I won't forget that 
sottnd in a hurry. It was the ultimate 
distillation of horror, wrung from a worn· 
an's tortured mouth. And then the tall 
tnodel can1e running from the little den 
with the never-ending, a,vful screatn still 
pouring fron1 her lips. 

She \Vas scratched and slashed as if 

she had forced her 'vay through a thorn 
bush. ller face was chalk-\vhite and her 
eyes saw nothing. They glared at and 
through us. A11d to that unseen horror 
which she seemed to glimpse beyond us. 
she tnuttered hoarsely: 

u He) s dead!"' 
A moment she swayed there, just out

side the door of the den, and then she 
fell full length on the floor. 

None of us 'vas tipsy any 111ore. \Ve 
were sober no'v. 11en and girls scram
bled to help her. But I went on into the 
den \vith her dreadful words hammering 
on n1y brain. And if I won't f orget the 
tnodel's screan1 in a hurry, I won't forget 
the sight that tnet n1 y eyes in the den, 
either. 

It "'as a tiny library, �;ailed with books, 
with a table and chair and divan in it. 
Some of the books '¥ere out of the shelves, 
now ; the table-lamp \vas tipped on its 
side but still burning. And on the floor 
was Bill. 

His throat \vas slashed as though a 
n1addened giant had swung a cleaver at 
it. And from the gash, as if from a sec
ond, dreadful mouth, can1e slow spurts 
of life-blood. 

I bent over hitn. He �vas, _incredibly� 
still alive. His eyes tnoved. They stared 
into n1ine with a sort of gladness, a sort 
of peace in them. As if this death of his 
were cherished escape. · 

And then, suddenly, even as they 'vere 
glazing in death, they changed expression. 
Horror crept into then1 and they were 
no longer staring at my face. They werr 
glaring at something a little behind n1e 
and to tny right ! 

I whirled around. T�ere was nothing 
there but wall, with disarranged book
shelves. And when I turned back to Bill, 
he was dead. 

•'My God!" can1e the shocked tones of 
Austin, from the doorway. "What an 
awful accident! He fell on that bottle, 
and it broke ttnder him and slashed hi. 
throat!'' 

.O nly then did I see the thing clasped 
in Bill's hand and half-hidden under his 
chest: a bottle-neck with jagged glass 
edges like so many razors. . . . 

The police camr. They questioned us. 
All we could ten them was that Bill and 
the girl had gone into the den, and that 
then the girl had burst out screaming that 
Bill was dead They tried to question the 
girl. But they were unsuccessful, there. 
No one will ever know what she saw iu 
the den, or how she got the slashes on 
her bared shoulders and breast. When 
she crune out of her faint she was incur
ably mad. She still is : a beautiful lttnatic 
in the �tate asvlum . • 

• 



His Avenging· Muse 

AWN was reddening the sky as I got 
to my studio. I could hardly drag 

111yself up the stairs and into it. There, 
I half fell into a chair before 1liY drawing 
board, so utterly worn out that I couldn't 
think. I could hardly see : but abstracted
ly I did notice the sketch on my board
the last of the hlack-and-whites for the • 
distillery ads. 

Mechanically n1y hand picked up a 
brush. There in the dawn, with at first 
scarcely enough lig'ht to see what I was 
doing, I finished the sketch. . . . 

And only then realized the con1plete 
incredibility of what I had done! 

So exhausted that I could hardly feel 
n1y fingers, let alone guide them tcnl
porarily I was only a shell of a person 
fron1 the shock of Bill's death, and the 
liquor that had died in n1e yet I had 
worked steadily and well for over two 
hours, finishing that sketch ! 

But I was too exhausted even to '\\'011-
der . for very long. I fell into bed and 
slept like a dead person. , � . 

I woke V\1ith the words. "Hello. \vho'� 
there?'' on n1y lips. 

For a mon1ent I stared be\vilderedly 
around It was about t\YO in the afternoon. 
The sun slanted in n1y skylight. And it 
revealed no one in the big studio rootn 
but myself .. It was odd. I'd \vaked out of 
a sound sleep with a distinct in1pression 
that son1e one '"as there with me. 

I went out for lunch. Bill's ghost was 
with �e. I kept remembering the slash 
across his throat. The broken bottle, of 
course ! As Austin had surmised, and the 
police had finally \vritten down, Bill had 
fallen with a bottle in his hand. and it 
had broken and cut his throat. 

His crazy words to me: uShc is furious. 
. . . She'll kill n1e soon. . • . " I dis· 
missed them. And I tried to dismiss his 
dying look his glaring at sotnething un· 
seen to me that was behind me and a 
little to the rig·ht. Had the1·e been \varn -
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ing in his eyes too? A vvarning to 1nc! 
I cast that thought out as pure fan-

tasy. And then, since I had tny distillery 
sketches done, I went dully down to the 
advertising agency with then1, although 
they '"eren't due for another t\vo days. 

The art director looked them over as I 
stood beside his desk. "Okay," he said, 
as he pulled the covering paper from one 
sketch after another there were six of 
thetn. "They're all right. , . . Say !•' 

He "'as looking at the one I had done 
at da,vn. It was a sitnplc one, a picture 
of a laughing girl handing an elderly ntan 
a glass, 

"Cleve, this last one ! It's swell!'' 
I looked at it without much interest. 

The sketch was worth only twenty bucks 
to me: I hadn't worked any harder on it 
than I did on any stnall job. But a little 
interest gre'v in me as I stared. 

It was rather good. Nothing you could 
put yotu· finger on. It 'vas just right, 
that was all. 

"This is the best thing you've ever 
brought in here. You know, I think I can 
squeeze the appropriation a little and give 
you thirty for this. . . . Confidentially� 
what's the tnatter with you?'' 

I hadn't been paying tnuch attentiou 
to him. i\nd the reason was, that abruptly, 
I had again got the curious feeling that 
some one was in the roon1 with me. Some 
one beside the art director. The unseen 
person seemed to be standing beside 1ne. 

I told hin1 I had been at Austin's party. 
He shook his head sympathetically. 

• 

"That's enough to make any one seen1 
absent·minded. Better loaf for a couple of 
days. After that, check in here. I'll have 
a lot of stuff for you if you can keep ou 
putting guts into your things as you hap .. 
pened to in this last sketch.'' 

VVENT back to the studio, and I 
thought I heard a sound from near tny 

drawing board. Like a lo"r laugh. A 

• 
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won1an's laugh. But I knew n1y nerves 
were playing me tricks, because there was 
nobody but n1e in the roon1. Nobody, I 
. ay .... 

I had the sudden success Bill had had. 
It \Vas beyond explaining. All of a sudden 
I felt a surety and po\ver at my \vork such 
as I'd never felt before. And the work 
sho,ved it. The art director began throw
it1g so much \vork 111y way that I could 
hardly handle all of it. And then he called 
1ne in and I got two '\\Tal1ops, one of them 
good and one bad. 

The good one vvas \\·hat I'd been \vork
ing ior for a long time a chance at a big 
ad job. You don't tnake the real n1oney 

· in our gatne till you get the big color 
jobs, either water color or oils, for the 

• 

' 
big advertising accounts. But you don't 
get a chance at then1 till you're a':vfully 
good. 

It seetned I \vas to get n1y chance no\v. 
"1-Iealth-Ring soap is putting· on a big 

catnpaign," the art director said. ··Here's 
a layout of the first picture to be used. 
You and one other artist compete. The 
best first picture gets the string of t'velve." 

"This," I said sincerely, "is swell. 
Thanks for the chance." 

"Don't mention it," he said. "I'm not 
doing you a favor. You're doing nice 
\vork, that's all." 

Then I looked closer at the layout. 
"Well, well," I said. "A nude." 
44Why not?" he shrugged. ('A few of 

thetn are coming into the ads. They have 
to be damned well done, though, to get 
by. This picture's no cinch, Cleve. But 
if your muse treats you as \vell on this as 
it has on your other recent stuff. . . • 

Now what's 'vrong ?" 
I was staring at hin1 with n1y mouth 

open. And I could feel n1y face get cold 
as blood drained from it. 

"Nothing," I said. I put the layout 
under my arm, and left his office. 

And I went to the nearest park bench 
to sit do,vn and think! 

1'If your nutse treats· you as well on 
1 . " t 11S. • • • 

I tried to get hold of myself. What the 
hell? Lots of people spoke, usually smil- · 
ingly, of your n1use. Any artist gets it. 
But the last time I'd heard that vvord was 
fron1 dead Bill Hargate' s lips ! And with 
the art director's careless use of it I re
alized. . . . • 

That Bilrs eyes had held 'varning for 
n1e as 'vell as horror '\vhen he looked over 
1ny shoulder . . . . 

That the other 1norning I had been 
more alert in my half-sleep than awake, 
when I opened my eyes saying, "Hello, 
'vho' s there?'' 

That my frequent uneasy conviction in 
n1y studio that son1ebody else, some thing. 
else, \\ras in there with me, was true·--· 
That H a1"gata, s 1fl,ftse had left hint a.t dea.fh 

· and attached itself to ute! 
But this vvas utter insanity, I told n1y

self. Hargate had been mad vvhen he 
talked of a muse a jealous tnuse, if you 
please as if it  \vere a thing alive. A muse 
wasn't personified! It was mastery of 
talent in your line inner intelligence 
'vhispering the thing to do when your 
conscious brain \vas defeated .... I didn't 
know exactly what. But certainly it was 
no real thing� _tangible or otherwise, that 
could actually accompany you around and, 
of all mad things, be "jealous." . . . 

And then, sitting there on the park 
bench, I thought I heard a low, amused 
laugh. A woman's laugh. But when I 
looked around I was alone, save for a . . 
nurse n1aid twenty yards away reading a 
book while she rocked a· baby carriage. 

It was the tnaid who had laughed, of 
course. Something in her book had been 
hutnorous. It was she who had laughed ! 
Of course . . • •  
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\VENT hon1e \vith the layout for the 
discreet advertising nude. I pinned it 

to tny drawing board and got out a fresh 
canvas and sotne charcoal I started 
roughing in the nude figure and as I did 
so, with such startling clarity that I kne\v 
I was not in1agit1ing it, I felt a figure at 
my side. A figure that \vas tall and ex
quisitely slender, and \Yhich bent over 
tny shoulder to watch tny charcoal strokes. 

How did I kno'v that it \vas tall and 
slender ? I can't tell you even yet. I kne\v 
that it was so. That was all. 

But I still tried to tell myself that it 
was nerves ; that I hadn 't even yet recov
ered fron1 the shock of Bill's accidental 
death, although over a \veek had passed 
since that had happened. 

And I tried to bury n1yseJf in work. 
The drawing didn't go so well. So l 

phone�l an agency and had a n1odel sent 
up to draw fron1 life. She was blonde, 
pl':ln1p, \vith a lovely hut not very intelli
gent face. I began the picture at about 
two in the afternoon. 

I was going gt:eat guns. I always work 
fast; this day I worked with a speed that 
surprised n1e. And with a surety tha.t 
delighted me so that I almost forgot the 
talL slender figure constantly at n1y el
bovr. 

I finished the thing at half-past six. 

And I told the model to get dressed and 
con1e and have a hard-earned dinner V\7ith 
me. 

She .stopped as "\\·e were going out the 
door, and turned to n1e 'vith a queer look 
on her face. 

"What did you say?'·' 
ui didn't say anything , ' ' I told her. 

But I hurried her out to hide my tren1 .. 
bling. For I had heard \vhat she had: a 
low-toned, quite distinct word : a Stop In 

I drank n1y dinner that night. For. I 
V\'as trying to dro,vn out n1y final, bizarre 
admission to myself . 

Bill Hargate had not been tnad. Sotne-

hoV\'. sotne thing frotu a place listed by 
no geography had attached itself to his 
life. Son1e thing, that was aln1ost like the 

won1en \VC kno\v. Son1e thi-ng that by its 
influence tnade hin1 do better \\'Ork than . 
he kne\v ho\v. 

Well, 'vhat, \vould everyone say, "'as 
that but a nutse? Didn 't it fill every 
definition of the 'vord? An influence, a 
force frotn \vithout n1ortal comprehension . 

that seen1ed to guide your hand or brain 
in the creation of things a little beyond 
uorn1al ability. . . . 

· The jealous tnuse! 
God knevv- for how n1any centuries that 

phrase had been used. And I \vondered. 

no\v, ho\v n1any artists and writers had 
had the experience Bill Hargate had had 
-and \\'hich I was now having? Had 
experienced the same dread thing and 
told no one because they kne'y they•d be 
judged tnacl? Had sitnply referred to the 

hag-riding thing that n1ade then1 great
as their n1use? The great n1en of genius 

\vho had gone tnad who had killed 
then1selves after lives devoted exclusively • 
to their art . . . . 

· 

But had the devotion been because thev 
• 

were absorbed in it, or because they \ver<' 
so terrified and dominated by this dread 
·n�use that th�y dared not hold out fron1 
her any of their time or thoughts? And 
had they killed thetnselves 01,. lzcul they 
been killed? • 

For I kne'v now that Bill 1-Iargatc 

hadn't been killed by that jagged bit of 
bottle found clutched in his hand! And J 
knew no'v how the model he'd been at
tenlpting to forget 'vith. had gotten her 
slashes. . . . 

UT these thoughts, almost too tuad to 
be contained by the mind, V\'ent on 

· underneath the top of my brain that 
night. For I \vas drunl{. And the blonde 
girl 'vith n1e, was drunk too. I could see 
in her hlue eye� a curious look an ex-

• 

• • 



• 

• 

• 
• 

76 • a a 1 1 I 1 71 Till 

• 
1 I 

pression of horror that vvas blended \vith 
\vonder as to what it \vas that could pos
sibly be horrifying her ! 

Finally \ve started back to tny 
studio. And as \VC got to the top 
of the first flight of stairs, I'll S\vear I 
heard a sort of snarJ, and the girl fell. 
She fell backwards do\vn the steps, 
screa1ning, for no re�son, slipping fron1 
1ny clutch as I tried to catch her ... . 

I took her to the hospital, and n1ade 

• 
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I threw clothes on 1nyself, snatched up 
the carton \vith the picture in it, and hur
ried to the advertising office. 

The art director took the canvas fron1 
the container 'vhile I bit n1y lips and tried 
to tell n1yself there \vas not a third pres
ence in that tiny office \vith us. I didn't 
look at hin1 till I heard his voice. 

'''Veil, there's no doubt here as to who 
gets the series of pictures to dra\v !" 

• 

arrangements to pay her bills while two STARED.at him then. His voice had 
broken legs were set. And then· I \vent held a curious note, and his face \Vas 
hack to n1y studio. curious too. He '"�as gazing at that pic-

\ 
The tnuse. The jealous n1usE; not per- ture. 

1nitting that any slightest thought or in- "Cleve, this . . . this is  too good. It 
terest be diverted fron1 '\\'ork and frotn seen1s a damned shame that it goes into 
her! · She had made that girl fall. She advertising, though for heaven's sake 
\Vas beside me no"v, triumphant, a sort of don't iet the old n1an knovv I'm guilty of 
harpy \vith narro\v green eyes. . . . · such heresy. It's . . . marvelous, Cleve." 

And how did I know that ? I gasped I almost forgot the trtuse for a n1on1ent. 
the question to n1yself. I couldn't ans\ver Marvelous ? Well , it  had been competent-. 
it. I only kne\v that her eyes \vere narrow ly done, as all my things \vere since she 
and greenish. Bill's \vords about the eyes had been with n1e. But hardly marvel
of Egyptian priestesses recurred to me, ous. . . . 
and n1y silly, sardonic reply. . . . And then I sa'v the p.icture myself, and 

I didn't sleep that night, nor the next. the office \valls S\\·am around n1e. 
i\nd I cotnpletely forgot about the big · I had done the bl o·nd e. 
job in color till the art director called On this canvas, the girl kneeling in 
1ne the next afternoon. shadow was 1tot that blonde! The faee 

ui don't want to hurry you, Cleve. was the high-cheek-boned one of a beau-
But the other tnan has his picture in." . tiful Mongol . The eyes were narrow, 

I told him I'd bring it in the n1orning. greenish, mystic. The hair that rayed 

Mechanically, I put in a fe\v last touches, down over the marvelous bare shoulders 

and then slid the canvas into a corrugated was red. Red ? It was liquid flame; hair 

carton that would keep anything· from such as no earthly vloman ever had, yet 

tottching its still-wet surface. And 1 went all the more arresting for the fact that 

out to get drunk again, with something buried in it was an implication of some

tall and exquisitely slender \valking in icy thing not quite hun1an. 

fury beside 1ne. I jerked my hand out so convulsively 

I looked at myself in the· mirror as I that i f  he hadn't knocked it aside, I'd 

got wearily from bed next morning, and have smeared the paint. 

again I thought of Hargate. My face was "That's not my picture ! '' I blurted. 

as lhied and sunken as his had been the l-Ie stared at me. ''\Vhat's the matter 

day before he died . And in my eyes was with you ? \Vhat are you talking about t' 
the san1e veiled terror that had been in "It's not my picture !" 
his . . .. ' He put the picture down against the 

• 



His Ave11ging Mrtse 

wall behind hitn, and he handled it as • 

I've never seen hun handle a canvas be-
fore. 

''Stop the kidding, Cleve. You're no 
Retnbrandt, but you do have touches in 

your works that alV\rays identifies then1. 
I know you painted that hair. And I'd 
kno'v the girl's chin anywhere as your 
work.'' He scowled a little. "Go get a 
drink or sotnething. You seen1 to need 
it. I think you're cracked. But you sure 
can paint, all of a sudden r·· 

I don't kno\v ho\v I got out of there. 
I only retnen1ber reeling up to 1ny studio 
with over a pint of 'vhiskey under tny belt. 

And with a detern1ination in my brain 
to rid n1yself of her. 

How could I go on living \vhen I knew 
I was · no longer strictly accountable for 
my own actions ? I had apparently got 
up in the night, dead asleep as I'd thought 
I was, taken that picture out of the carton 
and touched in her face instead of the 
model's! If I had done that, 'vhat other 
things might I do in rny sleep? 

And ho\v could I go on living 'vhen for 
me there was nothing- but \vork and he1"? 

. Working, slaving over n1y board, I \vas 
all right with the tall, slin1 figure, in all 
its sinister loveliness, standing beside me 
contented. But let 111e stop work,· and 
strange terror etn�nated from the flame
hared harpy unseen beside n1e ! Let me 
so much as talk to a \vornan, and I hearcl 
the hissed, deadly: ustopr 

The muse.· The iealous tnuse! • 

HAD 1ny sense of power in my "vorl< 
that I'd never had before. A fe\\· art 

critics were beginning to ask me \vhy I 
didn't try son1ething for a· gallery instead 
of for advertising. . . . 

·And I'd have thro\Vll it all if I 
could have gotten rid of her at the san1e 

. ' ttme . . 
I finished the re1naining eleven color 

pictures in two weeks Each was a study 
of the flame-haired. g-reenish-eyed figure 
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that had so arrested the art director·s at
tention in the first subn1ission. Fortunate
ly for I \vas unable to dra'\\" anything 
else = the satne figure was specified 
throughout. It seen1ed the soap con1pany 
wanted to build up a "Health-Ring Girl,'' 
as a sort of traden1ark, And that V\ras 
ironical, too. My tnuse, \veird, other
worldly thiug compounded of glory and 
terror and blood. 'vas to become a trade-• 
n1ark on a cake of soap ! I ,v·as aln1ost 
amused by that. 

It \Vas shortly after con1pletion of tht' 
series that I n1et Judith. You, who havt" 
follo\ved much of this story in the neV\'S
papers, must have been \t\raiting perplex
edly for that nan1e. Judith Grace. All 
the neV\'Spaper colun1n... ''"ere about her 
and me ·none of this that J'ye been pen
ning do\vn '""'as in then1. 

Judith Grace . 
I met her in a restaurant at dinner . 

She 'vas ''ith Austin and a girl '"ho 
looked into .l\ustin's eyes often and paid 
little attention to 111e .. 

Judith \vas stnall and dark-haired and 
grey-eyed and as lovely as a Dresden nlin
iature. I met her at dinncr-tin1e, and I 
was profoundly in love \\�ith her when I 
took her home at twpo that tnorning. So 
1nuch in love 'vith het· that I was going 
to get rid of my dan1ned rnuse or die ! . 

My life, I thought it ,�·as that I V\·as 
gambling 'vith. Only n1ine. Had not Bill 
Hargate said: "I'n1 going to have son1e 
fun if I die for it ? ' And had it not been 
he whom his muse had killed becattse of 
his effort at rebellion? The girl he'd been 
with had been slashed, and had gone mad. 
but had not been 111led. And in the des
peration of n1y rebellion against her, and 
the depth of n1y swift love for Judith, I 
let her risk the fate of Bill's tall tnodel. 
That '"as my one sin, I guess. If so, I've 
certainly paid for it. ... 

\V e sat in the studio for hours, Judith 
and I, explot·ing each other's mind, de-
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l ighted with each other· s philosophy and 
outlook. And i f  111 y Yo ice \Va. a little 
hoarse, a little tren1ulous now and then 
because of the unseen, silently . crea1ning 
fury she had becon1e beside us, Judith 
didn't kno'v the difference · because she 
didn't know tne \Veil enough to realize 
that neither n1y \\rords nor tny voice \vere 
nortnal. 

I-IE ending of that night is blurred in 

a sea of horror in my n1ind. I can't 
recall dread details. I only know that as 
the dirty grey of da,vn stained my skylight 
I ren1en1ber thinking to n1yself, "This is 
it. This love I have for a girl I didn't 
even know twelve hours ago, is the biggest 
thing in life. Bigger than work. Bigger 
than her. I will not give it up !" 

And then I remen1ber a sudden silence, 
i n  which the body of Judith in the circle 
of n1y arm began to tretnble. And I re
tnetnber that a silence that had started 
by being only strained became suddenly 
t crrible. -

• • 

T t  was ended by Judith's screatn . 

. .  l¥hat is that? There ! Oh Cleve . •  

" 

�ear an easel, on \Vhich rested a study 
of a nude, where she vvas pointing with 
rigid finger, a dim spot of light seemed to 
'vaver. It was so very dim that it might 
not have been there at all, or might have 
been the faint reflection of red dawn fro111 
one of my skylight panes . ·. . But no, it  
couldn't have been that. For Judith 
screamed. And she wouldn't have screatn
ed at nothing but the reddish faint reflec
tion of the dawn, would she ? 

. The tall, slender light-spot, too faint 
even to be called that, hovered in front 
of the painting. It een1ed to gro\v 
stronger, to asst1111e the forn1 of a tall, 
slender \VOnlan 'vith one arm up-raised. 
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Then it  n1oved tO\\Tard us, and disap
peared. 

�And that, as God is n1y j udge, is all I 
kno,v. Save that Judith screan1ed a sec
ond tin1e, and then \Vas still. i\nd \vhen I 
looked do,vn at the figure gone suddenly 
stark and n1oveless in the circle of n1y 
ar1n, I savv a delicate \vhite throat ·slashed 
ahnost f rotn ear to ear. . . • 

They didn't put n1e in the chair. They 
put n1e here, in this asylum. The high
priced lawyer \Vho attached hin1self to n1e 
for the n1oney that catne in fron1 the 
twelve color pictures, had an easy tin1e 
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convincing a jury that I \vas insane. I 
suppose he thought I'd thank hin1 for 
saving n1y life at any price. But I don't. 
I 'vant to die. And I'n1 going to die, I 
know, son1e one of these nights. . . . 

She is through \vith n1e novv that I can 
no longer \vork and live under her des
potic direction. Size is  ready to quit n1e, 
when life has left me and freed her ; ready 
to go on to sotne other poor devil artist, 
sculptor, scientist, \vriter to n1ake him 
great at the cost of everything a nortnal 
n1an holds dear on earth . 

She'll slash my throat some day, as she 
did Bill Hargate's, as she did poor Judith 
Grace's. . • . 

* * * 
• 

'fhe above account \1;as discovered in 
the n1attress of Cleve Andrews, artist, 
this tnorning after he \vas found dead in 
his room at Holyrood Asylutn. A pron1-
inent painter, he evidently took his O\vn 
life under the spell of his obsession. His 
throat \vas fatally slashed. Police, unable 
to find a knife in his locked room, state 
that he slashed hin1se lf 'vith a razor blade 
and n1anaged, dying, to thro\v it out a 
nearby vvindow. i\ndre"rs was recently 
j udged crin1inally insane at his trial for 
the n1urder of Mis� Judith Grace. . . . 
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Lotzg out of l'OTIZJ�JiJsi01l} the old, 
t·otti1zg Iiller slid through the 
black waters though her engineJ 
wefe rusted and broken carry-
ing a load of doonled revelers 
who never gttessed that Death 

was at her helm! 

• 

H1� H UC;E. decaying hulk of th<· 
Q14een of the s·ea-s, once the proud
est and n1ost palatial passenger lin

er afloat, loon1ed weirdly above us as 've 
trooped along the pier to,vard the narrow 
gangplank that served as the only link be
t\veen the old ship and the Ne'", Jersey 
pier· that 'vas her last berth. 

• 

• 

• •• 

• 
• 

• 
I t  \vas late auttnnn, and tuoist .. tenuous 

fingers of fog s\virled off the stean1ing 
Hudson to \Vrithe upward about the fray
ed line� and tattered sttper�t ruct ure. ob-
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scuring the not-far-distant shoreline. of 
Manhattan. . 

The clan1111iness of the night 'vas no 
damper on our spirits, ho,vever, for \ve 
\Vere in festive mood for this nocturnal 
jaunt into the glories of a dead past. All 
of us were, I must confess, suffused \Vith 
a \varnl glow induced by nun1erous cock
tails we had partaken of in Craig West
fall's Gramercy Park apartment just be
fore taking the ferry to Hoboken. Not yet 
had terror touched our gayety . . . .  

It had been Craig's idea, this after
dark foray. "I've got a little surprise for 
you," he had told Marcia and me, with a 
note of subdued excitement, \vhen he cor
nered us at the Parkinson's very elaborate 
and very dull dinner party. 14In half an 
hour or so, \vhen we \von't be missed, 
've'll slip away, and you're _ in for a 
treat !" 

\Ve had left the party, half a dozen of 
us, specially in�ited guests of Craig's and 
we had stopped off at his place for a few 
'·bracers" against the autumn chill. Rosa
tnttnd Poole, Marcia's younger sister ; 
Ralph Clayton, Craig's partner , in the 
Westfall Steamship Cotnpanys which 
O'\vned the Queen of the ... )eas, and 
Ralph's wife, Helen, made up the group. 

· 'You're going to pay a visit to the tnost 
ro111antic place the tnost ron1antic thing 
-around New Yot�k," Craig had said as 
he served cocktails. "A ghost ship." 

He had chosen an appropriate night, 
for the thickening fog made an unreal and 
ghostly scene of the deserted. Hoboken 
,vaterfront. There had been a brief pause 
,vhile Craig conversed with the ancient 
and sleepy watchn1an at the entrance to 
the pier, then that hooded-eyed patriarch, 
looking like a n1alicious Old Man of the 
Sea, svvung open the wire gate and we 
tt·ooped through. 

•'The Queen of the Seas/' said Craig 
,vith a sweep of his am1, uonce lived up 
to her famou5 name. l .. ook at her now·-

• 
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a decrepit old hag. But there's still ron1� 
ance in her." 

hLooks n1ore like the queen of Davy 
Jones' locker," said Marcia \Vith a nerv
ous little laugh as she looked up at the 
rust-eaten sides of the old leviathan. 
Leprous splotches of discolored paint fes
tooned its gaunt hull, and one lifeboat 
hung crazily askew in its davits. 

Craig, who had taken at least a half 
dozen more drinks than the rest of us, 
laughed uproariously at 1/Iarcia's remark. 
' ' 1\Iaybe she 'vill be Davy Jones' bride 
sometime," he said. Then, \vithout ex
plaining that cryptic · remark, he stepped 
aside and n1otioned the rest of us up the 
narrow plank that led from the dock to 
an open (.argo port. 

"You lead, Jim," he said to n1e, "and 
I 'll bring up the rear to catch those who 
fall by the 'vayside." 

Taking one of Marcia's hands in mine, 
I grasped the guide rope with the other 
and led her up the steep incline. The tide 
was in full, and the Queen of the Seas 
rode high in the water. The cargo port 
opened onto one of the lo\ver decks, dim
ly illun1ined by occasional electric bulbs 
strung out on an extension from shore. 

'· No\v for some climbing," said Craig. 
''I know the old girl like a book, so I'll 
lead the way." Using a pocket flash, he 
led us upward through a maze of passage
ways and stairways until 've reached the 
n1ain deck, then down a long corridor that . 
gave entrance to the grand lounge. Craig 
fumbled around until he found a switch, 
snapped it on. The few scattered and 
yellowish bulbs, also apparently connected 
with the shore circuit, instead o f  i llui11in
ating the vast and hollo'\tv expanse oi the 
salon, see1ned to 1nake its columned aisles 
endless, stretching off into iniinity·
seemed to enhance the inexplicable fear 
that began to �teal over me . . . .  

• 
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�RE was truly a grand ruin. Moth
eaten tapestries hung gauntly from 

mottled walls ; most of the furniture had 
been removed, but what remained was 
dust-laden, sagging, decrepit. Time had 
taken quick toll of the Queen of the Seas, 
once she had been laid up. 

Craig threw his hat on a divan, unbut
toned his raglan, and drew a huge flask 
from its inner pocket. 

"Now," he said, "the party really be
gins. Make yourselves at home, folks, 
while I set up the bar." He poured a gen
erous drink into the cap of the flask and 
handed it to Marcia. 

"You n1ay be the first, my dear Marcia, 
to drink to yourself and your future 
husband.'' He gave me an affectionate pat 
on the back. "That's hardly the way the 
book of etiquette prescribes it, but, since 
we have only the one cup . . . .  The drink, 
by the way, is a favorite of mine ; I had 
Bridges mix it especially just before we 
left the apartment." 

Marcia took a sip, and her eyes widen
ed approvingly. "It is g<?od,'' she said. 
"And you I think you're a good sport." 
She raised the glass. "If you don't mind, 
I'll drink this one to you, as head man of 
the Good Loser's League." 

. 

"Nicely put," laughed Ralph Clayton, 
reaching for the flask. "I'll drink to all 
three of you." Ralph, like the others, 
knew that the suave and silver-haired 
Craig West fall had been my rival for .. 
Marcia Poole's affections until a month 
ago, when Marcia and I had announced 
our engagement. Craig had taken it hard 
at first he was a man who had known 
few disappointments in life but recently 
he had gone out of his way to show his 
friendship for both 1\Iarcia and me� 

"There is," said Craig, retrieving the 
flask and passing the drinks around, 
11such a thing as knowing when you're 
licked." He poured a brimming cup and 

• • 
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handed it to me. "To the better man,'' he 
said ·a trifle sardonically, I thought. 

111 suppose you wonder why I brought 
you over here tonight," he went on, look
ing at Marcia rather than at the rest of 
us. "Just to satisfy a sentimental whim, 
I suppose. If  you remember, my dear, it 
was in this lounge, five years ago this 
month, on the Queen's last trip from 
Europe, that I first was bold enough to 
ask you to be my wife. Do you remem
ber?" 

uof course I remember, Craig," Mar
cia laughed. 11I was ·coming back from 
school in France. I was a silly young 
thing then, and being proposed to by the 
great Craig West fall swept me off my 
feet almost." 

11Almost," said Craig with a shrug of 
mock resignation, 11hut not quite. So, 
what more notable gesture could the van
quished make the victor than to fete him 
on the scene of his own defeat? Ralpht 
strike up the band let's dance!" 

With . a happy shout Ralph swept the 
dust-laden covering from a once-impos
ing grand piano and thumped out a few 
bars. "Half the keys work, anyway," he 
said as he swung into a foxtrot. Craig 
seized Marcia in his anns and whirled 
away with her, and with a whoop of 
pleasure Craig's butler certainly knew 
how to mix cocktails I tossed my coat 
over a chair, clamped a firm hold on Hel
en Clayton's waist and proceeded to try 
to whirl her dizzy. 

11lsn't it fun !" she breathed excitedly. 
11And isn't it spooky. It's just like danc
ing in in a catacomb! Don't you think 
Craig is awfully nice, the way he takes 
things, especially when he was so crazy 
about Marcia?" 

ul think," I said, 11that everybody and 
everything is perfectly elegant." 

And then the lights went out. We were 
plunged in utter blackness. 

The three girls screamed, and the music 
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stopped. I could hear Craig curse as he 
stun1bled over a chair. 

"Don't get excited," he called from 
across the saloon. "I '11 get my flash and 
see what's wrong.'' 

Every light on the ship had gone out at 
the ·same time, and he floundered helpless
ly for a minute before the beam of his 
flash stabbed the inky blackness. 

"Must be a short circuit in the wiring," 
he said. "I'll call the watchman and have 
him investigate." He started toward the 
door leading to the protnenade deck. 

''Wait !" shrilled Rosamund, scurrying 
after him. "Don't leave us here in the 
dark.'' 

We piled through the door after him in 
a confused jumble, hurried over to the 
rail. It was at that tnoment that I saw 
what was happening. 

Slowly and silently, but inexorably, the 
Queen of the Seas was moving away 
from the pier ! 

THINK I sobered up quicker then 
than I ever have or ever will. I ,  . like 

the others, stood - goggle eyed and 
watched the distance grow between ship • 
and pier, watched the mooring lines, 
\\·hich had been loosed fron1 the hoi
lards, drop one by one from the dock and 
hang like dead serpents from the side of 
the Queen. 

It was only when the gangplank fell 
with a hollow thud to the dock that I • 
found n1y voice, and the others joined in 
the bedlan1. 

"Ashore !" I shouted. "Ashore ! We're 
adrift ! Rallo, ashore !"  The on·ly answer 
fron1 the black and deserted pier was 
silence. 

As we watched, the Q ueen swung out 
and away from the dock, out into the 
broad Hudson, turned slowly and headed 
n1ajestically downstream, down toward 
the apen sea. One minute we could see 
the wharf line of 1 ersey ; the next it was 
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blotted out by the ominous, creeping blan
ket of fog that had closed over the ship 
like a smothering pall . 

The lights of Manhattan were reflected 
dimly against the sky on our left, the 
lights of Jersey were a dimmer glow 
against the heavens on our right, but 
around us, bearing down on us, smother
ing us, was only a solid grey wall of fog. 

' 'My God !" shouted Craig. "What's 
happened ? And urhere is Marcia?" 

I spun around, shocked into action by 
his words. His flash, playing over our 
faces, revealed what had .escaped our no· 
tice in the excitetnent and bewildetrment • 
of the previous minutes. Marcia was not 

• 1 wtta us. 

"She's still in the lounge," I said, dart
ing to the door knowing with a sicken
ing feeling that she would not be in the 
lounge. . · 

"Marcia !" I called. " Marcia, where are 
you ?" The huge hall echoed my shout 
mockingly. 

"Here, give me that !" and I grabbed 
the flash from Craig's hand and ran into 
the salon, knocking over ch�irs, peering 
behind sofas, bargin6 into pillars in my 
frenzied search. The: others joined me, 
and it was only after five futile minutes 
that we were forced to realize what we 
had feared. Marcia had disappeared as 
completely as though a giant hand had 
plucked her from the ship the same 
giant hand that seemed to have reached 
down out of  the sky and was propelling 
the Queen of the Seas down the Hudson, 
t()ward the sea the sea whose graveyard 
is Davy Jones' locker. 

It was Craig who stemmed the panic 
that had started to seize us all. "We can't 
lose our heads," he said sternly, when we 
finally gathered, panting and trembling, 
in the center of the salon. "Marcia is 
somewhere on this ship and we can soon 
find her·· 

• • 
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"But what's happening ?" wailed Helen, 
"and where are we going ?" 

"Time enough to worry about that lat
er," I flung at her. "The thing to do now 
is to find Marcia she may be hurt or un
conscious somewhere." 

"Look !" called Ralph from the door
way. "Here are a couple of lanterns
probably left here for emergency use." 
He flicked a match and touched it to the 
blackened wicks. 44I say the sensible thing 
is to split up and comb the ship. We can 
cover more territory if we're not all to-
gether.'' 

· 

"You're not going to leave me behind," 
wailed Helen and Rosamund in unison. 

"Of course not,'' Craig said. "Rosa
mund, you come with me and we'll look 
in the starboard decks and passages . You 
and Helen take the port side, Ralph. Jim, 
you " 

"I've got a hunch," I said, grabbing a 
lantern and setting off at a run. ''If any
body sees her, yell-" 

ERROR clutching at my throat, I 
bounded forward, through intricate 

and winding passages, seeking a compan
ionway leading to the boat deck. Up I 
went three steps at a time, and forward 
to the ladder leading to the bridge. 

The Queen of the Seas was silent, 
darkened, apparently floating in a sea of 
grey vapor without volition of her own, 
yet I felt that the evil genius that was 
engineering this fantastic ride would be 
found at the ship's very heart the navi
gating bridge. There, I thought, I would 
find Marcia. 

I pounded upward, my lungs bursting, 
my spirit leaden with fear . . .  As I swung 
around the railing to ascend the last stairs 
I heard the frantic tooting of a ferry
boat's whistle, saw its lights 1oom out of 
the murk off the starboard bow. 

Almost at the same instant it struck the 
sideplates of the Queen, and the prow of 
the smaller craft crumpled like match-
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wood. With a rending, tearing wail of 
splintered titnbers the ferry rebounded, 
and before it disappeared in the fog I had 
a glimpse of a terrified, howling throng 
of men and won1en surging onto its decks. 
Then it was gone -and the Queen of the 
Seas sailed on, serene. 

With a sob flung myself over the top
most step and onto the navigating bridge. 
Holding my lantern before me, calling 
Marcia's name, I hurled myself into the 
wheelhouse. I stopped dead in my tracks. 

By the flickering light of my upraised 
lantern I stared at the lone occupant of 
that room, stared in petrified a111azement. 
It was not Marcia, but a n1an. Dressed in 
the habilitnents of a quartermaster. he 
stood at the wheel, feet braced apart, 
arms outstretched to grasp the spokes, 
eyes staring unwaveringly and glassily 
ahead. Not a muscle of him moved, there 
was not a quiver of his dummy-like, putty 
colored features. The man's throat was 
cut f ron1 ear to ear ! 

With a scream of terror I seized a 
metal map case from a chart table and 
hurled it at that grisly apparition. Slo"vly 
and swiftly, like a sti�k of wood that has 
been balanced upright, he swayed and 
started. to totter over backward. 

I did not wait to watch him fall. Dead 
men, even those who had the eerie power 
to stand alone, could not help me find • 
Marcia, and one quick glance had shown 
me that she was not in the wheelhouse. J 
ran out onto the flying bridge. 

I stepped up to the wind-tattered can
vas dodger and peered toward the prow . 
From that dizzying height the river below 
\1\'as invisible, as was the extreme forward 
end of the ship. Off to port the fan1 astic 
fog bank lifted motnentarily and I saw that 
we were already sweeping by the Battery, 
the tip end of Manhattan then as quick
ly the mists closed down again, blotting 
out that friendly glimpse of a possible 
haven . 

• 
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But one light stood out against the 
white opaqueness of the sky the torch 
of the Statue of Liberty, a lone and flick
ering beacon suspended in the air on the 
right. The tide, which had been full when 
we . boarded the Queen of the Seas, had 
turned, and that hazy torch, now reveal
ed, now concealed, told all too clearly how 
swifty the current was whirling us toward 
the open sea. 

• 

The chances were one in a thousand 
that a drifting ship of the Qu€en's bulk 
\vould float, without grounding, all the 
way through the tortuous channels of the 
upper and lower bays. Yet, although her 
engines vvere silent and her vast expanse 
seetned uninhabited, I had an eerie, ter
ror-born feeling that son1e po"verf ul and 
malign force was directing her course. 

The forward decks below tne, as far as • 
I could see, were deserted. It wa foolish 
to look for Marcia there anyway. Unless 
she was overboard and my blood con
gealed at the thought she was down 
sotnewhere in the black depths of  this 
floating n1ausol�un1, this wandering wreck 
of  a once regal craft, this runaway levia
than that surged through the night like a 
juggernaut of doon1. 

I swung around to the after side of  the 
bridge and looked toward the stern. Even 
the lanterns of my cotnpanions were in
visible. There \vas nothing in the whole 
world but grey, clan1my fog and the wail
ing and moaning of foghorns, son1e near 
and some far a \\"a y, all of  thetn charged 
with the dread portent of fear, the fear 
of fog-bound ships . 

Suddenly, above the cacaphony of 
whistles, a woman's scream sheared 
through the awful solitude that rode the 
Queen of the? Seas. It was a screatn of  
terror. suddenlv choked off, and it came • 
from the stem. 

ARELESS of broken bones, I went 
down frotn that bridge like a plum

nlet dropping straight into hell. I came 
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out on the glass-encloSed pron1enade deck, 
raced ·down the long, tunnel-like .passage
way. Ahnost to the stern, on the star
board side, · a light bobbed about gro
tesquely, like a weird fog-born will-o'
the-\visp. 

As . I panted up· tQ it I saw that it was 
Craig's flash. He was staggering like a 
drunken man, and he yelled when he saw 
n1e. 

"Rosamund !" He croaked. "They've 
got Rosamund too ! We had just passed 
that ventilator shaft when somebody or 
something leaped ·out at us. I remember 
Rosamund starting to scream, a:nd then a 
ton of bricks landed on the back of n1y 
skull. I must have been out for a minute, 
because when I came to I was lying on 
the deck, and Rosan1und was gone. My 
God, Jitn " he seized my arm, and I 
could feel him trembling "two of then1 
gone ! What hellish thing is behind 
this " 

' 'Stop your yan1mering," I shouted at 
hitn, "and come on. We've got to find 
then1 and find Ralph and Helen. We 
should never have separated." 

Setting off at a lope, throwing our 
lights into every · recess and corner as we 
went, we circled the ship cotnpletely, first 
to the stern, then around on the. port side 
and forward again, calling, calling. Our 
shouts were fruitless and our search was 
fruitless. And all the while, the Queen of 
the Seas forged her silent and relentless 
way ahead, and the implacable fog roll
ed over and about us like a devil's smoke 
screen. 

"That ferryboat we hit " Craig pant
ed as we swung once n1ore into the grand 
salon for one more futile look there
"she must have reported us, unless she 
sank. Harbor police or coast guard . . . .  
My God, only you and I left, Jim, 

1 ,, 
on y . . . .  

His voice trailed off, faded int{) noth
ingness. I spun about, and the hairs at 
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the back of my neck rose in a chill, prim
ordial bristle. I was alone, completely and 
utterly alone ! 

"Craig !" I shouted. "Craig !" And I 
poW1ded on the wall beside which he had 
just been standing. The wooden paneling 
gave out a hollow, mocking echo, but it 
did not budge. As I flung up my fists to 
batter them against the wainscoting the 
lantern slipped from my grasp and 
smashed to the floor, plunging the salon 
into impenetrable blackness. 

For an instant · I stood stone blind ; then, 
as my eyes became accustomed to the 
murk, I saw what had been invisible be
fore a faint and luminous glow from the 
far end of the lounge. It was several feet 
from the floor, and as I stood transfixed 
and watched, it began to move toward me 
with a slow and jerky motion. 

On it came inexorably, with a mali
cious deliberateness, and I was too terri
fied to move, to call out, for I saw now 
that the phosphorescent glow was a circle . 
about the neck of a man, whose throat 
had been cut from ear to ear ! 

It was the sailor of the bridge, the dead 
man who had .been steering a ship, the 
corpse I had knocked over with a metal • 
map case. His eyes, gleaming in the dark, 
were wide, glassy, staring straight at me. 

Then the terror that had frozen me 
melted in a searit:J.g wave of fury. Fingers 
hooked into talons, I lunged forward to 
clutch that dripping throat, to wring from 
those slate col�red lips the secret of this 
macabre mockery. Too late I heard the 
swish of a descending weapon from be
hind, and consciousness was blotted from 
my mind with a sickening and lurid rush. 

• 
AUSEATED, my head splitting with 
unbearable pain, I struggled to regain 

control of my bewildered faculties. As 
the cobwebs cleared from my stunned 
brain, I realized that I was lying, help
lessly trussed, on a steel grating, high 
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above a maze of ponderous and rust 
scarred machinery the engine room of 
the Queen of the .. �eas. 

It was a woman's scream that brought 
me fully to my senses, the scream of a 
woman in mortal terror the scream of 
my sweetheart, Marcia Poole. I rolled 
over onto my face, peered down through 
the grating, and I was sickened by what 
I saw by the reflected light of one of the 
oil-burning boilers in which a white-hot 
fire was glowing. 

Stretched out on the deck plates, tied 
hand and foot, were Ralph and Helen and 
Rosamund. Near them, struggling fierce
ly, Marcia fought desperately and fran
tically in the grasp of a black-robed, 
black-hooded figure. With the frenzy of 
despair she clawed and scratched, but the 
monster in the black battered her merci
lessly, brutally, until she collapsed. 

Even then he did not stop, but ripped 
savagely at her flimsy evening gown, 
shredding it, wantonly tossing strips of 
cloth aside until she lay naked upon the 
deck plates. 

I struggled mightily at the ropes which 
bound my wrists and ankles, but the knots 
had been ·tied by an expert, and I only 
mangled my flesh futilely. Rolling over, I 
forced myself to a sitting position, my 
lacerated wrists behind me. Frantically I 
cast about for some sharp proj ection, 
some cutting edge that might fray the 
rope. Then there was a sticki11:ess on my 
numbed fingers, and I realized that I had 
cut them on the sharp steel edge of the 
very grating on which I was lying. With 
a strength born of frenzied fear for my 
sweetheart, I began sawing, back and 
forth, back and forth . 

Even as I sawed, I realized that I could 
never sever those strands in time to avert 
the cruel butchery, that was about to take 
place below. 

With a mad laugh, the hooded figure 
seized the unconscious form of Marcia 

• 

• 
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and hoisted her to his shoulder. While 
the other three prisoners and I l�oked· on 
in horror he grasped a stout length of 
rope from the floor and strode with dia
bolical purposefulness to one of the huge 
piston rods that j utted fron1 its housing 
to connect with the main drive shaft. He 
lashed her to that ponderous n1etal arm. 

I redoubled my furious efforts as the 
full meaning of his inhun1an preparations 
struck me. With the stean1 that was be
ing generated, that huge shaft could be 
set in motion, and Marcia's helpless body 
would be ground to an unrecognizable 
pulp at the end of the drive shaft well. It 
was murder, wanton and horrible, that 
this madman planned, and it would be 
mass murder, for the rest of  us n1ust 
surely meet the same fate that Marcia 
faced. 

His task con1pleted, the black masked 
devil clan1bered w-ith the agility of an ape 
to the control platforn1,. a grating at a 
lower level than the one on which I strug
gled. · He threw back his head and .glared 
up at me, and he snarled .. when our eyes 

met. . . : 
"Struggle, you fool," he screan1ed, 

"struggle while you ·can ! And watch !" 

I watched, and I struggled, and I curs
ed him with a slow and deadly fury, for 
now I knew him. 

''You thought you'd · have her, you 

thought you'd take her fron1 me you 

thought I 'd let you take her from me, 
me !JJ Stark insanity had ·gripped the man ; 

his howls were the howls of a tnaniac. His 

hand reached out to the big wheel that 

controlled the main steam valve and the 

sweat blinded tny eyes as I lunged back 
and for:th, back and forth, hacking at the 
cords on my \vrists. 

"And you, you blind ignoramus ' '  he 
flung at Clayton "thought you'd �hare 

the money that is coming to n1e '' one 
strand of my bonds snapped "the mon
ey that means a new start, new wealth '' 
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a second strand broke "new riches. All 
of  you are fools ! Watch !" 

A mighty surge of desperation swept 
through me, and I literally tore the last 
stranqs in two. \J\fhippirrg my arms around 
in front of me, I snatched at the rope on 
my ankles. My fingers were numb, the 
knots were of iron and the leering mad
tnan belo,;v n1e had given the valve wheel 
a half turn. Long disuse had rusted it, 
and it stuck momentarily. While he 
struggled with it, I plucked loose the last 
knot and �taggered to my feet. 

I reeled along that narrow metal lattice
work a dozen feet to a tool rack, seized a 

heavy spanner and hurled it all in one 
n1otion. It flew straight and true, at the 
maniac's head, but not until he had loos
ened the rusted wheel and given it a com
plete tum. 

In those next few bewildering seconds 
I moved faster than I had ever moved in 
tny life. Even as that wrench struck that 
caped head a glancing blow, tearing off 
the cape to reveal the rage-contorted fea
tures beneath,. even while Craig West fall 
staggered backward .and toppled from the 
platforn1 on which he stood, I seized a 
razor edged chisel fron1 the tool box, 
leaped from grating to grating, landed 
running on the engine roon1 floor and 
catapulted n1ysel { to�"ard Marcia. 

I was slashing at the ropes that bound 

her before Craig West fall had ended his 
plunge into the drive shaft well to which 
he had consigned Marcia. I have one in
effable scene of stark horror etched into 
n1y brain, a picture I will never be able . 
to forget. 

As I fell backward with the pitifully 
limp figure of Marcia in my arms, the 
long-dormant metal vitals of the Queen of 
the Seas shuddered into action. With the 

scream of tortured steel and brass, with 
the sibilant roar of escaping steam, the 
monster engines turned over once. With 
a spasmodic surge, the ponderous arm of 
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death that was to have obliterated Marcia 
swung to the end of its travel, where it 
jarred to a thundering stop. Beneath it, 
unrecognizable now,_ was the man who 
had planned too diabolically well. I saw 
that, and then merciful unconsciousness 
claimed me again. . . . 

UT little of the mystery remained 
when I awoke to find my head held 

in Marcia's overcoat-draped arms. " Dar
ling !" she said, which was all I wanted to 
hear. 

I breathed a prayer of thanksgiving 
that she was unharmed and then I sat 
bolt upright. Behind her, not ten feet 
away, was the man with the cut throat. 

"Everything's all right, dear," Marcia 
whispered. "The coast guard cutter found 
us just in time." Then I saw that the 
man whose throat was cut who was very · 
much alive right now was held on either 
side by a burly coast guardsman. · Lined 
up under the surveillance of other 
guardsmen were half a dozen disreput
able looking thugs. 

11Feeling better, Mr. Hunt ?" asked a 
crisp voice, and an officer stepped for
ward. "Bosn's Mate Drake, sir. A fine 
mess of gallows birds you've collected for 
us." 

''But what what happened ?" I stam
mered. 

"Thanks to the accommodating tongue 
of this rascal " he nodded toward the 
man with the cut throat . "and a little 
persuasion, we've got it pretty well fig
ured out," said Drake. ''Your friend 
Westfall wasn't the rich man he once was. 
In fact, he was almost penniless. One of 
his few remaining assets was the Queen 
of the Seas. The insurance hadn't run out 
on her yet and it was very heavy insur
ance but it was about to expire. Then 
she'd be worth 'practically nothing. mere
ly what the junkman would offer. 

''If she could be wrecked, however, or 
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sunk at sea, he'd have a chance of collect
ing on her. He hatched up a scheme, un
known to his partner Clayton, to scuttle 
her, and make it look the work of van
dals, or business enemies. I don't know 
if he intended to sink her here in the 
harbor, or take her out to sea and wreck 
her, but he laid his plans well. 

"He waited for a foggy night, to cover 
his actions, then had one of his tugboat 
crews stand by for the signal to take her 
in tow. The tug is big and powerful, and 
her engines can be muffled till they're al
most noiseless. When the tide is full, 
with no current either way, one big tug 
could swing her out into the stream. A 
long towline aud the fog kept you from 
seeing the tug." 

"But why," I insisted, getting to my 
feet, "should Westfall take us along and 
why plan on killing all of us ?" 

"Partly malice, partly avarice, as far as 
I can figure from what your friends have 
told me," said Drake. ''He wanted to kill 
you because he hated you. He wanted to 
kill Miss Poole because she had turned 
him down. He wanted to kill Miss Poole's • 
sister because he hated anything that was 
dear to her. He wanted to kill Oayton 
and his wife so ·he could have all the in
surance money for himself." 

"I can see all that," I said. "But I can't 
figure why he should have a walking dead 
man on the ship-or how a dead man 
could walk." 

"Merely part of the pleasant little job 
of killing you. Westfall was a sadist. He 
wanted to frighten you half to death, tor
ture you, before he killed you. As for 
your walking dead man " Drake scoop
ed a handful of rag waste from the floor 
and threw it in the "dead" man's face,
"here, you, wipe that red lead and phos
phorous off your ugly throat. You'll get 
another kind of decoration where you're 
going." 

• 

• 
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BY R.ALSTON SHIELDS 

A Thrillingly Gru�som� Nov�l�tt� 
of W �ird Thr�at 

• 

Was· it only. the superstition of an ... 
ignorant Negress or did that · 

old colored woman actually give me the powers of a sorcerer? What-
. ever it was, I knew that I would need it far more than any mere physical 
strength after my wife's nude body was exposed to the avid, leacherous 

gaze of human beasts in the laboratory of Hell's Physician! 

'' ELL, good-day, Mr. Trunl-
bull. I shouldn't worry any · 
n1ore, if I were you I' tn 

sure everything is all right now. Good
day, sir good-day . . . .  " 
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I closed the door behind Dr. West 
vvood, and turned in the dark hall to g�· 
upstairs again. Everything all right now 
-�or was it ? Had the doctor really got 
to the root of  Estelle's strange affliction ? 



• 
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True, we had left her a moment ago, rest
ing peacefully after the great psychiatrist's 
hypnotic treatment. But we had tried so 
many things, seen so many doctors, all 
to no avail, that I could still not quite be
lieve our troubles at an end. Dr. West
wood had told me to let my wife sleep 

• 

undisturbed for at least eight 
hours but I could not re
strain myself from opening the 
door of her bedroom for an 
instant to see that everything 
was all right. . . . 

Thank God for that thank 
God, I didn't restrain n1yself from yield
ing to that impulse. 

Estelle had broken the water-tumbler 
that stoo-d on her bedside table. She sat 
before the mirror at her dressing table, 
clad only in a filn1y night-gown that had 
slipped down at one shoulder. 

Lord, she was beautiful the tawny 
gold of her skin was actually darker than 
the cascade of pale hair that poured over 
h�r delicately rounded shoulders. Estelle 
was the thing I loved best in all the world 
-,and now, before my horrified gaze, she 
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was peering at her reflection in the glass, 
and trying to drive the sharp point of a 
fragment of the broken tumbler into her 
throat . . . .  

I bounded forward with all the swift
ness of desperation dashed the shard of 
glass from her hand. I was in time but 
barely in time. Already the satin skin was 
broken : a trickle of blood coursed down
ward over her breast like an evil red ser-

. 

p.ent of death . . . . 
And so another hope was gone. The 

famous Dr. Westwood's treatment had 
been useless as the treatments of all the 
others eminent psychologists, brain spe
cialists, physicians . . . • 

Now as I held her in my arms, held 
her precious form close to me, I asked the 
question again and again : "Why " Oh 
God, why ? My darling, what makes you 
do it ? Why do you want to die?" 

And as she clung to me, trembling, 
sobbing convulsively, she could only an
swer, as always : "I I don't know . . . •  

1--don't know . . . .  " 

That was the devil of it there was no 
motive to remove, no cause to get at. It is 
a fact that Estelle loved me .as much as 
I loved her. We were not rich, but we had 
enough money to be comfortable. I'm not 
boasting when I say that Estelle had every 
reason to be happy. And yet, somewhere 
in her subconscious mind that devil of self
destruction still lurked ; it was still there 
to take control of her every volition. It 
had been so for three months now ever 
since we had returned from our Far East
em honeymoon to live in San Francisco. 
On six different occasions during that 
period she had been prevented in the nick 
of time from killing herself. Is it any 
wonder that we were both nearly frantic 
with anxiety ? 

SUCCEEDED in quieting Estelle to 
some extent, finally. I laid her on her 

bed again, washed the scratch she had 

• 

• • • 
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made on the skin of her throat, stroked 
the hair back from her forehead until 
her eyes were closed and her breathing 
came a little slower . . . . 

Then I called for Amelia. The im
mense, coal-black N egress came bustling 
into the room, and I motioned her to 
Estelle's bedside. I told her softly what 
had happened, and said she must not on 
any account go out of the room until I 
had returned. Then I left them Amelia 
clucking and frowning with concern over 
Estelle and went downstairs. 

It may seem odd that I left Estelle at 
such a time, but Amelia had raised her 
from a child, and I knew the faithful old 
servant would lay down her life before she 
let any harm come to her "angel-chile." 
And I wanted to be alone to think to 
find some way out of the maze of ugly 
and hopeless thoughts seething in my 
brain. It had been a hot d�y for San Fran
cisco ; I stepped outside for a moment, 
hoping that with the evening a little breeze 
would be stirring hoping a little fresh 
air would clear my thoughts. 

On the marble floor of the front porch, • 
I noticed a piece of orange-colored paper, 
curiously twisted into a hollow cylinder . 
with both ends closed, so· it resembled one • 
of the exploding crackers children pull at -
Hallowe'en parties. I had found such 
pieces of paper there quite often, recent
ly. They were the advertisements of some 
quack doctor or other a Filipino, I 
gathered from the name : Ferman Villa
lobos. Previously, I had given them a 
mere glance, crumpled them up, thrown 
them away, but now, for sotne reason or 
other, I was moved to look at this partic
ular slip of paper more closely. I stepped 
back into the hall, switched on the light 
because dusk was falling fast, and un
rolled the handbill. 

As I undid the paper, I noticed some 
insects gnats or mosquitoes, I thought
flitting around the electric lamp, and so I 
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elosed the front door to keep any more of 
the creatures outside. And then I stood 
there, reading seriously the prospectus of 
a Filipino who might be no better than a 
sorcerer, ·for all I knew . . . . That was 
what Estelle's affliction had done to me
that was the point to which I had been 
driven. I was ready to clutch at any· 
straw any figment of hope . . . .  

The advertisement was printed in Eng
lish and Spanish. Dr. Villalobos, it in
formed the reader, maintained his offices 
at number 2 1 1  McClintock Avenue. He 
was prepared, the circular ·further stated, 
to treat any disorder or illness whether 
due to natural or other causes . . . .  

Natural or other causes . . . . • 
There was a time when I would have 

laughed at such ideas discounted them 
utterly. But now ? 

Well, Dr. Westwood had been unable 
to help. Three or four others of the most 
prominent exponents of modern s�ience 
had been unable to do anything to pre
vent an unreasoning madness from taking 
control of Estelle's will. Why not try the 
other thing . . . . ? There didn't seem to be 
much else left . . . .  

I made my decision quickly. 2 1 1  Mc
Clintoek that should be only a couple 0£ 
blocks away. I stepped outside, closed the 
door behind me. 

N THE sidewalk, I pushed through a 

sea of brawn faces Filipino faces, 
they were with a little of Mongol in 
them, and sometimes a Negroid sugges
tion. They were mostly men a Filipino 
woman i� a rarity away from the islands 
-slender, curiously graceful creatures, 
gaudily dressed, their liquid eyes flashing 
in the light, their tongues chattering rap
id Spanish. 

Years ago, when my father had built 
the house that was now mine, this section 
had been quite select . even fashionable. 
But time has brought its changes to ·san 
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Francisco, as to every city, and this par
ticular district was flooded by foreigners 
-·first Portuguese, and then these were 
supplanted by Filipinos. 

However, I felt no impulse to move 
away. I was attached to the house I had 
been raised in ; it was comfortable and 
conveniently located, if  a trifle dark and 
old-fashioned. And Estelle said she liked 
it too, when she came to live in it. As for 
the Filipinos, she thought them amusing. 
Living here renunded her of our honey
moon in the Far East it would make all 
our life seem a honeymoon, she told me. 

And so, I made my way up the street 
in the midst of this alien swarn1 without 
giving them any particular thought. 

Number 21 1 . . . .  
Dr. Villalobos proved to be very oblig

ing indeed. He was a little n1an, with a 
skin so wrinkled and lined that it gave 
him an appearance of incredible age. And 
yet he moved briskly, almost spryly ; there 
was nothing feeble about his walk. He 
told the Senor Tru�bull, speaking like a 
Chinese talking fairly good English with 
a Spanish accent, that he would be only 
too glad to accompany him and undertake 
an examirtation of the Senora Trumbull's 
unfortunate illness . . . . 

When I brought Dr. Villalobos into 
Estelle's room, Amelia's reaction was a 
little odd. She said nothing, but she rolled 
her eyes and pursed her lips at the sight 
of the Filipino as if she were confrontet' 
by a cobra or an adder. But I thought 
·little of that at the moment. I was rather 
desperate, remember. I might have felt 
trusting toward the devil himself, if he 
had held out some hope of a cure for 
Estelle. 

Gently, I roused her. I introduced her 
to the Filipino doctor, explained to her 
why I had brought him . . . .  

After a moment, Dr. Villalobos had 
completed an examination much like the 
routine of an ordinary physician. He 

• 
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straightened up-an odd figure in rusty 
but very formal attire ·his wrinkled face 
expressionless, his strange Eastern eyes, 
with their odd animal quickness of move
ment, enigmatic. 

"It is not what you call illness of the 
flesh. No, please. The Senora Trumbull
she is possessed of demon of evil spirit. 
To cure, spirit must be cast out of 
body . . . .  " 

At that, Estelle's eyes were turned to 
me in alarn1, in disbelief. I could not re
press a frown of increduli�y. HBut look 

· 
here, man . . . . " I started to say. 

• 

Dr. Villalobos broke in with infinite 
politeness, but with the air of a man who 
is sure of his ground. 

"To cure, spirit must be cast out of 
body," he repeated. uYou have trying 
ways of An1erican doctor, no ? They have 
been useless, no ? I am the Doctor Villa
lobos, please, I understanding wisdom of 
the East wisdom of the jungle. I can 
cure where American Doctor have 
failure, where he can do nothing. You try
ing, please ? T.o try not hurting maybe 
you finding I help . . . .  " 

I set my jaw grimly. "All right,'' I 
said. "We'll try anything . . . . What do 
you say, Estelle ? Am I right ?" 

She nodded, faintly. 
"The Senora," Dr. Villalobos informed 

us, _,must for the treatment visiting of
fice, please. Most necessary, Oh yes. Not 
far the Senora Trumbull can walk ?" 

HI'll come/' Estelle said. HNow at 
once. You can take me now, Doctor ?'' 

Dr. Villalobos bowed deeply. HI£ it is 
so the Senora desires . . . .  '' 

• 

CHAPTER TWO 

Hell's Physician 

IVE minutes later, we were ready to 
leave the house, to walk the two blocks 

up the street to Dr. Villalobos' office. I 
was the last to pass over the threshold. 
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Just as I was about to close the door, 
Amelia, the N egress, beckoned me back 
into the hall. I stepped inside again for 
a moment. 

The black woman was excited, obvious
ly. "Jes' a moment, Mister Phil. Y.ou 
gwine let that monkey-man get Miss 
Estelle in his place you gwine do that ?" 
Amelia's generic term for a Filipino was 
44monkey-man." 

I nodded. "Got to do something, 
Amelia." 

" Don't do it, Mister Phil," she said 
earnestly. 11Ah tell you, he's bad medicine 
that man he's debbil-medicine . . . .  " 

I turned to go, almost brusquely. ' 4Dev
i1-medicine, eh ? Well, that may be what 
we need. The other kind hasn't done any 
good . . . . '' 

But then an odd change took place in 
Amelia. She drew herself up like a priest
ess a black priestess from the jungles 
of Africa. Even in my distraught state 
I was somewhat impressed I stayed 
when she laid her hand on my arm. 

44Ah's warned you, Mister Phil," she 
said. "An' if any harm comes to her, it's 
up to you . . . .  But this . much you got to 
do take this, keep it by you . . . .  " She 
fun1bled in her bosom, drew out a curious 
little disc of a bright metal like silver, 
pressed it into my hand . . . .  

"Why what on earth " I began
but then she interrupted me. 

''Debbil-charn1 , Mister Phil don' for
get you got it.if  you're in danger. Voodoo 
man, he give it to me back years ago it1 
Lou' siana . . . . Don' forget you got it, 
Mister Phil, an' don' you let Mis' 'Stelle 
out of your sight not one minute . . . .  " 

I was going to protest, give her back 
the charm, but she looked so earnest, so 
impressive, that I said nothing, and slip
ped the silver disc in my pocket. "Any
thing to avoid an argument at this of all 
times,'' I told myself, in half-rationaliza-
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tion, and turned and joined Estelle and 
Dr. Villalobos outside . . . . 

And walking up the street, I was so 
much occupied with other thoughts that I 
forgot the whole incident . . . .  

R. VILLALOBOS' office was up
stairs in a two-story building. He led 

us through the consultation room, where 
I had spoken with him earlier, to a strange 
chamber evidently designed as a surgery. 

This place was a \veird combination of 
a modem operating roon1 and a museun1 
of curiosities. In the center was a white
sheeted operating table, with the usual 
trays for instruments. and the usual ba
sin with running "vater. But hanging from 
the ceiling and attached to the walls, was 
an unbelievable collection of I suppose 
objects is the only word inclusive enour-h. 
There were n1ummified fish and reptiles 
of the tnost grotesque sort ; there were 
tatters of cloth and bizarre patterns ; there 
\\rere htiman skulls, an etnbalmed hand a ' 

bag of children's marbles, an ancient 
feather-duster, · a  mask inlaid with bits of 
glass and turquoise. 

And �here were savage weapons n1any 
of them barbarous blades and axes, son1e 
brightly gleaming, some blackened as if 

. by dried blood . . . . 

I wish I had obeyed my first impulse 
turned back, taken Estelle away from 

that place. But, well, I have already said 
often enough how desperate we were . . . . 

Th� Filipino tnade Estelle undress but 
for a sheer, thin slip of silk, and lie down 
on the operating table. Then he politely 
but definitely told me to go outside ; to 
wait in the office. 

But there I balked I insisted on stay-
ing where I was. · 

At last Villalobos agreed that I might 
stay in the r.oom. But he told me. I must 
not speak, on any account, nor interfere 
with anything that might happen. I ac-

• 

quiesced, though for son1e reason my 
heart sank as I did so. 

First of all the doctor clapped his hands, 
and from behind a curtain filed six Fili
pi�os, naked but for loin-cloths and many 
strings of beads. They carried musical 
instruments-drums, one-stringed fiddles, 
a small flute . . . .  

I gagged at that, though by an effort I 
held my peace, and remained standing by 
-the wall where I was. I hadn't counted on 
anything of the sort. · With a doctor, white 
or .brown, it was different, but I couldn't 
.quite stomach the · idea of those naked 
brown men looking at Estelle as she lay 
there, golden, beautiful, only .the sheerest 
silk over her body . . . . They did look, 
too ·greedily, I thought, ahnost avidiy. 

But the doctor seemed to regard their 
presence as quite a matter of course. He 
gave them a signal, and then they squatted 
on their heels in a corner, and began to 
play. It · was not loud n1usic, but it was 
hypnotic, compelling, with its throb of 
drums, its whine of monotonous tneludy. 

I could see Estelle's flesh shudder 
slightly, almost as if in sympathy with the 
beat of the n1usic. I tried to hope, tried 
to fight down logical reason, to believe 
that in this hocus-pocus was our true sal
vation . . . .  

. VILLALOBOS had put on a 
white starched coat, a garment as in

congruous with the savage music, with the 
11itual he comn1enced to perform, as the 
operating table was with the rest of the 
roon1. With birdlike, quick movements, 
the Filipino capered about Estelle, mut
tering things to himself in a language I 
am sure was neither English nor Span
ish. 

This went on for a time I am not sure 
how long, because my head was swin1ming 
with the thrumming of primitive music. 
Then Villalobos made another signal, and 
two more Filipinos, naked like the players, 
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entered, bearing large bowls from which 
a dense, sweet-smelling smoke rose vo
luminously. One of these was set at 
Estelle's feet, the other at her head. 

These two naked men disappeared 
again ; but while the doctor went on with 
his gibberish, and while blue smoke made 
the atmosphere heavy and indistinct, other 
Filipinos drifted into the room, one at 
a time, two by two, in groups of three or 
four silent, catlike people, who formed 
ranks about all the four walls. These were 
dressed in their usual gaudy version of 
American clothes but their faces were 
still alien, savage no less than the faces 
of the nude musicians. They were silent ; 
only I could see that forty, perhaps fifty 
pairs of murky brown eyes were fastened 
on Estelle's quivering form. Her eyes 
were half-closed ; perhaps she was not 
even aware of their presence . . . .  

Then for the first time, a new fear 
chilled my heart. Who were these specta
tors whence did they come ? Who had 
summoned them ? They were pressing 
about me now so I could have moved only 
with difficulty though I could easily see 
over their heads because of their short 
stature . . . .  

The doctor seemed to sense that his 
audience was now complete, because he 
stopped short in his monotonous proce
dure. The music increased in tempo, the 
crowd leaned forward expectantly ; and 
then the two men who had brought the 
incense appeared again. 

One carried a short, gleaming knife. 
The other carried an immense white 
rooster. The bird darted its head about 
nervously, seemed to peer in every di
rection at once with beady yellow eyes. 

With one motion, Dr. Villalobos seized 
Estelle's thin garment, ripped it from her 
body . . . .  She lay there, all the perfection 
of her ripe young breasts, her slim golden 
body, exposed to the intent gaze of the 
brown men . . • •  
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CHAPTER THREE 

• 
Exorcist or Sorcerer? 

EFORE I could shout my protest, be--
fore I could struggle forward through 

the close-pressed bodies about me, Villa
lobos had taken the knife from one of the 
servants ; from the other he took the white 
rooster, by the yellow scaly legs. 

The bird seemed suddenly to sense its 
doom ; it flapped its wings and screeched 
frightfully. But in Villalobos' hand the 
knife-blade twinkled� and then the rooster 
was without a head. 

Blood shooting in a crimson stream 
spattered over Estelle's body, streaked her 
skin with bright pools and rivers. Still she 
did not move, she seemed stunned , hyp
notized. 

Villalobos' eyes blazed in his wrinkled 
face while he pronounced a final prayer ; 
a murmur broke from the lips of the 
watchers ; over the persistent music I 
could hear the sibilance of breath more 
swiftly drawn . . • . 

· 

I thought I saw hands swiftly making 
the sign of the Cross but this was fev
erishly done, without reverence. If Chris
tianity entered into this barbaric ritual, it 
was in a perverted, untrue form as it 
enters into the rites of Voodoo among the 
American Negroes. 

I managed to find my voice. "For God's 
sake," I shouted, "is it all done--can I 
take her away from this place • . . .  ?" 

There was a hush, I could feel all those 
unwinking eyes fastened upon n1e where 
I stood. 

"It is- done . . . .  " Villalobos droned 
in his singsong voice. "The evil spirit has . 
fled with the spirit ·of the white bird. I 
pronounce the Senora cured . . . .  " 

I tried to push forward. "Then get 
these people away from here ; let her get 
dressed again, let her put something over 
her body . . . .  '' 
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'But Villalobos shook his head. "Not so 
fast, my friend. I have rendering great 
services to the Senora Trumbull very 
great services. And for those I must be 

.
. d , J)al • • • •  
"Well," I said, impatiently, without 

realizing the implications in his tone, 
"Well, you can send the bill like other 
doctors, can't you? If  all this has done 
any good, I'll pay you, and gladly . . • . 

Only, now I've got to get her home 
. ,, 

agatn . . . .  

"She is cured," Villalobos told me. "Of • 
that you can feeling certain. But it is cus-
totn, in my country, that patient belongs 
to the doctor, until bill is paid . . . .  " 

I tried to fumble for my check-book. 
"All right,'' I snapped. HHow much ?'' 

HTen thousand dollars.'' 

I think I laughed. "All right," I said, 
"we'll joke some other time. I want to go 
now. She might catch cold . . . . How 
much ?n I was getting nervous under the 
steady scrutiny of all those Oriental eyes. 

"I have telling the Senor Trumbull," 
Dr. Villalobos said, no longer so gra
ciously, "that bill is for ten thousand dol
lars, yes, please . . . .  " 

"You're crazy," I told him. ''Why, I 
· haven't got that much to my name- -and if  • 
I did . . . .  '' 

"Very well,'' Villalobos replied, calm
ly. "I have practising ancient art, I have 
performing cure on Senora Trutnbull. The 
Senor Trumbull will not pay for same. 
Senora Trumbull becomes my property
she is property of Fernan Villalobos, yes, 
please . . . . '' 

That aroused something in me. I think 
I n1ight have throttled the impertinent imp 
of a man if I could have got close to him. 
But as I started forward, any nun1ber of 
hands seized me. For a n1oment I thought 
I was going to break loose, fight my way 
through those tawny devils. But there 
were too many of them. I realized that it 
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was hopeless to struggle. They were little 
-but they were wiry, strong, l ithe . • • .  

They held me, but they could not gag 
me. "Why, you little yellow skunk '' I 
shouted at the doctor hoarsely ''How 
do I know you've cured her ? And i f  you 
bad ten thousand dollars I the greatest 
surgeon in the world wouldn't ask for 
that . • • •  " 

ILLALOBOS smiled br�efly and held 
up a withered hand. I was silent then 

because I was speechless with anger. 
"His wife is not worth so much to the 

Senor Trumbull?" he asked mockingly. 
"If you've cured her with your hocus

pocus," I told him, "you can have all the 
money I own. But if it hasn't done any 
good, I'll turn you over to the police i f  
it's the last thing I do . . . . " 

"And how much money does the Senor 
Trumbull own . . . ?'' 

I could not name a very large sum ; tny 
bank account was rather low after the 
doctor bills I mad already been forced to 
pay. Still, it seemed to me quite out of 
proportion to the services Dr. Villalobos 
had rendered. 

"Two hundred dollars," I answered 
hin1. 

The Filipino shook his head. "Sorry, 
please," he tnurmured. "Any man here 
will gladly paying two thousand for young 
lady. ·no I speaking correctly., please?" 

And from the throats of those fiends 
can1e a shout of assent u S1·, si · yes, 
yes . . . ." They would gladly pay Dr. 
Villalobos two thousand dollars for the 
young lady. 

I tried to tell myself i� was all an evil 
drean1, but that sn1oke-filled den persisted 
before my eyes the dreadful relics sus
pended fron1 the ceiling, the press of 
Asiatics, the pitiful blood-drenched form 
of my Estelle lying silent on the operating 
table. 

· 

In desperation, I st6pped trying to 
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argue. "All right, I'll pay ten thousand," 
I said. "I'll pay anything . . . .  Only let 
us out of here . . . .  " 

"You pay cash, yes ?'' hissed Villalobos. 
How could I pay cash ? I had a couple 

of dollars in my clothes ; no more . . . .  
The witch-doctor read the despair on 

n1y face and answered it with a smile. "In 
my country, cash is custom, please. I keep
ing the Senora Trumbull, I think . . . . 
She is what you call, beautiful, the Se
nora Trumbull. I think I getting plenty 
cash for the beautiful young lady . . . .  " 

I found my voice again at that. 11Listen, 
you fool,'' I said, trying to talk evenly, 
"you don't think you can get away with a 
thing like that ? This is San Francisco · 
this is nineteen thirty-six. You'd be lucky 
to get off with a life sentence, you and 
the others lucky. not to be lynched to a 
telephone pole . . . . '' 

But Dr. Villalobos seemed unimpressed. 
1'Who you think telling police, I like to 
know, please ? You think maybe you tell
ing police, Senor Trutnbull ? You not care 
to do that after watching what I have 
to show you now. Oose attention, 
please . . . .  '' 

E CLAPPED his hands ; a servant 
brought in a couple of little images, 

about two feet high, made of beeswax or 
some such substance. They were roughly 
in the shape of men. With these before 
him on a sn1all table, he clapped his hands 

• 
agatn. 

Now a man, a Filipino, was led in. 
:His hands were bound ; his face had the 
pallor and sullenness of one who has been 
kept a prisoner for a long time. When the 
fellow saw the wax images, he trembled 
visibly ; the sullen expression he wore 
changed to one of abject fear. For the 
moment, the doctor paid hin1 no attention. 

"You observe, Senor Trun1bull, this 
man. He had the misfortune to displeasing 
·secret Filipino society of which I have 
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honor to be president . • • . In meeting 
last month, sentence of death was passed 
for him, yes, please . . . .  And now, if you 
will regarding closely . . . .  '' 

Several men held the prisoner motion
less for a moment while Villalobos snip
ped off a lock of his long black hair with 
the sharp knife he had used to kill the 
rooster. Then the sorcerer fastened . the 
hair with a grotesque rakishness to the 
head of one of the wax images, while he 
spoke a few words in some weird · lan-
guage. . 

The prisoner was released now, he was 
left to stand quaking by himself in · the 
center of the room. 

I noticed with horror that Estelle was 
beginning to awaken from her stupor ; 
she watched with wide eyes and stretched 
lips the procedure that was commencing. 

In their corner, the musicians began to 
play again to resume the music they had 
left off when the incantation of the white 
rooster was complete. The drums pulsated 
�vily, compellingly. • 

All eyes were turned on Villalobos and 
the wax figure with the culprit's hair at
tached ·to it. The witch-doctor lighted a 
wax taper, and slowly applied the flame to 
one of the arms of the effigy before him. 

At the same instant, the condemned 
· man though no one had come near him 

-gave a terrible scream ; his face writhed 
with the contortions of intense suffer-
• 
1ng . . . .  

Need I describe in detail the appalling 
scene that followed ? Need I dwell on the 
shrieks of that doomed victim, the de
moniac death-lust of the crowd and most 
terrible of all for n1e, the expression 
Estelle wore as she watched, fasci
nated . . . .  ? 

Let this suffice : after ten or fifteen 
minutes, the wax figure was reduced to a 
shapeless mass ; the victim lay dead on 
the floor, twisted and contorted fright-

• 

• 
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fully ; and Estelle had buried her face in 
her arrns and was convulsively sobbing. 

Y FACE must have been racked, 
haunted and yet after that de

moniac exhibition was over, Villalobos 
could still face me with his damnable 
smile. To the men standing close to me, 
the doctor murmured something in Span
i.s� ; and they held me tight with their 
wiry arms, . forced my head forward, 
while he advanced with his gleaming, 
blood -stained knife. 

. 

I remember I strained like a madman ; 
I remember the sound of Estelle's scream ' 
tearing through my brain and then there 
was a little pull at a lock of my haii· . . . .  

And that was all. Villalobos had what 
he wanted ; I was allowed to straighten 
up again where I stood. I watched while 
he fastened the hair that had been on my 
head to the head of the wax image �hat 
was left. 

"And now," purred Villalobos, 11the 
Senor Trumbull is free to go-or stay, as 
he wishes. Only, it is how do you say ?
it is the understanding that the Senora 
Trumbull is my property. I have making 
the cure of her illness ; she belong to me. 
And if the Senor Trumbull calling the po
lice or in any way bringing about my 
displeasure . . . ." Villalobos took 11p the 
taper again and brought the flame danger
ously near the wax effigy that remained
the one with my hair on it. I winced in
voluntarily, after what I had seen, and 
Estelle moaned pitifully. But then the 

witch-doctor blew out the flame. 

"I will only warn the Senor," continued 
Villalobos, ''that where ever he is, he 
dies, horribly, when this little figure melt
ing . . . .  And figure is mine, please mine 
to treat as I wish . . . ." He clapped his 
hands commandingly, and then the two 
naked servants carried out the corpse of 

the man we had j ust seen killed. 
Villalobos was no longer paying any 
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attention to me. He was addressing the 
crowd in general. He spoke · Spanish a 
language I have never learned to speak 
fluently, but am able to understand well 
enough from having studied it as a school
boy, and having spent a couple of months 
in Mexico City at one time. 

"Amigos y hermanos friends and 
brothers," he addressed the fellow mem
bers of the order (by this time it was 
plain to me that this gathering was noth
ing more nor less than that : the meeting 
of a Filipino secret society or cult) . 
"Friends and brothers, as you have j ust 
witnessed, a beautiful piece of property 
has come into my hands. However, I am 
no longer a young man the days of my 
greatest ardor and passion are no more. 
Therefore, I see fit, rather than to enjoy 
this prize myself, to dispose of it for the 
good of our brotherhood. The lovely Se
nora Trumbull belongs to the highest bid
der among you, without reservation, and 
the purchase price is to be devoted to the 
benefit of our glorious Society . . . .  ' '  

FELT a shiver along my spine at that 
little speech ; but among the Filipinos 

there was a murmur of approval at the 
doctor's generosity. 

Poor Estelle had ceased her heavy sob
bing. She looked about her now with 
quick, frightened glances glances that 
were met in every direction by the hun
gry, steadfast gaze of alien eyes. Caln1ly, 
dispassionately, as if she were indeed no 
more than a piece of lifeless property, 
Villalobos praised her beauty and desir
ability. 

I ground my teeth and twisted my 
fingers in helpless anguish as that obscene 
witch-doctor lifted EstelJe's shimmering 
silken hair with claw-like fingers, and let 
it fall again in a bright shower over her 
shoulders and breasts ; as he tilted her 
unwilling chin to show the splendid line 
of her throat ; as he followed the line of 
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her blood-stained but none-the-less del-
icate body with a provocative gesture. I 
could almost find it in my heart to wish 
that she had succumbed to the suicide 
ntadness ; for even if Villalobos' barbaric 
ritual had cured her, the fate that con-
1ronted her was a living death· or 
\vorse . . . .  

CHAPTER FOUR 

Beauty's Auction 

E bids began high, and rapidly the 

stake grew larger. Two thousand
five thousand seven nine ten . . . . 
Ten thousand dollars for a white girl
skin golden as the sun, eyes blue as the 
sky, hair silver as the moon . . . .  

The contest, by this titne, had naturally 
narrowed down to three or four n1en ; 
even among the tnembers of this society, 
which was obviously made up of the 
wealthier class of Filipinos, ten thousand 
dollars was a great deal of money. 

The bid went up to fifteen thousand 
dollars, and then no more offers were 
heard. Then a slender man, with a face 
flat and triangular as an adder's head, 
with narro"r eyes in which smouldered un
speakable things, with lips twisted in a 
line cruel as it was concupiscent, handed 
over to Dr. Villalobos � fistfull of mpney 
as if it were so much green waste
paper . . . .  

The sorcerer's voice concluding the 
bargain was almost drowned out by the 
roar of the crowd : "Sold sold to Broth
er Luis .Ca,malunes sold at fifteen thou
sand pesos • • • •  " 

That obscene devil who had "pur
chased" Estelle stepped forward, seized 
her where she crouched on the operating 
table, drew her toward him. He was go
ing to press his evil lips on her lovely 
young n1outh . . . . 

• 
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Then Estelle cried out, piteously, des

perately : "Phil for God's sake . . . • 
Help n1e, Phil . . . .  " 

A resolution cold as ice came over me 
then. With a set jaw and lowered head 
I was going to charge through these Fili
pinos, snatch her away from the creature 
who was fawning on her so horribly. 

But then Estelle screamed again : "Stop 
-stay away from me, Phil . . . .  I tell you, 
stay away !'' 

Dr. Villalobos had lit his taper again. 
He was slowly bringing the flame close 
to the wax figure which bore a lock of 
my hair on its head. In the witch-docror's 
eyes was a look of indescribable ugliness. 

Arid I God help me I stopped dead 
in tny tracks. I had seen that other man 
writhe in anguish where he stood, with
out a hand laid on him, while a little doll 
of wax melted before fire. I think I would 
gladly have gone through anything to 
save Estelle but how could I have helped 
her while the searing flames of some un
speakable black art were destroying n1y 
very life? 

And Estelle, in a very ecstasy of fear, 
for my sake now, not her own, called to 
Villalobos to stop. And as that fl.arne 
ruthlessly came nearer the wax image, my 
beloved one turned her fcu:e deliberately, 
willingly, to the man who had paid for 
her soul with money. She pressed her 
young, yielding body, so pitiful with the 
streaks of blood on the naked flesh, and 
yet still so beautiful, close to the body 
of Luis Camalunes. And before tny eyes, 
with love on her face that was indescrib
ably fair because I knew it was love for 
n1e, she kissed him . . . . Warmly, pas
sionately, she kissed a n1an who despite 
his American clothes was nothing more 
nor less than a jungle savage . . . .  

NL Y then did Dr. Villalobos extin

guish his flaming taper again, while 
he looked at me with dreadful meaning in 
his eyes . 



• 
• 

• 

I. Summoned Doctor Death 

I f  only, I told myself, if only I had 
some weapon to fight back with, some 
occult defense of my own against �his 
damnable sorcery . . . .  

And then out of the darkness of my 
subconscious mind came the flicker o f  a 
memory something that took shape, be
came real. I recalled how the Negrees, 
Amelia, had stopped me as I was leaving 
the house to bring Estelle to this fiend's 
den. I remembered how she had given me 
a silver talisman, how she had begged me 
to use it if danger threatened. Perhaps . . . .  

The thought was so impossible that I 
shrank from it ; and yet it grew on me. 
Perhaps, in that silver disc was son1e • 
mysterious power of the rites of Voodoo 
-perhaps I could summon up forces 
from the dark heart of Africa that would 
overcome the lore of Asia . . . . 

I felt in my pocket. There it was cold, 
smooth metal. I drew it out, my heart 
pounding, my breath coming fast. 

And then, so all could see, I held the 
silver talisman aloft, while I gave a shout 
to attract attention .. 

The effect was astounding. A murmur 
of fear, of consternation, swelled in the 
throats of the crowd until it 'NJ..-3 1.ln1ost a 
cry then they were �uddenly silent, cov
ering their faces as if against a blinding 
light. And yet, so far as I could see, what 
I held in my hand was a n1ere slip o f  
white metal. 

As for Villalobos, he gave voice to a 
sound that was neither a groan nor a 
cry I should call it a dry croak of fear. 

I was bewildered ; and yet I determined 
instantly that I must not lose this myster
ious advantage I had gained so suddenly. 
Extending the silver disc before n1e, I ad
vanced on Villalobos where he cowered in 
the center of the room. And as I did so, 
the brown men stepped back from my path 
hastily, as if they feared my very touch. 

The place was silent. The n1usic had 
stopped dead the moment I showed that 
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curious metal symbol ; there remained 
only the sound of hushed breathing. 

Villalobos backed away from n1e, with 
a look of the n1ost hideous fear on his 
withered face. If I had threatened him 
with a bottle o f  acid or a loaded gun, he 
could not have been tnore terrified. 
Through the smoke-blue atmosphere of 
that den of evils his eyes glowed like the. 
eyes of a tortured animal. 

Back and still back that miserable 
creature scurried before my advance ; back · 
until he collided with the trophy-hung 
wall of his lair. Then, desperately, his 
hands scrabbled and clawed at a great 
piece of tattered silk suspended there as 
i f  he would find room in its folds to con
ceal himself fron1 the talisman he so 
feared . . . .  

But the refuge Dr. Villalobos found 
�ras not what · he expected. It was the 
final refuge o f  every living creature, in
stead. 

Fastened in front of the silken hanging 
vvas a great iron battle-axe, the massivet 
razor-sharp work of some Igorot head
hunter's savage j ungle forge. Of the 
n1any weapons hung about the rootn, this 
was the most on1inous, the most dead
ly . " . . 

As Villalobos' hands jerked at the silk 
fabric, the battle-axe came loose from its 
fastening. Down it crashed, a glittering 
doom that split the wretched tnan's skull 
as easily as I have seen a kitchen-knife in 
a chilct • s  hand split a ripe n1elon . . . .  

· Thank God, Estelle had been spared the 
sight of that final horror. She had fainted 
-her head lay back, her bright hair • 
streamed over the end of the operating 
table. 

I paused only long enough to pull off 
the lock of rny hair Villalobos had fast
ened to his wax effigy, and then smash the 
thing to bits. 

Then I took Estelle in my arms, the 
white covering of the operating table 

• 
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draped ar<Htnd her nude body, and went 
out of tha\. ilell' s chamber without an
other look -behind me. 

Thank heaven, among the swarn1 of 
Filipino faces outside, I saw the bluff 
countenance of a white man-an ·Irish 
policen1an patrolling his beat. I staggered 
up to him with my pathetic burden. �'Am
bulance,''  I managed to gasp. "For God's 
sake, ambulance. And riot squad better 
call for that, too . . . .  Upstairs, number 
21 1  . .  · . .  " I think I went out, then at 
least, I remember nothing more after 
that. 

• 
CAME to my senses again before 
Estelle did. We were in the medical 

ward of the central police station. Dr. 
Barrett, the police surgeon, a brusque but 
kindly old n1an, told me I had nothing 
to worry about. "Just give the girl titne, 
she'll be all right . . . .  I don't know n1ay 
be a few n1inutes, may be half an hour. 
Can't hurry it. You can talk to me while 
we're waiting, if it'll make you feel any 

. ,, easter . . . .  
And so I told Dr. Barrett everything, 

from the beginning. It helped, somehow, 
to talk. 

When I'd finished, the old surgeon 
turned a pair of sharp blue eyes on n1e, 
eyes in which I suspected a twinkle. 

"Thought you'd have a try at black 
tnagic, did you, son after you found out 
how much the big-shot psychologists and 
doctors didn't know about medicine ? Bad 
guess a few good doses of quinine will 

do the trick for your wife, all right." 
"Quinine ?" I echoed, puzzled. 

"Specific for dengue fever. Not a dang

erous disease in itself, but it produces 

such depression in the patient that he's 0 
liable to do anything. Came across lots of 
it when I served on the medical corps in 

the Philippines during the war with Spain, 

used to call· it suicide ·fever in those days. 

Odd� though, how she could have · go� it · 

... 
in San Francisco-the mosquito that 
spreads it must have been introduced here 
artificially . . . . . " 

· 

Then my mind flashed back to the odd 
way Dr. Villalobos� orange paper adver
tisements had been rolled, and I remem-• 
bered seeing mosquitoes flying around the 

0 

lan1p in the hall when I opened t�at last 
• • 

one to read it. It was all clear to 'me then. 0 
The Filipino had seen my wife wh.e� • 

she first moved into my house, had plan-
ned to get her in his power. White wom
en were in great demand among mer:nbers 
of his race, I knew. And so with devilish 
cunning the man had· contrived to give 
her a rare tropical disease that would 
baffle doctors ; he knew that in despera
tion we would read one of his circulars 
and con1e to him for help. And his schen1e 
had come so close to success that I shud
dered to think of it . . . . 

I told Dr. Barrett of all this ; and then 
I went on to ask him about one or two 
things that were still not plain to n1\:. 
"But if  he got those bugs into our house 
rolled up in his paper circulars, why did 
they bite only Estelle why not me ? Why 
not our Negro servant ?'' 

"Count out the Negro," Dr. Barrett 
said. "Lots of things that will floor white 
people don't touch them at all. As for you, 
young man, you're mostly away from 
hotne during the day right ? Well, that 
accounts for it. Culex Fasciatus, the mos- · 

quito of this variety of Dengue fever, bites 
only in the .day time. They buzz around in 
the dark, but they don't bite. Anything 
else you don't see ?" 

" I  see that part of the business, all 
right. But what about that wax figur�e -
how could Villalobos kill a man by melt
ing a doll with some of the man's hair 
on its head ?" 

"He couldn't,'' Dr. Barrett pron1ptly 
answered. "Old trick of savage medicine
men, that. They'll select some victim, give 
him a poison they know will hit him at a 

• 
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specific time, without his knowing it. Then 
with everybody watching, they melt their 
little figure just as the poison gets him. 
Good way to make the others behave�
they think he can do the same thing to 
them, too." 

I gulped at that, to think how neatly 
Villalobos had tricked me. Now there re
mained only one other thing I didn't 
understand. I took the silver disc An1elia 
had given me, and showed it to Dr. Bar
rett. 

• 

'cWhat about this ?" I asked. ''It's prob
ably the simplest thing to explain of all, 
but why should a piece of silver given me 
by an ignorant old N egress scare a bunch 
of blood-crazed, sex-mad savages out of 
their wits why should such a thing do 
what it did to a clever scoundrel like Vil
lalobos ? What has the magic of Africa to 
do with the black art of the Orient ?" 

Dr. Barrett looked at the object close
ly. It  was simply a piece of flat silver, a 
couple of inches in diameter, with some 
haphazard marks engraved on the surface. 
That was all . . . .  

The old surgeon shook his head. His 
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eyes were quite grave, now. "Young 
man," he said, "you'd better ask the Ne
gress who gave this to you to explain it. 
Maybe she can ; maybe not. I know I can't 
explain it . I've seen a good deal of the 
world in n1y time, had considerable con
tact with primitive races. And I know 
most of their magic and sorcery is pure 
trickery nothing but a clever deception. 
But there's still something left over,
an undercurrent of mystery and power 
you can't account for. It's too much for 
me. I'm not afraid to admit that. It's too 
tnuch for me.'' He gave me back the tal
isman and got up abruptly and went over 
to the cot where Estelle lay motionless. 
"I think she'll open her eyes in a minute," 
he said to me over his shoulder. 

You, who read this, may laugh at me 
for a superstitious dupe, but I am not 
ashamed to say that I fingered that piece 
of silver with something close to rever
ence something approaching awe, as I 
let it slide into my pocket again. 

But for that slip of metal, I might never 
have looked again into those blue eyes, 
those glorious eyes, that in a moment 
would return my gaze . . . . 

THE END 

• 
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All Henleyville aeaused Jerry's father, 
Doetor Eustace Cald
well, of stealing the 
village babes - and 
sending them home 
jibbering idiots. But 
when Jerry sought 
to stem the rushing 
tide of terror·crazed 
townsmen, he saw 
his own sister flee
i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  

.. � night, elutching to 
her breast--a kid
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By P au( Ernst 

( A11-thor of u Brides of the Dust Demon,', etc.) 

His chivalry drove Allen Camp to 
save the witch - w o man who had 
vowed his death. But the time 
came when he knew that he 
must, himself, kill her 
whom he had rescued. 
-or witness the horrible 
death of one he loved 
b e t t e r  t h a n  a l l  t h e  

world/ 

T THE distant roar of sound, · · 

Laura Camp turned her white, 
lovely face toward Allen's with 

forn1less terror in her blue eyes. Allen 
stared back at her, and both listened 
tensely. 

Outside, the raw spring wind moaned 
through the trees. A loose board some
where on the little cabin rattled 'vith a 
sound like scraping dry bones. There was 
no hotel in Inchville ; the young, couple 
had been forced to stop at this tourist 
cabin in� the woods just outside of the 
village. It was a black woods, now.-1 

The far-off sound came again, and· 
Allen got to his feet, tall and broad shoul-
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An E�ri� Nov�l�tt� of Spine§ Tingling Menace 

dered, with a Florida-tanned face and 
alert brown eyes. 

It was a crowd-sound ; a mob-sound. 
Both Allen and Laura, his wife, instinc
tively knew that. The far-off roar was a 
devil's concert from a hundred savage 
throats a snarl of human-beings gone 
beast and yelling for the blood of their 
kind. 

· 

Allen Camp had been born here near 
Inchville. He knew his deep south. 

"A lynching !" he said, with his lips 
thinning over the word. 

Laura cried out. Her tapering white 
hands sought her throat and she too got 

.. 
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to her feet. She was as beautiful as a statue 
-and as rigid. 

"Allen !" 

' • I 'nl afraid that's what it is, darling. 
Only one thing can bring that note to hu
man shouts." 

"Some poor Negro . . . .  " 

"Probably !" The word clipped frotn 
Allen's lips. "And like as not he's inno
cent." 

He was shrugging into his topcoat. He 
got his hat, lying on top of the suitcases 
which had not been unpacked because in 
the morning they intended to go right 
to the Can1p ancestral home the old 
plantation manor which had been in the 
process of being ren1odelled all ,vinter for 
their arrival in early spring. 

"Darling ! Where are you going?" 

"I'n1 going to visit the lynching party," 
Allen said grimly. 

"Allen ! You can't do anything ! The 
danger ' '  

Allen put his hat on his well-shaped 
head. 

"The Camp fan1ily has been a power in 
this section for a hundred years . The 
name, I think, still means son1ething. I 
am not known personally here, but the 
natives know I own Can1p Acres, and 
have a bit of money and influence. I 'm 
going to see if I can't save whatever poor 
devil it is they have out there." 

Laura got into her fur coat. "I'm going 
with you." 

"Oh, no, darling " 

"Oh, yes, Allen. The Southerner is 
chivalrous. You've told me so yourself, • 
many times. You're going to anger these 
n1en a lot, but they may be slower to at
tack you if your -.,ife is by your side.'' 

"You think I 'd hide behind a woman's 
skirts ?

,
' demanded Allen savagely. 

"You're going to in this case if the 
woman can manage it ! Hurry . . . . " 
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EY got out the door of the little 
cabin. To the south, perhaps half a 

mile away, they saw the red glow of a 
fire. It shone through the black lin1bs of 
the trees, as yet leafless, like the fires of 
hell through skeleton lattice-vvork. 

"That way ! My God what do they 
intend to do ? Burn him alive ?" 

They started forcing a way through 
the woods. They didn't know the roads 
well enough to atten1pt to drive by sotne 
circuitous road to the point where the 
flames roared. 

The underbrush tore at them. The 
roaring of a mob gone mad sounded ever 
louder in their ears. And now they conld . 
see figures moving between thetn and the 
flames figures like that of fiends out
lined as a black frieze against the fire. 

"Hurry !" sobbed Laura. 

Allen only nodded, biting · his lips, 
stumbling forward at a run. He had seen 
what Laura had seen : two of the black 
figures moving toward the flames with a 
third struggling between then1. And then 
they burst from the underbrush into a 
small clearing, in the center of which the 
great fire burned. And they stopped 
there a motnent with the blood running 
cold in their veins. 

Three or four score of tnen were in the 
clearing. Some were in stained overalls, 
son1e in the wrinkled store clothes which 
the country workman puts on after the 

• 

day's labor is done. All watched V\rith 
savage faces the two husky fellows who 
were bearing the victim toward the leap
ing flames. Even the trees around the 
clearing seemed to droop to watch that 
scene, shaking a little in the moaning 
\vind as though shuddering at what was 
about to be done. 

In the cleared semi-circle before the 
fire was deeply driven a great post, with 
chain on it. Toward this post, around 
which the burning embers could be pushed 
when the chains confined human flesh, the 
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two big n1en dragged their screatning 
burden. 

"Good God !' '  exclain1ed Allen Can1p. 
That burden, that victitn, was a woman. 
Screatning and writhing, she fought the 

relentless hands that bore her toward a 
flaming death. An old woman, a hag, with 
lank hair flying around a bony face, and 
with deep-sunken eyes wild in the fire
tight. 

Allen sprang toward the two, with 
Laura close behind. He jumped between 
them and the flame. And from sheer sur
prise, the roaring of the n1en around died 
down to electric silence. In the silence 
they glared at the man and woman, with 
ey�s like the eyes of mad beasts. 

Allen had an auton1atic in his pocket. 
He dared not draw it. At such a time the • 
show of a weapon is far worse than an 
appearance of helplessness. This n1ob 
would tear him and Laura t9 pieces at the 
sight of a gun. 

"What is the n1eaning of this ?. '  Allen's 
incisive voice bit coldly into the deathly 
silence. "Are you all stark 1nad ? Who is 
the leader here ?" 

After a moment's hesitation, a n1iddlc
aged n1an in clean though faded overalls 
stepped forward. The tnen around and 
behind hitn watched with flatning eyes. 
The two who held the old hag glared too, 
holding the thin, veined wrists of their 
captive without effort. 

"I guess you'd call n1e the leader," the 
tnan in faded overalls drawled. His low 
voice was icy ; his face wa:S a stony mask. 

"Leader of a lynching mob !" Allen said 
bleakly. "It's a high privilege, I must 
say . . . . Leader of a cro,vd of men who 
are about to burn a helpless old woman 
at the stake ! Are you hell's leader, or a 
man ?" 

• 
E faMner's icy face didn't change. 

"A n1an, I guess, stranger." 
"You have a strange way of showing 
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your n1anhood."  Allen·s voice lashed like 
a whip. It sounded more fearless than he 
felt, inside. He had put himself and 
Laura in a spot when he interfered with 
this gritn business. He knew it, and his 
tnind raced alertly to try to feel the ten
sion of the mob and perhaps direct it a 
little. "What has this old \voman done 
that you dare even think of putting her to 
the stake ?" 

Now the others grew savagely im
patient. 

"Slug him !" one shouted. Other cries 
followed. 

"Give hitn and his \\'Ot11an the san1c 
dose if they don't git out of here !" 

uwho the hell is the guy, anyway ?" 
Allen caught up the last question. He 

raised his hand. For an instant he did 
not know whether the surging mob would 
crush over him and Laura at once, or 
would pause for just an instant, in inde
cision, to hear hin1 out. The pendulun1 
swung the right way. They paused. 

"I'n1 no stranger," Allen called. "At 
least, n1y nan1e is not strange in these 
parts, though I have not been here for 
n1any years. I atn Allen Camp, last de
scendant of the Raleigh Can1ps, who O\vn 
the great plantation two tniles west ." 

There was silence again at that, while 
tnen looked at each other and then back 
at the tall , broad-shouldered n1an who 
stood between their victim and the fire. 

Catnp ! Allen had literally wagered his 
life and Laura's that it was still a name to 
conjure with in the county of 'vhich Inch
ville, Georgia, was the seat. 

And for the n1on1ent at least he had 
won. 

"Camp, eh ?" drawled the stony-faced 
farmer. "No, son, I don't guess you're 
exactly a stranger. But you're buttin' in 
business that don't concern you." 

"It does concern me," retorted Allen. 
· "It concerns n1e as it does you as loyal 

residents of Georgia. If you go through 

• 
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with this awful thing, you'll put a blot on 
Georgia's name that won't fade out in a 
century ! Why are you doing this to her, 
anyway ?" 

The icy-faced leader stared at the hag 
drooping in the clutch of the two men, 
and then back at Allen. 

41We're burnin' her because she's a 
witch," he said evenly. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Candidate for the Stake 

R an instant Allen didn't think he 
had heard right. 

41A what?)) he repeated at last, mouth 
open. 

"Witch ! She's killed, and sent souls to 
damnation. The last was your own cous
in, Abel Camp, eight months ago." 

For a second, Allen paused, while curi
osity raised its head even at such a time. 
His cousin, Abel Camp ! Abel had died 
eight months before ; it was his death that 
had brought Allen, now inheritor of 
Camp Acres, do\vn here at last with his 
bride. • 

But what was this strange statement 
that the hag shrinking back from the 
flames had something to do with Abel's 
death ? 

Allen dismissed it, and marshalled cold 
logjc. . • 

"Witch ! I won't argue with you about 
the possibility of such creatures. I'll only 
ask you to state how you know she is 
guilty of my cousin's death or of any 
man's death." 

"Abel Campfs mare kicked him to 
death," said the farmer. • 

4 1Then if an anin1al killed him, you 
can't accuse " 

The farmer's gharled forefinger pointed 
at the crone. 

"She done it. She was in the mare. 
Her spirit lived in the mare's body." 
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The pressure of Laura's hand cut short 
the wrathful words on Allen's lips. He 
read the pressure rightly : This was no 
time to combat superstition with logic, to 
try to argue a crowd of maddened men 
from the ugly paths of black legend. He 
had best ignore that part. 

"Listen," he said, with his voice heard · 

by all in the clearing. "You have accused 
this woman of killing my cousin. My 
cousin ! Don't you think, under the cir
cumstances, I should have the decision as 
to her sentence ?" 

" No !" yelled one of the two who held 
the crone. 

But Allen heard, and was puzzled by, a 
lower exclamation which came from • 
nearer at . hand. 

u Him tryin' to save her I That's 
funny. That's damned funny !" 

The bleak-faced farmer spoke. 
"You ain't quite as familiar with these 

parts as others of your name, Mr. Allen 
Can1p. If you were, you'd go along now 
and let us finish this business. This.
this witch has done wrong to more of 
your family than just Abel Camp. It's the 
Camps that have suffered most of all from 
her." 

Allen's mind squeezed quickly into the 
• • opentng. 

"Then if my family is  the chief suffer
er, it is up to me, the last male member 
of it, to judge this woman," he cracked 
out. "There is no denying that reason
ing. Is there ?" 

There was no reply. Stubborn, but • 
calmer, the scores of men in the ghastly 
clearing stared at each other. 

uls there?n 

The stony-countenanced farmer shrug
ged and spoke. 

"The witch deserves to die. She ought 
to have her black soul cleaned in the fire. 
But I guess it's up to you to judge 
h '' . er. . . . 

Allen promptly stepped to the two big 
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men · who held the hag. Laura walked 
with him. In her blue eyes was pride · 
in. her husband and his leadership. 

"Then my judgment is that you let 
this woman go free." His voice rang in 
the clearing. And there was an authority 
in his bearing that backed up his tone. 

The two men ·glared at him, and then 
at· the ·farmer leader. Finally, biting their 
lips)� they·· released- the crone. 

She fell at their feet, senseless with 
relief. • 

LLEN bent over her. Beside him, the 
man in faded overalls bent too. The 

man, at Allen's glance, stolidly helped 
him lift her. The· crCJne's body was un
believably light ; it felt as though her 
bones, almost wholly undraped with flesh, 
must be hollow as a bird's bones are. 

"Where does she live?" said Allen. 
Stolidly the farmer nodded. "Down 

that path a spell. She· has a hut in the 
woods." 

"We'll take her home." Allen faced 
the baffled mob. "You men came near 
doing a thing so frightful that you'd never 
sleep nights again. You'd better go, now." 

They moved slowly toward several paths 
leading from the clearing. As they walked, 
their eyes kept on Allen's form, with the 
shriveled body of the woman they had 
so absurdly accused · of being a witch, in 
his arms. And in their eyes was a curious 
loek. 

Allen caught that look, and saw it again 
in the eyes of the fa-rmer striding beside • 
him, just before they left the flickering 
lig}1t of the · clearing. 

The farmer· gave the key to . it, after a 
moment. 

"You'd have done better to let her die 
at the stake," he said somberly. 

Allen . only lao ked . at him. • 
"Funny you doa.'t know your own .fam

ily history. better;'' the man said. "This. 
old ha�&, killed.: three Camp mea, over a 

• 
• 

• 
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thirty-year spell. Every Camp man she 
could get near, she swore, she's send to 
death and his woman with him." 

Allen shook his head bewilderedly, as . 
he strode along the faint path with the 
unconscious old figure in his arms. Laura 
came behind. 

"That woman's name is Sarah Fling,, 
the farmer said. 

"Sarah Fl "• Allen began, still bewild
ered. Then he stopped as memory quick
ened a · little . 

It had happened just before he was 
born. And it had concerned his uncle, 
Henry Camp. He remembered the story 
only vaguely. 

Henry Camp had become infatuated 
with the beautiful though illiterate, daugh
ter of a poor family. Poor white trash, 
really. He had finally j ilted her, unable 
to leap the social barrier between her fam
ily and the aristocratic Camp clan. 

The girl's · name . . . •  Yes, it had been 
Sarah Fling. 

And now . . . • this aged, hideous bun
dle in his arms. . . . 

"It's the girl your uncle done wrong,'' 
nodded the farn1er, who had been watch
ing his face. "A damn witch, even then. 
She vowed she'd get even with the Camps. 
She'd kill every male in the family, and 
their women too. And she's got 'em all 
but you, startin' with your uncle." 

More hazy family history was coming 
back to Allen. 

"But my uncle died in an accident. He 
and his wife \vere killed in a runaway " . 

"Sure. Sarah Fling made the run-
away. Her black soul had driv' out the 
spirit of the mare between the shafts of 
the buggy. She twisted it over a ravine, 
gettin' out of harness herself so she 
wouldn't be dragged after it." 

Allen heard Laura's gasp, half amused 
and · half hysterical, behind them. The 
man went on. 

"Your cousin Barber Camp �died in 'an 
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accident' too. A cow hooked him to 
death." 

"I suppose," said Allen expressionless
ly, "that the soul of Sarah Fling was in 
the cow ?" 

The farmer shrugged. "She was a mild 
beast always, till that afternoon. Then 
-no reason at all. Just turned on Bar
ber and crushed him ag'in a fence post, 
and afterward·s hooked him tot pieces. 
Same afternoon she caught Mrs. Barber 
Catnp and killed her. And eight months 
ago she was in the mare that kicked your 
cousin Abel to death. She'd have got the 
rest of the Camp men, only they went to 
1 he north, and to cities, like your dad
and died there, away from her spells." 

Allen could have laughed, partly with 
relief from the strain of that mob scene, 
partly because of the excruciating humor 
of a grown adult believing the rot this 
man was uttering. But he didn't laugh. 

11At least," he said solemnly, "Sarah 
Fling only kills us Camps. She doesn't 
consign our souls to the devil." 

HE man beside him was silent for a 
moment. Then he said : ''You're 

grinnin' at me, inside. But you'll learn. 
She does send the souls of you all to hell. 
She does it with a kiss, temptin' Camp 
men to love her, and giving them over to 
the devil with an embrace. After that, she 
kills their bodies like she killed their 
souls." 

' ' She tempts us with a kiss ?" said 
Allen. He looked down at the flaccid face 
of the crone who had so nearly died that 
most frightful of all deaths. "Her face 
doesn't look very tempting." 

"She don't come after a Camp man 
lookin' like that," said the farmer som
berly. "She takes on her girl's hand
someness. She was a handsome wench, 
thirty-odd years ago. She shucks off her 
age and becomes like she was then." 

" She must truly be a witch, then," 
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Allen retorted, with a solemnity that made 
the farmer glance suspiciously at him. 

And then they were at a hovel in the 
woods that seemed as wild as any lair 
of a beast. It was scarcely more than a 
windowless mound of stone, with earth 
over it. In the earth, dank plant-things 
had rooted, so that the hovel was green 
with the growth. A scarred, heavy door 
opened into the one small room. The 
farmer opened it. 

They strode inside. There was a rusted 
small stove, with a pipe running up 
through the roof at a crazy angle, a 
broken-backed chair, a pallet of rags and 
straw on the floor for a bed ; and, every
where, little bundles of dried herbs. That 
was all. 

Allen laid the old woman down on the 
filthy pallet. The farmer stared at him. 

"Funny you should've save her In he 
echoed the sentence back in the mob. 
"You've only saved her to die yourself. 
Because she'll kill you, mister, after she's 
damned you with a kiss. As for your 
woman " 

He looked at Laura Camp, then swung 
on his heel and left the hovel. 

When the door had clattered shut be
hind him, Laura sank to her knees beside 
the aged woman. Her red-rimmed old eye
lids were still closed. 

"Poor soul," Laura said. "Imagine 
grown men believing that a feeble crea
ture like this is guilty of of transfer
ring her spirit into others' bodies and 
killing people ! Abysmal ignorance ! And 
it would have caused her death at that 
hideous stake if we hadn't come along." 

Her eyes shone as she looked up at 
Allen. 

"Y ott were pretty fine, back there, dar
ling." 

"But I've only preserved a force that • 
will be the death of me, if  our friend 
spoke the truth," Allen laughed. 

Laura stared down at the woman. 
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HPoor old soul ! I wonder if she still 
really hates the Camps, after being thrown 
over by one of them so long ago. It would 
be natural, I suppose. But anyway, you've 
cancelled the debt by saving her life. She 
C01Jldn't possibly hate you " 

The crone's eyes slowly opened. With
out luster, dead looking, somehow dis
turbing, · the rheumy orbs turned up at 
the two young folks bending over her, 
then centered on the face of Allen. The 
way she had opened them hinted that she 
had not· been unconscious for quite as 
long as they had supposed. 

"So you are a Camp man," she said. 
Her voice was rusty, eerie. "Yes, I can 
see. You have the face, the bearing. And 
you are big, good. looking. The handsome 
Camp men with their black hearts. . . . 
Get out of my house." . 

Lt\.llen and Laura shrank back from the 
weird blaze that had sprung into the hag's 
filmy eyes with the final screeched words. 

"Get out, I say ! And tnay the devil 
curse you and your wench ! And the devil 
will, man of the Camps ! He will ! You'll 
see ! Get out before I tear the eyes from 
your face " 

Laura and Allen left the hovel. There 
was nothing else to do. The crone was on 
her knees, shaking as though about to 
have a fit, \v-ith sheer insanity burning in 
her sunken eyes and farming white foam
flecks on her flaccid lips. 

They got out, and Allen shut the door 
behind them. They walked slowly toward 
the tourist cabin they had left thirty hec
tic minutes before. 

"So she couldn't possibly hate me," 
Allen grinned easily to Laura. "My sav
ing her life has cancelled the debt ! She 
gave a good imitation of hating me, then. 
But it doesn't matter. What does count 
is .the fact that we saved a .poor, demented 
old : wotnan from being burned to death." 

Laura . did· not .smile · back. Her eyes 
were wide, queer· looking ... • 
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"That old woman is a powerful person," 
she said slowly : "There is sotnething in 
her eyes. . . . . Allen, hold tny hand. 
Tight !" 

"Good heavens !" Allen exclaimed. ''You 
aren't really You don't think she is a 
witch !" He laughed, loud and clear, in 
the night. "Do you think she can go 
about in animal form, and consign souls 
to hell with a kiss, and become young and 
beautiful, at will ?" 

Laura aid not laugh with him. Her 
lips twisted. She did· not speak for a , · 
long time. 

"Of course there is no such creation 
as a witch," she said finally. ''But she 
. . . . Allen, I felt when I looked at her 
as I did once when I saw a deadly spider 
in a glass cage at the zoo. Hold n1y hand 
tighter, darling. . . ." 

CHAPTER THREE 

Home of the Cursed 

RST thing next morning Laura and 
Allen went to the great plantation 

house. modernized and ren1odeled into 
a stately and beautiful home with many 
thousands of dollars Allen had inherited 
from his father. There was heat in the · 
house now, and a servant or two to pre
pare the food they had got from the Inch
ville store after leaving the tourist cabin. 
They hadn't wanted to go, last night, to a 

shut-up, cold house ; they had preferred to 
approach it for the first time by dayl ight. 

The morning, however, was not very 
enhancing. It was cold and raw. Rain 
threatened constantly ; no'v and then came 
down in misty drizzles. The dirt lane 
from the highway to the big front porch 
with its two-stor·y pillars was dotted with 
puddles. 

Allen sighed. 
"I remembered· the·place from my child-

• 

• 
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hood as being so lovely. But it doesn't 
look that way now." 

"It's beautiful," said Laura. "The 
clouds and rain are what make it seem 
so so bleak." 

A tnan stood on the porch. Allen 
greeted him as Robert Parker. A Parker 
had served the Can1ps since the first had 
come to be overseer on the original plan
tation in slave times. This one, the grand
son of that other, had promised to stay 
on and work for Allen when he came 
down. To him Allen had entrusted the 
job of getting a woman to cook and take 
care of the interior of the house. _ • 

"Welcome, Mr. Camp," Parker said. 
He was a thin, wiry man with an open 
though not too intelligent face. "But it 
ain't so n1uch welcome as it might be. I 
heard about last night." 

Allen looked sharply at him. He had an 
idea that he had seen Parker in that clear
ing last night ! But he couldn't be sure, 
and the man's eyes were unwavering 
enough. 

� ·I was glad I happened along at the 
right tin1e,'' he said. 

4 4! guess it was for the best," mumbled 
Parker. HThough, mark my words, some
body'll kill that old witch and soon ! She 
ain't fit to live." 

Allen brusquely introduced Laura as 
the new mistress of the Camp home, and 
then the woman Parker had got for them 
came out. She was about thirty-eight, 
apparently, with a slightly heavy figure 
and dead-looking, bleached yellow hair 
1hat did not go with her dark brown 
eyes. 

She curtsied to Laura, and went up 
the stairs with two of their lighter bags. 
And Laura and Allen looked over the 
house. 

Twelve rooms, it had been nicely dec
orated and remodeled. They were quite 
pleased. 

44W e'll live here all year round except 
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in summer for a couple of months," Allen 
decided. "Then we can go to New York, 
or Maine, for coolness " 

He felt rather than heard the maid be
hind him. Alice Carey, she had called 
herself. He turned. 

"Well, Alice ?" 
He thought he saw fear in her eyes ; 

but not, he divined, fear for herself .  It 
seemed, oddly that she feared for him. 

"There's coffee, ·sir," was all she said. 
"I thought you'd have breakfast in town, 
but maybe would want a cup of hot coffee 
when you got here." 

"Fine," said Laura, leading the way to 
the dining room. 

. LICE CAREY kept looking at them, 
particularly at Allen, in that peculiar 

way. Allen raised his eyebrows. 
"Well, Alice ?" he said bluntly. 
"Well what, sir ?" 
' 'What's on your mind ?" 
"Nothing, sir." 
"Oh, yes, there is." He lit a cigarette. 

"Out with it." 
The woman bit her lip. • 

"Come on !" 
··well, I I couldn't help hearing you 

say you were going to stay here per
nlanently ," Alice faltered. "But maybe 
you won't sir. Not after last night. May
be she won't let you." 

"After last night ?" repeated Allen. 
"Who do you mean won't let n1e ?" 

"The witch., sir. You ought to have
you ought not to have stopped the men 
last night.'' . 

Allen frowned in S\�li ft anger, then 
shrugged. Hell, he couldn't go around 
con1bating the combined superstition of the 
state of Georgia. 

"I guess your witch won't bother us 
much. By the way, does there happen to 
be a picture of Sarah Fling in the house ? 
A picture showing her a·s a girl ?" 

Alice nodded reluctantly. 

I • 
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"Let's have a look at it." 
0 

He and Laura bent over the enlarged 
old photograph of Sarah Fling taken 
thirty-two years before. 

The picture showed a girl with dark, 
lustrous hair and brilliant dark eyes ; a 
beautiful girl, with a strange, wild air 
about her that made you look twice�
and then again. 

"Hmm. I can see where any young 
man could fall for -her," Allen observed. 
"She's certainly attractive.'' 

"Attractive," said Laura slo,vlv. "But-� 
repulsive, too." 

"Repulsive ?'' 
"Look at her teeth. How white and

sharp they are. Look at her eyes. 
They're almost like the eyes of an animal 
instead of a hutnan being though I can't 
tell you why I get the impression. Look 
at her hands, crossed in her lap. Did you 
ever see such long, sharp-pointed nails ?" 

Allen laughed. "You're going to find 
evidences of the witch in her even at that 
tender age, aren't you ? I think she is 
most seductive . . . .  " 

· 

He was to remember that remark some 
time later ! 

The morning passed in exploration and 
planning, and they had lunch. After 
lunch, with the monotony of the cold rain 
outside, and with the warm food, they 
got sleepy. They were in the library, a 
big room overlooking a pleasant formal 
garden. Allen sat in a big leather chair, 
and Laura sat on a low divan, with her 
feet tucked under her. 

"I'm drowsy as the dickens," said Allen 
stretching. 

"Take a nap, then," retorted Laura, . 
• patttng a yawn. 

"In the daytime ? It seems a stupid 
thing to do." 

"I'm . going to," shrugged Laura. "I'm 
sleepy, too." 

She stretched herself out on the divan, 
artd Allen closed · his eyes. . . . 

1 1 1  
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FTERWARD, he tried to recall the 
progress of his nap, from the time 

when he closed his eyes. But he couldn't. 
He only knew that he fell into a profound 
sleep, and then the visitation came. While 
it lasted, it seemed far too real for a 
dream ; but before it began he had closed 
his eyes in sleep, and after it was over 
he opened his eyes from that satne slum
ber. So he knew it 1nust have been a 
drean1 . 

0 
Though, of course, he would have 

known that in any event. . . . 

He was sitting in the big chair, head 
back. Then he sat straight with a jerk. 
The library door 'vas slowly opening. He 
saw a tapering white hand, then a bare 
arm. The door opened widely, and the 
O\vner of hand and arn1 can1e in. 

Allen gasped. She 'vas a girl, young, 
beautiful as few girls are beautiful. She 
had long, lustrous dark hair and deep 
dark eyes, that flamed straight into his. 
And over her lovely body \Yas not one 
thing save her long hair, which was a 
mantle revealing more than concealing 
since it waved silkily with every lithe step 
she took toward him. 

A beautiful girl, with a strange, wild 
air about her. . . . 

It was Sarah Fling of thirty-two years 
ago ! The girl in the photograph or her 
modern twin ! 

The beauty of the advancing, nude fig
ure was erased f rom his mind. He 
cowered in · the chair, seeing only the 
flame in the dark eyes, and the way the 
tapered hands were extended toward him 
like lovely claws. And he wanted to leap 
to his feet and run, but he could not 
move. 

The dark beauty seemed to smile a 
little at his efforts, at the cold sweat that 
stood out on his forehead. The smile 
half revealed small, white, sharp teeth. 
She bent over him, with the cascading 
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hair parting from before the perfection of 
her breasts. 

11Henry, my love," he heard her whis
per. Her voice was melodieus and 
deadly. 

He barely heard the words. He was too 
deeply in chaos from the nearness of her 
enticing beauty. His senses were whirling. 
He was terrified as he had never been be
fore and that terror did not chill in the 
least the mad desire he felt spring up with
in him to crush this naked, perfect body 
close to his. 

His arms went slowly up. His hands 
touched the satiny shoulders of the girl 
leaning over hin1. 

And in his ears rang the words he had 
heard last night. 

' 'She takes on her girlhood handsotne
ness. The witch was a handsome wench, 
thirty-odd years ago. She shucks off her 
age and becomes like she was then." 

But it was impossible, Allen's con
sciousness screamed. This glorious, death
ly figure the aged, shrivelled, hideous hag 
he had carried to the hovel last night ? 
l 1npossible ! 

And saying that, he knew it was not 
1 111po�sible that the girl and the hag 
u.tc1· e one ! 

But knowing it, he still could not keep 
his maddened hands from sliding down 
the beautiful bare arms of the girl. Her 
red lips parted a little, came nearer . 

' (She send.s the .souls of the Camp men 
to hell ! She does it with a kiss, tempting 
them to love her. After that, she kills 
thrir bodies like she killed their souls., 

The red lips quivered. They were like 
an exquisite poisonous flower. 

"Kiss me, Henry." 
Henry ! The 'Hame of his uncle, many 

years dead) who had abandoned her ! .. 

TH an effort of will that left him 
tren1bling, Allen brought his hands 

down from that satiny loveliness. He 

• 
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turned his face away, so that he should 
not see the luscious red lips. 

"Kiss me." 
Only one thing could have steeled him 

aga:inst that call. The one thing was
death. This was death, he knew, the dread 
kiss that was offered. Death to his soul 
-then death for his body. 

He felt soft fingers under his chin, 
turning his face back so that he was forced 
to stare at the red, parted lips and then 
into the deep dark eyes. 

"You will. . . . " 
He gazed beyond the white figure, for 

help. Gazed at the form of Laura, his 
wife, stretched on the divan, with her 
breasts rising and falling in deep, peace
ful sleep. 

"Ahh . ... " It was a snarl. The dark 
beauty's sharp white teeth showed. "It is 
because of her that you \vill not kiss me. 
You shall see . . . .  " 

So quickly that he could not stretch up 
a hand to detain her, she was gone, leap
ing to the side of the sleeping woman. 
Her hand flashed out. Allen yelled 
hoarsely. In her fingers he caught a glint 
of metal. 

Then he heard Laura moaning, found 
himself on his feet and only he and his 
wife in the room. 

" Darling !" 
He ran to her. She was moaning a 

little, bewilderedly, her eyes still dazed 
with sleep. And on the whiteness of her 
throat was a bleeding small design. 

It was shaped like a tiny hoof. 
"Allen, what happened ? What hurt 

? n·d ?" me . 1 you . . . . . 
"Laura ! Of course not." 
"Then what hurt me ? I was sound 

asleep. Then I felt pain at my throat and 
thought I heard some one running fron1 
the room almost soundlessly . . . .  If you 
didn't do this " her hand came from her 
throat with the fingers red Hwho did ?" 
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"I. . . don�t know," muttered Allen. 
"I  was asleep too." 

"But somebody must " 
A scream from the door interrupted 

her, cutting across her words like a razor 
blade. Alice, the maid, stood there, with 
her blowzy yellow hair straying around 
her plain face. She screamed again, and 
shrank back as Laura took a step toward 
her. Her eyes were riveted on the little 
pattern pricked in her soft throat. 

"The hoof !" she panted. ''The devil' s 
hoof-devil' s 'brand . Oh !" , 

She ran from the doorway, and they 
could hear her race out the back door 
and into the rain. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

The Devil's Brand 

EY talked it over a lot during the 
evening and next day. It was easy to 

explain that dream of Allen's. He had 
· fallen into his nap with Sarah Fling in

tensely in his mind, with the girlhood pic
ture of her etched in his brain. It was 
very natural that he should have dreamed 
the girl, Sarah Fling, came to his side . . . .  

"But that," said Laura, when Allen 
had gone over it for the hundredth time, 
1'doesn't explain it all.'' 

And her fingers went to her throat, 
where the queer small wound was be
ginning to heal. The wound that looked 
oddly like a hoof. 

There wa� a ta11gible thing, that had ap
parently happened in the dream ! 

"You scratched yourself," Allen kept 
saying. "When you woke, your hands 
went to your throat. It's a favorite gesture 
of yours when you're agitated. You 
scratched yourself without realizing it." 

"Scratched myself in . . .  just that way ? 
So that the scratches look like the design 
of a hoof ?" 

"It isn't impossible," shrugged Allen. 

• 
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At dinner next evening, he turned to 
Laura. 

''Our family treated Sarah Fling rather 
badly, after all. Let's go to her hut, and • 
try to help her. Money, if she'll take it. 
A better place to live, in the village . . • .  " 

Laura looked at him steadily. 

"Is your only reason for going the de
sire to make up for the way Henry Camp 
treated her ?'' 

"Of course," said Allen. But he lied. 

Allen Camp, after that dream, after the 
strange marking that had terrified the 
maid out of her wits, was a little bit 
afraid. Not much. But a little. . . . 

Naturally he still scoffed at the idea 
of any old woman being able to invoke 
supernatural powers ; would always scoff 
at such absurdities. But there were other 
possibilities. If she were able to hypno
tize from a distance, for example . • . •  

Allen meant to bribe her into good 
will, though he would not admit that even 
to himself. 

So they went toward the woods in 
which her hovel was located, at dusk. 

They left dusk and plunged into eerie 
night when they entered the woods, on a 
narrow path. 

They got to the hovel. Allen played 
his flashlight on the door. It was tightly 
closed, but under it he saw a strip of 
light. He knocked. There was no answer. 
After a second tap, believing the old 
woman was away, and deciding to go in 
and leave· a note, he opened the door. 

Sarah Fling was not away. She was 
there, in the hut. She lay on the rude 
pallet on the floor. At first they thought 
she was dead. They sprang toward her. 

But she wasn't dead. She was in, what 
seemed at first, a profound sleep. But after 
a moment they saw that the unconscious
ness that held the hag was deeper than 
any normal sleep. 

• 
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HE lay truly like a dead person, on her 

back, with her withered breast stir
ring to breathing twice as slow as normal. 
Allen gingerly lifted one of her eyelids. 
For an instant the rheumy orb beneath 
stared at them sightlessly.. Then it was 
veiled by the lid when Allen released it. 

"Is she ill-dying ?" Laura whispered. 
Allen sl 1ook his head, frowning. He 

had seen people like this before. 
"She's in a trance. Self induced. I 

suppose she goes into then1 in the beli�f 
that she really can set her spirit free, to 
wander abroad and do n1ischieL Appar
ently she is sincere, though mi�guided. in 
her witch-V\rork." 

IAttra shudciered a little. Allen lc)okt.d 
aronnd. • 

"\\ ·ha1 a hole !" • 
-

He stepped to a pile pf herhs and 
sniffed then1. The acrid odor told hin1 
nothing� he \vas ignorant of plant spe
cies. There was a cupboard near the • • 
rough little fireplace . \vhere cnllJer� 
smouldered slowly and heated the hut. 
He �·ent to that, opened it . · 

An exclrunation ripped up his throat·
but V\7ith the greatest effort of will of his 
lifr, he kept it fron1 becoming audibl�. fit .. 

\\·illed his hand to shut that cupbc \ard 
qui�kly, anrl his body to move so that 
Laura couldn '1 see into it. 13ut so great 
was the shoc-k of \vhat he had seen in 
there 'vas looking at now \vith dazed 
eyes th:1t for a n1on1ent he couldn't 
move. · 

Bones in there. �1any bones, some 
larg�. sonte �rnall. A little skull on top of 
the pile. grinning out at him as though 
imbued vvith a ghastly, skeletal life. • 

The bones ot a child ! 

Laura's screatn \Vhirled hitn arotmd. 
She had seen . He slatntned the cup-
board shut. • 

HM y God Allen " 
He strode to the figure of the crone, 

lying in the d�ath-tike trance, and stood 
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over her with his face working and his 
fists clenched. He was close to becoming 
a murderer in that motnent. He had kept 
her from being ki lled last night. God, 
\\'hat a mistake ! 

A fiend who killed children used their 
retnains in her hellish rites, which, to her 
cracked brain, seemed veritable witch
craft ! She deserved to die . . . .  

"A murderess," Laura whispered fear
fully, staring ·do,vn at the ghastly face. 

But now reaction was setting in in Al
len's mind. He relaxed his clenched fin
gers, and sweat poured dovvn his face as 
he realized how close he had been to 
kicking the hag's head in. 

-'We don't kno'v that,,. he said slovvly. . 
·'She has .a human skeleton in her hut. 
The sl<eleton of a chil1. But the bones 
are not fresh. She may have got then1 
from son1e little grave in the woodR, or 
from the Inchville Cemetery.'' 

"Murderess !H repeated Laura., with 
conviction. "What ought \ve to do. Al
len ? Go to the s·heriff ?'' 

Allen gna,ved at his lip. "Not yet . We 
can al"jays do that. I think, first, we had 
better find out if ariy child has been miss
ing, in the last few years. She's old and 
frail . A cell might kill her. We'd �tter 
investigate first " 

''Why would she get hone� fron1 a 
graveyard ?" 

"She's insane, darling," Allen said . 
· 'This proves it . She really believes, her
self, that she is a witch. And she got the 
skeleton to help her in her crazy doings." 

ul wonder if she ·is insane ?" said I-Jaura. 
They left the hovel . 

• 

A.Jl'LL start investigations in the 

morning,'' said Allen grimly. ''If 
there is even a slight suspicion that she 
is actively responsible for that little 
skeleton, she'll -go to trial for murd.er." 

But there were to be no investigations 
started the next day. Morning was only a 
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few hours off by the clock ; in actual liv
ing it was to be half a lifetime away for 
Laura and Allen Camp. 

They got to bed at one in the morn- · 
ing, after an evening of bleak silence. 

Allen kissed Laura goodnight. They 
got in their twin beds, on opposite sides 
of the room. 

And Allen went to sleep without any 
delay at all. He knew nothing till a 

slight sound made him sit bolt upright 

in bed. 
The sound came from Laura's side of 

the room. The moon shone in, but it did 
not penetrate to her side. He could see 
the floor up to within a foot of her bed, 
then only a vague white oblong which 
was the bed itself. 

But after a moment in which he heard 
the sound again, and recognized it as stir
ring bed-clothes, he saw Laura. She had 
got up and was coming toward him, 
bathed by the moon as she stepped from 
shadow into its pool of light. 

He gasped a little. She was nude ; had 
evidently slipped out of her night-dress 
before leaving the bed. That was strange, 
unlike Laura. The moon glinted softly on 
skin as sleek as white silk, and touched 
the curves of hip and breast with a soft 
pale caress. And then he saw her eyes, 
wide open and staring at him. 

Laura's eyes were blue. Light blue, to 
go with her blonde hair. B ut now·
why, now her eyes seemed to be black ! 

And now he noticed that her hair 
seemed far darker than it really was. 
Dark brown. Almost black, too ! 

The nude figure got near to him, and 
Allen found himself gripped in a sort of 
paralysis. For suddenly the breath was 
clogging in his throat, and the blood con
gealing in his body with a strange and 
mystic horror. 

The face of this woman who now bent 
over him with long hair parting to reveal 
the perfection of her breasts, was the face 

• 
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of his wife. But those eyes, that hair·
they were not the eyes and hair of Laura ! 
They were dark, almost black ! 

With wild, eerie seduction the woman's 
red lips parted a little. And where had 
he seen them do that before ? Her face 
came down toward his with a sinuous mo
tion of her smooth white throat. And he 
had seen that gesture before. 

"Henry, my love. • . . " 

· The words could hardly be heard. Yet 
he did hear them. And he began to 
tremble. 

It was the dark beauty the world had 
known as Sarah Fling. Her words, her 
eyes, her weird, deathly passion ! Yet the 
face was Laura's ! In some impossible, 
horrible way, the two personalities were 
fusing. Sarah Fling was Laura, and 
Laura, somehow dwelt in Sarah Fling ! 

T was a hideous nightmare fantasy 
which Allen couldn't begin to de

cipher. But he did know one thing. 

It would be as deadly for him to touch ' 
those red lips now as it would have been 
yesterday, when they were not framed by 
his wife's face ! 

"H k. " enry tss me . . . .  

The dying words scarcely sounded in 
the bedroom. But he heard. He would 
have heard · them, he thought, if he had 
been half dead·. 

"Henry . • . .  " 

The name of his uncle, dead thirty 
years, pronounced by lips that had not 
been like this for thirty-two ! 

The face was very near to his. The lips 
were within inches of his. He was going 
to obey the deadly invitation. He knew it 
---jcould not fight against it. 

His hand lashed up. It had moved des
perately, more of its own accord than be
cause of his will. Dazedly he saw it smash 
upward and into the lovely countenance 
• the face of Laura, his wife. Dazedly he 
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heard a gasp, and then a moaning cry ; 
sa \V red drops ooze . . . . 

The naked figure staggered back from. 
hin1 and sagge<l slowly to the floor. 

' 'My God !" 
l-Ie sprang up and lit the light. For a 

tnoment he could not bring himself to 
look at the nude beauty on the floor. 

Dut then he stared, and he saw blue 
eyes in which tears of pain and bewil
detment formed. This was his wife. This 
\iva� Laura, all Laura, with no hint of 
that wild dark beauty of the girl in the 
photograph. 

Laura ! And he had struck her ! 
HGod, darling !" 

lie bent, helped her up, held her close. 
The bruise on her cheek \Vas hideous. 

"I must have been dreaming. Though 
I thought. . .. .Never mind what 1 
thought. I'n1 so sorry ! So horribly 
sorry . . • .  " 

Laura stopped her sobbing. She stared 
at Allen. 

uThe witch ! She had sotnething to do 
with this. I had a dream too. I dreamed 
ome voice, inside me, told me to get up 

and go over. to you like this " She 
stared do\vn at her nude loveliness. "Then 
- then I didn't know anything more till 
I felt you strike tne ·" • 

"And I wish I could cut my hand off 
for it," Allen said bitterly. "I Listen !'' 

From out in the grounds some"rhere, 
can1e a high. eerie cry. - Almost like the 
cry of a night-bird, it was, save that there 
\Vas in it a htunan note. Human ? Welt, 
not quite human. . . . 

"I believe that's her 1" muttered Allen 
ten!'ely. "Sarah Fling '' 

He raced out the bedrootn door, bare
footed, in pajamas. Down the stairs he 
sped, and out doors. 

I-Ie could see nothing in the moonlight. 
Nothing. Bushes and trees cast deep shad
ows, but not �o deep that he couldn't have 

Dime Mystery Magazine 
-

seen a form lurking there had there been 
one to -see. He sped to the front of the 
grounds . . . .  

And then, from the big house behind 
him, came a wild, shrill cry. It was a 
shriek that seemed to stop his heart for a 
tnoment.. After that he v;as running blind
ly, with all his speed, toward the house. 
For the shriek was Laura's, and had come 
from the room in which he had just left 
her. 

Faster than ever he had sped down 
the stairs, he raced up ·them. 

"God, let everything be all right/' he 
was mumbling, as he \Vrenched the bed
room door open. 

But Laura was gone . . .. .  • 

CHAPTER FIVE 
Captive of the Damned 

E must have gone mad for a little · 
while. Anyway, he could never after

ward remember what had happened dur
ing the ensuing few moments. At one 
minute he was raving like a maniac in 
the ominously empty bedroom ; at the 
next he was staring at something that 
beckoned to him from a bush on the west 
side of the house. Beckoned like a pale. 
wraithlike hand in the moo11light. 

He ran toward it. The thitlg was a 
\, .. isp of blue 1;1egligee. · Laura's negligee. 
It had been hanging over the back of a 
chair near her bed, he remembered. Evi
d.ently she had caught it up and thrown it 
over her nakedness after he left her. 

Now, it was l1ere. On the thorny twig
end of this bush. So she had gone this 
\vay, after that frightful s}:lriek. 

The bush was at the side of a trail 
leading across an old orchard and into 
the woods. He raced down the trail. 

('Laura ! Laura . . . .  ' '  

Another wisp of pale blue, looking 
white in the dimness, caught his eye along 

• 
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the path. He sped on. And now he no 
longer shouted. A shred of sanity was 
coming back to his chaotic brain. 

Laura would not have screamed had not 
some grisly thing horrified her. And she 
would certainly not have run, of her own 
volition, from the comparative safety of 
the house into the black, sinister forest. 
Therefore, almost certainly the thing 
that had scared her was taking her down 
this path now I 

And ahead of him, far ahead, he heard 
a sort of bubbling cry, as though a scream 
had been cut off by brutal hands clamped 
around a corded white throat just in time. 

Ahead, there was a low hill. The path 
went to this hill and seemed to end. Then 
he saw that it went on over the knoll. 

But to the right of the path, the mound 
was cut sharply off in a low cliff. And 
a spot of this cliff was rosy red. 

The mouth of a little cave, he saw, with 
light of some sort probably firelight:-

streaming out of it. He crept forward 
and looked in • . . . 

The scene within was so impossible, so 
utterly fantastic, that for an instant it 
shocked all emotion from him. 

The cave 'vas perhaps fifteen feet in 
diameter, roughly round. In its center 
lay Laura, with the blue negligee, or what 
was left of it, stripped from her perfect 
shoulders and thrown across her waist. 
Beyond her was another woman, standing 
tall and straight, staring down at Laura. 
Allen had seen enough of this other to 
know her she was Sarah Fling, as the 
photograph showed her years ago. 

On those red lips was an awful smile, 
and it was called forth by still a third per
son in the cave. This was, Allen thought, 
a man though the figure was so cloaked 
in black that he could not be sure. Over 
his face was a hood, which allowed only 
glittering eyes to show. 

(Continued on page 119) 
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LAY heard the thing in the studio drag� 
ging about in its blind, sluggish way. • • . 

Vivian was in there. The white light beat 
aln10st squarely on her. She was near the clay 
figure which had grqwn like a leprous excres
cence through all these nights. She was nude. 
Her slender, tall body was forced back over a 
wood block, to which it was also bound forced 
back like a bent bow, until it was a wonder her 
spine did not snap. Her arms and legs were 
corded with wildly struggling muscles ridging 
under the satin skin as she fought against the 
bonds. There was a gag over her lips. Through 
the gag filtered faint, awf11l sounds as her 
screams \Vere clogged back in her distent�o 
throat. 

And alvw·ays Vivian's eyes, wid(� and glaring. 
were directed on the thitz.g which at the moment 
was bent in hideous concentration over th<
gro\ving clay figure as if in ghastly affection . 
'fhe white light clung to rotting garn1ents on 
a taU. en1aciated form. It silvered the face if 
such a �isage could be called a face illutninat
ing the trace of what had been a nose, the rem· 
nants of pendulous lips, and the rottedt jagged 
teeth ·which yet remained behind then1. . . . And 
the hands of the thing, patting and sliding over 

the features of the clay face, were hardly more 

than flaps, with rotted, broken, and uneven 
stun1ps in place of what had been fingers. 

And no\Y those hands left the clay figure. 
began gropping blindly toward the nude. help
lessly struggling forn1 of the girl the living, 
breathing girl who was serving Death as a 
model for Agony . . . .  

Ilo\v Clay and Vivian Cameron fell beneath 
the power of an unspeakable being who appar
ently returned from the grave to create his 
most spectacular works of art, is told in Paul 
Ernst's story appearing in next month's DIM F. 
MYSTERY MAGAZINE : "The Mon�ter Who 
Worked in Clay." 

• 

• 

• 



• 

Satan Sends His MistresJ 

(Continued fronJ page 117) 

In the hand of the black-robed figure 
was a steel rod. The other end of the 
rod was in the small fire beside Laura, 
which threw its beams out the cave mouth. 
The rod was withdrawn and the glowing, 
red hot tip came into Allen's view. 

It was not just a plain rod-end ; it was 
a curious sort of uneven circle, like a 
brand. And then he saw just what it was : 
A brand in the shape of a cloven hoof ! 

A laugh, low, melodious, indescribably 
evil, came from Sarah Fling's lips. 

"The devil' s brand ! The devil' s hoof ! 
Mark it deep in the white flesh of her 
body. Then shall we kill her, and let 
another of the men of the Camp clan 
lmow the wrong done me by one of their 
number." 

N a coma of horror, Allen saw the red
·hot brand move toward Laura. Past 

her face it went, to hover over the white 
satin of her abdomen, just above where 
the negligee veiled Iter beauty. 

And then Allen's paralysis snapped. 
With a hoarse yell, he leaped into the 
little cavern. And the glowing brand 
stopped its advance toward Laura's white 
flesh while its wielder turned to stare at 
Allen. And over the crouching figure's 
shoulder, the dea�Iy, dark, basilisk eyes 
of rejuvenated Sarah Fling stared too. 

The crouching figure cried out, and 
leaped to its feet. It sprang toward Allen, 
'vith the fires of hell in its eyes. and with 
the red hot iron raised for a slashing blow. 
Allen fell on one knee, and the swishing 
rod n1ade an arc over his head. He caught 
the robed figure around the 'vaist. 

He saw, out of the corner of his eye, 
the red-hot iron fall from the hooded 
figure's hands as that figure crashed to 
the rock floor. Then he was fighting to 
keep the robed man down, while, with 
wild strength, his opponent struggled. 

( C o�Jtinued on page 120) 
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( C ontinrued from. page 119) 
He stnashed his fist into the covered 

face, heard a gasp of pain that was wholly 
human .. He struck again, felt his knuckles 
glance off flesh. The leaping firelight 
made the two look, in shado"'r, like giant!' 
fighting to the death. 1�hcn, to their shad
ows on the rock walL a third was added . 

Like a panther, she can1e . Allen saw 
her spring toward thetn, saw her hand 

rise. He tried to n1ove a way, but he 
ducked too late. Her hand feU, and some
thing smashed \Vith terrible force on his 
head . . . . . · 

Leaping, rosy light against hi� eyelids. 
A moan from near at hand. These small 
sights and sounds slowly in1pinged on his 
unconsciousness till his senses began to 
return: Finally he groaned a little himself. 
and sat up. Then, \vith a \vild cry, be 
got unsteadily to his feet. . , . 

On the floor lay Laura, just beginning 
to move. moaning a little as her eyelids 
fluttered. · Hut she and Allen were the 
only ones in the cavern . 

Allen pressed his hands against his acl1 
ing eyeballs till the \VOrld steadied itself. 
Then he �toopt.� and picked up Laura . 

HAllen/' she whispered . 110h Allen ! 
f t carried tne here· ·a great black thing 
. . . . T akc tne back to the house.'' 

Allen turned toward the path. But 
when he got there, he \vent on up th� 
mound instead ot toward Can1p Acres. 

�'Why. darling· .. " 

· · 'Ssh," said Allen. 1·�herc "s a place w� 

have to go, -son1ething \Ye have to do -
before '\rc go back to the house. f •  

His voice was thick, almost like that of 
a drunken man. Blood from a cut over 
his right temple trickled constantly down 
his cheek. Laura's eves v.·id�necl a� ·he ... 
stared at his white face. 

It �'as the face of one who is not quite 
sane. 

"That hag· s hut is near here. Less than 
a l1undred yards away. We're going to�
visit the witch . . . . first. ' ' 

, 



StJtan Sends His Mistres• 

AURA shrank in his arms as she 
stared into his bloodshot eyes. He 

�trode on \\'i th her, like a machine . 

"Allen , . 
• 

''A red-hot brand,'" he said thickly. 

· · Red hot metal. They \VOtdd have seared 
you with it. Seared your white body. 
And then \vould have killed you. Because 

C " you were a amp woman. 
"Y ott' re not going to kill her /\1-

len ?'' 
"She deserves to die.. The hag ! The 

\Vitch ! Why did the devil send n1e 
to that lynching in tin1e to save her ? But 
rn nlakc up for that . . • . , 

"For God's sake, Allen ! Not that ! You 
can't murder her . . . . " 

Laura's shrill voice died awav. It \vas - . 
plain that he "ras not listening, had heard 
no single word. The hovel of Sarah 
Fling sho,ved as a dim black mound in 
tl1e blnck dimness of the woods. ahead of 
them. A narrow strip of l ight still ·hone 
nnder t1 te crooked door. 

"Stay out here," Allen said, setting 
Laura do,vn beside the door. 

"Allen I \von't let you do this . . . . ' '  
"Stay nut of here !'' 

There \vas a length of wood at their 
f.eet. Allen bent stiffly and picked it up. 
He �'vung it like a club. 

uAll1'n r· 
·'Red-hot iron about to sear your 

body.'' he said, .tnonotonously. "After 
that, the--y 'vould have killed you. Then 
tne. Thi. \vay, the witch won't have a 
chance to do her work of ·  murder any 
•nore.'' 

He brushed her clutching hand a'vay, 
and opened the door of the hut. 

Still in her trance, aged Sarah Fling 
was : the aged body a slow-breathing 
shell fron1 which the spirit had wan-
dered. . • 

Into anin1als, that dread spirit was said 
to have forced its way before now. But 

(Continued Oft poge 1Z2) 
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(Continued from page 121) 

it was into no anin1al that the witch had 
forced her soul since Allen Camp had 
brought his bride here. She had pre
empted the body of another woman a 
young, beautiful woman. Whose ? 

No matter. This hag had killed. 

Allen stood straight and tense above 
her. He could hear Laura hammering at 
the door, calling out frantically to him. 
He paid no attention. The club raised. 

But as he stood that way, he paused, 
\vhile something caught his eye beyond 
the near-dead body of the witch. There 
was a broken-backed dresser over there . 
One of the drawers was not quite closed. 

· From it came several fine strands of stuff. 
Silk thread ? Light yellow thread ? It 
looked like it. And yet it didn't, quite . 

• 
A little of the madness left Allen's eyes 

as the unaccountable familiarity of the 
strands struck home to him. At the same 
time, he heard Laura suddenly cease beat
ing on the door, and heard no further 
sound frotn her. Not one. There was a 
sort of  scuffle out there in the dark for 
just an instant, and that was all. 

Allen leaped to the bureau. The silky 
yellow stuff was hair. A wig. 

He 'vent back to the crone in her 

trance. His left hand touched his cut 

temple· as he tnoved. He raised the club 

over the hag's head. 

((There !JJ he grated, bringing it down 

with a sickening thud. a Y ouJll kill no 

1nore.n • 

E STOOD there with bloody club. 

"God ! I've killed her . . . ." · 

The door crashed. Its flimsy bolt shat

tered. It opened to admit two figures, 

dragging a third. One of the figures was 

the dark .. beauty of the photograph. The 

second was a man, with a dark robe over 

his body but with his face unmasked. He 

had his right arm around Laura's waist 

and was dragging her. He loosed her, 

, 

• 
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Satan Sends His Mistress 
• 

nOV\' . She sank to the floor and covered 
her face v;ith her hands. . 

Allen stared dully at the two. They 
were looking at the bloody clttb1 and at 
the still body of old Sarah Fling. And 
thet·e was no horror in thej r eve:; : there -
was den1oniac satisfaction. 

The \VOtnan, Allen could see no\1\. . \Vas 
the one who had n1asqueraded as Alice 
Carey , making herself look older and 
heavier. wearing b1onde hair over her 
dark tres�eg . Thr ma.n ,,·as Robert 
Parker. 

"He . did it.' ' said the woman. "'He • 
killed her ! I told you he would, Robert .. , 

Allen dropped the club as though it had 
stung him, bnt kept his eyes on their 
faces. The \YOtnan's dark eyes glittered. 

"So you're a n1urderer. Mr. Allen 
Camp ! You kno\v "'"here murderers go, 
don't you ? To the chair ! And Robert 
Parker and I are practically \\<"itncsse�." 

An evil stnile shaped her lips. 
"You'll pay u� plenty to keep our 

tnouths shut !'' 

Allen \\"et his lips. 
"I , . . I begin to see,, . he n1ttn1bled. 

''Blackmail, eh ? You planned to have me 
do just this !'• He �tared with a �hurlrler 
at the hag's body. 

"Y ott, Alice Carey H 
((The natne." said the 'von1an. sn1irk-• 

ing, "Is Alicia Chase. Fron1 Ne"� York. 
not Inchville." 

"You, Alicia 01ase. \Vitb drugs and 
hypnotisn1, manipulated tfrs . Can1p and 
1ne. Is that right ?' . 

"Why. I wouldn't drean1 of doing �uch 
a thing ! ' •  purred the WOlllan. 

"You planted the bone!"\ in Sarah 
Fling's cupboard:· AlJen said �to,vlv . • 
"And a\vhile ago. I suppose you left 
shreds of the blue negligee on the bushe� 
purposely, so I'd have an easy trail to 
follo\v. I \Vas supposed to see the scene 
in the cave. wasn't J ?  And be driven 
crazy by it ?� · 

* (C onti1utP.d on pa.gl' 124) . ..._ 
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(Contintted from page 123) 
"I don't know what you're talking 

about," shrugged the man, touching a 
bruise on his jaw. 

"The photograph of Sarah Fling in 
her youth," Allen went on bitterly. "I 
suppose it was simply a picture of you, 
Alicia Chase, treated to look antique. Any 

· dark girl could pass as Sarah Fling in 
her girlhood . . . . You two must have 
planned this some time ago, as soon as 
you, Parker, knew I was coming here to 
live. Planned it on the basis of the old 
woman's known hatred for the Camps, 
and her bad name as a witch. It must 
have given you a bad moment when she 
was nearly lynched." 

The woman stirred i111:patiently. 
"This isn't getting you anywhere, Allen 

Camp. The only thing that matters is that 
you'll pay us fifty thousand dollars, to
night, for keeping our mouths shut about 
the murder and more later when we ask 
for it-" 

Robert Parker's sudden exclamation 
���·- cut across her words. 
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"Alicia ! The old hag's head ! Look !'' 
"What's wrong with it ?" 
"That's just it. Nothing ! Ca1np is sup

posed to have smashed her head in with 
a club- and it isn't even bloody !" 

With a gasp, the wotnan jumped to the 
crone's side. She looked with incredulous 
eyes at the old woman's head and then 
vvhirled to stare at Allen. 

Allen was smiling a little now. The 
smile was more flinty than any curse. 

"Parker's quite right,'' he said evenly. 
"Her head isn't bloody. It's untouched.'' 

"Why, you But your club-" panted 

the woman "There's blood on it " 
''My own blood. I smeared it from the 

cut on my te1nple just a moment before I 
hit the earth floor beside Sarah Fling's 
head and called out that I'd killed her." 

HE won1an's face was dreadful. Park

er was swearing softly. Laura stared 

up with wild hope in her eyes. 

• 
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Allen produced the wig. 
"You shouldn't have left this here after 

you drugged Sarah Fling into her 
'trance'," he said to Alicia Chase. "It gave 
your show aV\ray thank God. As  soon a� 
I saw this bleached, dead looking yello'v 
hair .. I kne'v where I'd seen it before. On 
the head of 'Alice Carey'" I couldn't fig
ure it. But one thing was plain. The per
son behind the things happening to 11:rs. 
Camp and n1e was the one 'vorking in our 
house not Sarah Fling. \Vhy, then, 
fran1e the old won1an as you �rere doing ? 
[t could only be to make me hate her. To 

· 

make me kill her, perhaps, as I had co1ne 
here to do ? I didn't know, but I 'vent 
ahead with the act on the chance, to try 
to discover 'vhat it was all about. No'v 
you've practically confessed. Thank you. 
I'll take you to the sheriff's office now." 

Laura cried out suddenly. But Allen 
had seen \vhat she had the tightening of 
Parker's muscles for a spring to the door. 
Allen got there first. and thcu backfXI 
away a step. 

A snarling hiss had sounded th�re� It 
came from a great black cat that stooci. in 
the doorway with its back arched and its 
ycllo\v eyes staring at Alicia Cha!'e .. 

Allen started to turn back to Parker. 
fter aU. only a cat . . . .  
But tb� \Voman's sht·ill screattl rat1g 

out,. 

''�fy God if's l1er ! Th(\ \Vitcl1 !' '  
She backed away fron1 the furred black 

thing. As she n1oved, so did the cat. Rtalk
ing soundlessly on padded pa,vs. 

ult's old Sarah !' ' shrilled the dark 
"·oman. "God . .. . . I planned he1· death 
. . . •  I doped her . . . . Now she · , .  

The cat sprang 'vith a wild �cre�ch that 
tore the nerves like a great file. 

No man could have moved fast enough 
to prevent what happened next. Allen 
tried. But a full second before he reached 
the "'oman he saw the cat, a cla'V\dng. de-

(Contint4Pd Ml· fJagt 12'!) 
' 
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nm Training 
tb f helps you 

• 

r1 r . 
no YOU want to speed up tbe return of �ity 

to you insure your early and large participation 
in the new �. �otions and salary increasesget fullest benefits from the business pick-up? 

You can do it. 
For many months to come, individual competition 

in business will be tremendous. Employers up against 
oew JXOblems, fighting for survival and profits ·will 
be atile to aDd chooee. Naturally they will prefer 
the · 

man the man who lws special abihty to 
ofier them. 

If you wish this advantage. simply naark on the 
c:oupon tbe field of business in wbtch you are most 

We will send you full information about 
the opport.Uftitiee in that field, tell you how our complete suceess-building program helps x.ou plan your futur� trains in your � time, aftcl works with 
you all your c�r. Send the toUpon NO\V. 

LoSolle · - - - - -

La Sane Eztesmon U ty Dept. 2384-R Chicago 
tun 

Tralftlna f01 Of.. 
�w. s-� and DevartaneotaJ 

I.I.LIIV"r poeitioos. 
C Moclero Salesmaos&lp: Trnlnfoa for oon· 

tioo as Sales F.Jrealtive, Salesman, Salea Traloer, Saiee Promotion Manaaer. !.fanu
facturer'a Aaeot. and all poeitlooe 1ft retail. 
wbokeole or specialty eeWq. 

D m.aer �uatamey: Train!fta for 1*1· 
tioo as Audltol'. Comptroller, Certified l�b
Ue M'ouatant. Cost AccountaDt. etc. 

Q Trafftc Maaapmeot: Tralnin• for posi· 
tion as Railroad or lnd\dtrial l'raffl(: Man· 
seer. Rate &pen. Fteiabt Sollcitol, etc. 

D Law: LL. B. Decree. 
D Trafmea for posl· 

tioGa in Shop Mana"cment, such as tbs.O 
of Superintendent. �ml Fore1D3De Fore
mao. Sub-Foresoaa. etc:. 

C IDdatdal Maaa•er�leDt ' Tnlaiq fot 
Worts Manaaement. I»roductioa ControL 
IDdustrial Rnsinea:iua. etc. 

0 Modera Bualoeee CnrreapoDdeace 2 TralnJoc for SaJes or Collection Correspoo .. 
dent. Salea Proaootlou :Manqer. Mall &le8 
�aaaaer. secretar.v. et� 

o Steaotaraoay: Tralnlnc ID tbe DeW superlot ma�b.iDc shorthand. Stf'aotypy. 
C Rail� Stattoe . 

Maaaaemeat 
0 RaUwa7 Accouetl .. 
C &&pert Bookkeeplat 
0 Bualaese EaOU.b 
C �me.rdal Law 
0 C .. edlt aDd tloa COffi 
0 Public 
a c. P. A. _, 
0 MaQaa.ntea* 
0 StenotYW 

NDMI • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  A .. . . . . .  . 

Pr"'"' PorittoN . . . • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

A i*'-•• ' ' . . .  I • • • •  ' • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  ' ••• 
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DR. W. R. GEORGI 
Former Health CommU. lkmer ot lndlatUJpOZ.. J 

And 
and a 

ay Cause Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg 
Run-Down Condition When Kidneys Function 

Pains, 
Poorly 

Your health. vlt&llty and energy � extt'emeb' devendent upon 
the propel' functioning of JOur kidneys. !l'h18 1a easy to under
stand when you learn tll&t each kidney, altbo'ogh onb' the Blze ot your clenched fist. contains 4� miUtcm. tiDY. delicate tubes or 
Ulters. Your blood circulates thlouBh ttn7 Alters 200 times 
an hour. night and day. Nature ,_providea method of removing acids, pob;ons, and toxtns tmm JOUr bloocL . 

Causes Many Ills 
Dr. Walter B. George. many Je&rS :Uealth Commtsslcmer ot India.naJ>Olis. recently stated: "Most people do not realize thts. but the kidneys probably are the most remarkable organs in the 

tm.tlre human anatomy. Their work 1a iust as tmvortant an4 
Just as vltal to good health as the work of the heart. AI Health 
Commissioner of the Clq ot Indianapolis tor many Year& and as m.edie&l director for a large insurance eompaDJ', I have had 
opportunity to observe that. a 8Ql'JJristngly high l)f!rcentage of 
people are devitalized, rlDldown. nenous, tired, and worn-out 
because of wo rly functioning lddn.eys." II your kmneys slow down and do not function properly and fail oo remove approxtm,wl' 3 plnt9 of Acids� Poisons� and liQuids frQm your blood evel'J 2' hours,. tllen there 1s a gradual accumula.tton�pf these AcidS :tnd Wast�an4 -slowlY,. but surely, 
JOUl' � 11eeomes poisoned. makthC JOU feel old before 10ur 
Ume. rlmdQwn and wom out. M&IU' other troublesome and painful symJ)toms may be e&11$$d 
by voorly 1'Uncttontng kidneY's suob as Getting Up Nights. N enousness, Lelt P'alns. DizZiness. Frequent Headaches an4 Colds. Rheumatic PalDB, Swolleo Joints, Circles Under Eyes. 
Backaches. Loss of Vitallty. Buming, Itchtns, Smarting aDd 
Acidity. 

Help Kidneys Doctors' Way 
Drurdsts and doctoJ:>s 1J1 over 

tbe world think that tbe 1)11)per with the modern,. tm·to·date because It 1a acieotlfl� *' 
United States ana BrltlBh 

I 
' ' 

8PI!CIAL OPPER ,.0 -

Jdclneys as a diuretic. For lnstaDce. Dr. T. 1. Jlutelll. famous 
su1·goon and scientist of London, says: ••Cystex is one of the 
finest remedies I �ve ever Jmown 1n 1113! medical practice. Any 
doctor Will recommend it for its dcftnfte bene1lt in the treatment of many tunctional kidney and bladder dl.sorders. It 1s 
sate and Harmless. ., 

AnA Dr. T. A. Ellis� of TorontG,. canada,. bas stated: "Cys� 
in8.u®.ce in aiding the treatment of sluggish kidney and bladder functions can not be over-estimated:• ADd Dr. C. z. Rendelle
of San Francisco. said: "I can truthfully reoonunend .the use of Clrstex," while Dr. N. � Gianninl,. widely Jmowa Italian Ph:vli• cian, ata.t.ed: "•1 have round men and wolJlen of middle age par• 
ticul�ly grateful for the benefits received trom sucb DJ.edleatJ.on. 
A feeling of many years Ufted o1f one•s ace often follows the 
fine effects of cYste%. ., 

Guaranteed 8-Day Test 
If you su1!er from any of tile conditions mentioned 1n tbta 

article or feel rundown, worn out. and old before your time, poorl{_�ctioni.JW lddneys may be the real cause of �111' trouble. 
And ueca.use Cystex has pven suc<!esstul results tn thousands of 
cases throughout th� world after other thtngs had faUed. you should put tbls doctors J.-rescriptlon. to the test immediately. with the understand\ng that lt must prove satlst�ry tn eTery 
W:l.Y within. 8 d111s, or yo� merely retum the empty package and the full purchase price Is refunded. Because Cnte.x 19 specially a.A� sclentlftcalJ7 J]feOared ,to act �ly bh tQe kidneys as a diuretic it ts quick and wsitlvrfn. action. WltbiQ 48 hours most peoPle teport. a remarkable im
prcvemet¢ anc;l colnl)lete aatlstactioll tn 8 dafB. Cl'atex costs o!llJ. three cents I'> dose at druggists. Put it tO th'! 1 est today. 
Uniler the IU&l'ant.ee 10ll must feel zounaer, WoJ:lr-. . • and better 
th.a.n YO.u h&ve tn a. long tlltle � must feel tl1..1.t CYSfex has 
done th6 work thoroughly . .and eompletelY". or YOU .o».erely return the emJ)ty n�kage and it costs notbtng. You .,-re the sole ju{ige. of vour own satlMactlon. ean't afford to take cbanees with dleat>, inferior. or or anll medicine 
tha.t i6 nof. goo4 euough to be 10W' c:trua· gist for guaranteed 'Cystex today. 

today • 
• OHIO 

DANCE -- BE PO 
Beg. or Adt. Tall 11 . Sample Tap lesson tor Ber. with Standard Time-Step & Break. 25o. Beg. Walta & Foxtrot. $1. HAL l·EROY studied here. Send for list ••JL,. 

KINSELLA ACADEMY. !56D May St.. Cincinnati. Ohio 

• 
RAC'E w1l,I1IAMS stories by CARROLL JOHN DALYCARDIGAN stories by lf1tF!J>ERICK NEBEL-ARSON 
DICK stodes bt LESLIE T. WHITE ·CARTER COLE stories by FRFIDE.RICK C. DA VIB,-RA�ft JrfORPBt stc:n1es by FliED MaciSAAC N}!1EOiiE . stones by ��A:,� E. BARRE:rl.'. The ONLY tnagazb\e .fn w)11oh you'll tlnd an these great aerles ebaraeters � 1s 

D� Vetu:ti..,e �agazine 
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Satan Sends His Mistress 

(CotJ.titr'ltecl from (>age 125) 
•noniac ball of fury. get to her face with 
razorlike talons . 

Shriek after shriek tore f ron1 the \V 0111· 
an's lips. They kept on cotning after 
Allen had knocked the great cat do,vn • 
and it had streaked out o f  the hoYe I .  l 

"My eyes ! I can't see ! l' 111, btind-'' 
Screan1ing� sobbing . . he crouched on 

the floor, ''"ith her hand� over ht�r gouge(L 
bloody face. Parker. ,,·hi tnpering like a 
horrified child, shral lk against the \\·alt .  

There 'vas a stir fron1 that bod v "·h i(�h • 
had been inert for so long. Sarah Fling; 

• 

N EW R E M I N GTO N NOISELESS 
PORTAB LE! 

Money Back 
IO·Day Free Trial Offer 

AT LAST! The fan1ous Remington Noia�lcae rl. Portable that �t>eaks in a whisper i� available 
for only 10¢ a <lay. Here is your opportunity to 
get a real !�P.t1lingtun Noiaelru:sA I>•Jrtablc direct 

moved on her pallet. Her lips t\vi�ted a. 
though she \Yere being tortured , :l "  �h� 
writhed there. l;'rntn thetn can1e a erv. • 
No, not a cry, so nntch as a long-<h·ah l l ·· 
out ,-:crf'cch ! J .,ike a eat's screech ! 

t fron1 the fac·tory. ��4uipped wHh ;dl atthchmPnts I 

She op<.\ncd her eyes and stared at ri H .. 
tour in her hut. �rhen her eyt. · \\·(�nt to 
the shivering, sobbing 'vOtnan ,,:lth bloody 
hands over her hlond-strc<ttning- f:1ee : and 
the rheumy orbs flatned luridly \vith the 
�mbers of ra{!e and ��t1�{action. 

uLook !' '  pnnted [.,aura. poi t t ting. 

-� Allen lool .. !" • 
HWitclt ! rr·itch !'' \\·hintpered Park·�r. 

. . Oh� tny Gtxl . . . . .• 

Allen \vas staring in tl1� direction of 
(Atura' s quivering fing�r. She was point
ing at the crone's hand�. �l ore pa1·ticular
ly at her finget·nails. 

The long. sharp fingernails of Sarah 
Fling \\-ere flrenchf'd \Vith (rcsh hlood ! 

THE END 

• 

-

that make for cntnplete writing equipin(�nt. Stand-
ard keyboaril. Automatic ribbon reverse. V�rihble 
Jine spacer and all the conv�nienw.a. of the fineat 
portable ever built. PLUS the NOI�l·�r:itrSS fea-
turE'. A<�t now while this s�dal opport.nni Ly 
holds good. Send coupon TODAY for d�taila .. 

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY 
We send you the Remington Noiseless Portable 
direct frot� the factory wit.b 10 dal"S FREE trial. 
If you are not satisfied, t=lend it back. WE PA � 
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES. 

TV lNG COURSE 
With your Df'W R� N�e:SA l'ortable e will t��end y<�a 
-ab�lu�ly FREE-a 19·page eoune In typing. U tc&ebea the 

Touch SYMtem, uaP.d l'Y �� expert �ta. lt is &imply written 
and eomp.letcly lllustra\�d. fn.t.tnd'iOOH are u simple ":t A, B, · 
C. Jt)ftll a ehild ean eaa;lly unde�..-tand t.hi�t JUt:thod. 4\ little 
dtndy and the avern:.fe per1'011, ebild or adult, bt:eem'··' la��'l"i
nntcd. Follow tJtis eoorae during the 10=-lJa.y 'l'ri..l,l'el·fod we 
ldve you with yonr typewritt}r and y�t will W<' •· wb,v you 
fi\MJ' took th� truuble to write letWra by hand. 

CARRY kNG CASE 
Al.io onder tbii new 'Pul'ehue Pl..'UI we w01 �ntl yoo t•�� wtth 
.W'7 Remington Nt';Aelc• Pot'tableo a •veeial e.u'l-yintf ris� 
RttlrdlJJ' built of 8-ply wood. 'fWe handli!Ollle eue Is aoveroo �1th 
hAavy ctn Pont fabric. 'lhe top i• remo"·� by Ollf' motion, l�aving 
the mae!dn� fi.rm1y attaehed to tbe base. This makes it easy to use 
yoor Reming&.on anywbere-on kne�. iu ehgl�, on tl'aiti. Doo't 
fJela� • • •  send iD the aoopcm f� comJ)lete details! 
SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD -

I 815 Fourth Ave •• New Yor • N. Y. I Please tell me bow I enn get. a new ReminlltOD No"-'ele�a P•Jrt.abJ• J typewriter, plaa FREE Typing Com»Je and carryi� �uo. fcn-onl7 

I lOc a eta¥ .. Also seDd me new tUuskated Ct\tat.ogoe. 

I Name 

I Addrea 

I aa•� .. -· ---Q£-·-2------------ ��--·-----,-··-w-· 
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20 REPRINTS 25c. Film developedr two prints each 
,negative, 25c. SKRpDLAl;iD, 41�8·26 Overbill, Qhi�. 

Send for free eo�Y �f booklet .. reveiif� SECRi.rs OF 
SUCCESSFUL SONGWRITING, free Rhyming Dictionary 
anct market information. If you write poems or melodies, 
SEND FOR OUR OFFER TODAY. MMM Publishers, Depk Pl, Studio Bl�g., Po�tlatJ.a. Ore. • . . ,. _ 

Songwriter.s : Interesting Proposition. Write : PARA
MOUNT SONG-llECORDING STUDIO, L-8, Box 190, 
Hollywood. Calif. 

SONG P'OEMS WANTED Any 6.l\lljeclr.. Bencf v0em 
today for offer. RICHARD BROS:, SO Woods Bldg., 
Chicago. 

Help Wanted-Iustruction 
FOREST JOBS A V AII.ABLE $125-$175 MONXH. 

Cabin, hun�, trap, patrol. Qualify immediately. Write 
Rayson Service, C-62, Denver, CQlo. 

WANTED Names of men desiring outdoor work ; 
$1700-$2400 year ; patrol forest : protect game. Qualify 
Immediately. Details Free. Write Delmar Institute, A-43, 
Denver, Colorado. 

Inventors 
INVENTORS-Small ideas may have large commercial 

J)Ossibilities. Write us for FREE book, .. Patent Guide for 
the Inventor" and "Record of Invention" form. Delays 
are dangerous in patent matters. Free information on 
how to proceed. Clarence A. O'Brien. & Hyman Berman, 
16·X Adams Building, Washington, D. C. 

Fight! Fight! 
There is a punch on every page· of KNOCKOUT MAGA

ZINE t Read it for thrilling Fight Fact and Fiction. On the neWBStands now • • • Ten. Cents. 
128 • 
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What are foday's oppor· 
• tunities in Drafting 1 

• Will I like the wor" 1 • 

Can I learn Drafting 
•readily7 

Prove tbat 'l29. caa Gaallf» 

• 

ID 
Old :Money Wanted 

1�09 CENT $10 WE BUY CERTAIN COINS IJOM
·MON AND RARE-Others worth to $6,000 : 1864-1865 
Indian Head cents, $100 each : Dimes before 1895, $450 ; 
Liberty Head nickels before 1914, $800 : large pennies, 
$2,000 ; eneaaed postage stamps. $13 ; Half cents, $275 ; 
Half dimes, $175 ; Quarters, $800 : Fractional currencies ; 
Paver money : Gold Dollars, $1,500 ; COlonial coins, $300 : 
Silver Dollars, $4,000 ; 1983 50c, 14.00 ; foreign eoins. 
$165, etc. SEND 15c TODAY for ILLUSTR 1937 
COIN BOOK, before sen<U;�coina. NatiOn Coin Cor· porati"�n. �52) �:t>l'!'!�ld, m.u.,achusetts. • s s 

Go West Toda.J.! 
With DIME WESTERN MAGAZINE. Every page 

packed with the thrilling, glamorous out..of-doors drama 
of the old frontier and the deathless story of the pioneers 
who won an Empire. · 

Detectives 
DETECTIVE TRAINING. TEST PROBLEM METHOD. 

LOW COST. JOSEPH KAVANAGH, PP-27, HOBO
KEN, N. J. 

Patents 
Patents Secured. Two valuable booklets sent free. Write 

immediately :  Victor J. Evans & Co.. 972-B Vietor Build
ing, Washington, D. C. 

Salesmen Wanted 
Men with ears to sell new electric arc welder to mechan

ics, repair men, 1aetories. Sells -$3.75. Five. minute dem
onstration makes sales. Up to 150% profit. Trindl 
Products, 2229-AB, Calumet Ave., Chieago. 

Advertisers , 
This space is available for legitimate advertisers who are 

looking for profits at low COJt. Write for rates to :  De
parbnent A, Fopular Publications, 205 East 42nd Street.. 
New York. 
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G E E  what a bu i ld I 
Didn't it. ta ke a long 
time to get those muscles? 

No S I R  I AT LAS 
Makes Muscles 

• 

5 inches 
of new 
M uscle 

"After ON 
arms increased 1 a n . ,  
chest5 2112 i n . ,  m 
7/a i n .

1 
and I ?ave gat ned 

4 I . '-C. S. W . •  Va 

He re's wha.t ATLAS 
d id for M E  I 

John Jacobs John Jacobs 
BEFORE AFTER 

• 

What a. / 
ifference . 

" S t a r t e d  a 
w e e k  a g o .  
Have put 3112 
i n .  on chest 

(normal) and 2 112 i n .  
e x p a n ded . '  '-F. S •• 

N .  Y. 

For qu1ck results 
I reco mend 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

"Am send ing snapshot of won
derful progress. Certainly rec
ommend you for quick re· 
su lts ! "-W. G . ,  N .  J. 

GAI N E D  
29 POUN 

· 'Your method Qtves 
long, smooth muscle. W h e n  I s t a r t e d , 
weighed only 1 4 1 .  
Now weigh 170."-
T .  N .  Y 

I could fill this whole magazine with enthu
siastic reports from OTHERS. But what you 
want to know is "What can Charles Atlas do 
for ME ?" 

Sterling Silver Cup Being Given Away 
This valuable cup, of solid 
sterling silverh stands about 14 inches igh on a black mahogany base. 

Li ke Magic / 

Find out-at my risk ! Right i n  first 7 days 
I'll start to PROVE I can turn YOU into a 
man of might and muscle. And it will be the 

I will award it, engraved, 
to my po'Qil who malreR the most improvemf>n t 
in his development within the next three months. 

Grow 
' 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

A recent photo of 
C h a r I e-s A t I a s 
twice winner an<l 
holder of the title, 
"T h e  W o r l d 's 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man." 
,This is N 0 T a 
studio p icture but 
a simple enlarge
ment made from an ordinary small 
s n a p s h o t. N o  
muscles ·'painted 
on'' or retouched 
in any way. This 
is Charles Atlas 
as he looks today! 

kind of PROOF you (and anyone else) can SEE, FEEL, 
MEA SURE with a tape ! 

..... ,_11•••• ... ''lilt --���- Pil"- - .. , • Ill -· Pf _, ,_, - --

My FREE BOOK tel'ls about my a mazing 7-DAY TRIAL OFFER-an 
offer no other instructor as ever DARED mal\:el If YOU want smashing 
strength, big muscles, glowing health-I'll show you results QUICK! 

FREE BOOK ' 
I myself was once a 97 -pound weakling-sickly, half-alive. Then I dis-

covered "Dynamic-Tension. ,  And I twice won-against all comers-the 
title, • 'The World's Perfectly Developed Man" I 

I have no use for apparatus. "Dynamic-Tension" ALONE (right i n  
your own ho-me) will start new inches of massive power -pushing out your 
chest-build up your shoulders to champion huskiness-put regular moun
tains of muscle on your biceps-free you of constipation, pimples-make 
those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges 1 

Make me PROVE it!  Gamble a postage stamp. Send coupon for my 
F R E E  BOO!< AT O N C E !  Address me personally : Charles Atlas, Dept. 
83P, 1 1 5 East 23rd Street, New York, N .  Y. 

I 
I 
I 

ATLAS, Dept. 83P, 

115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. 

I want proof that DYNAMIC-TENSION will make a 
new man of me-give me a hea lthy, husky body and big 
muscle development. Send me your free bool\:, " Everlasting 
Health and Strength." 

• I Name • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

(Please l)rint or write plainly) ' 

I 
I 

Address . . • • . . . • . • . . • . . • . • . . • . . • . . . • . • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

City . . . • . . . . • • . . . • •  _, • • . . • . • .. • . . . . • . . . •  State . • . • . • • • • • •  
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11M I G HTY G O O D  ADVI C EI11 
SAY S TH I S  

HAR D - RI D I N G TEXAS COW P U N C H E R  

' "AFTER R I D I N G�'H E R D  from 
sun-up to sun-down, the chuck
wagon looks mighty good to 
me," says Fred McDaniel (above, 
also right). uBut I wouldn't 
enjoy my ( chuck' half as much · 
without the pleasure I get from 
smoking Camels with my meals 
and afterwards. After a good 
meal and Camels I feel plenty 
0. K. Camels set me righ t!  And 
they never get on my nerves." 

Smoking Camels, you enioy a sense of greater 
ease while you're eating, and afterwards too! 

COSTLIER TOBACCOS 
Camels are made from finer, 

MORE EXPENSIVE TO BACCOS 

• • • Turkish and Domestic • • •  

than any other popular brand. 

• 

HAT Fred McDaniel says 
about Camels is backed 

up 100% by baseball's ((Iron 
Man," Lou Gehrig by Frank 
Buck, of u Bring 'Em Back Alive" 
fame by Eleanor Tennant, out
standing woman tennis coach 
of the U. S. and by millions of 
o t h e r  Camel smokers i n  all 
walks of life. Enjoy Camels- at 
every meal. They speed up the 
flow of digestive fluids. Increase 
alkalinity. Help you enjoy food. 
Camels set you righ t !  They're 
the cigarette for steady smoking. 
Light up a Camel any time and 
get an invigorating ulift." 

· BUSY S E C R ETARY. HI smoke 
Camels," says attractive Joselyh 
Libby. ucamels put more fun 
into eating and smoking too . 
So many girls smoke Camels." 




