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Money-Mdkimg Territories Open

FOR SALESMEN AND DISTRIBUTORS WHO ACT QUII}KI

If you want to get into an exclusive, guick-acting,
big money business, of your own, send the coupon
below. Ovrhawl appeals to wide-awake men with
vision. Natiomally advertised— Tremendous market
—Big profits. A fast seller and repeater. Fully pro-
tected by U. S. and Foreigm patents. If you want

extra money, either upars or full tlms— mvestigate |
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l 6en n mchmwc for mamy years and vrhaul 1s the
only p e eyer recommended to car owners for the

p Jmm ot decreasing oil and gas waste caused by worm cylinders
ugse Ovrbawl in a motor, the compression is
and power is he dped, the lwtor lu made
oil used is considerably reduc

Yours T Sighedy J. L. (Jack) Reeves

SLIEAND MALL GOURON TODAY!
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Directions for testing
this amazing mineral
will be includedi—~Just
give make of car on
coupon helow.

SAVES OIL
SAVES GAS

Nearly a million motorists have tested
this amazing mineral which expands up
to 30.times when heated. Laét us pppve
ie to you ak po ik

If worm rings and cylinders are wast-
ing oil and gas, wonders can happen to
your motor. Wondets of cutting oil and
gas waste—(Savimgs up to 50% report-
ed)—of new powet, pep and quiet with-
out the expense of new rings and rebore.
Ovihaul can be the secret of big sava
ings te yeu.

USED IN PLACE OF NEW
RINGS AND REBORE!

Ovrhaul has teem thorcughly tested and proved
in leading industmial laboratories—tihe mechani-
eal engineerimg departmemts of a State Univer-
sity—amd an outstamdimg School of Technology
a8 well as nearly a million motorists.

[INSTALLEDTIN 30 MINUTES?]

Ovrhaul is quickly instslled through spark plug
openings—mnw special tools—mo car tie-up. erkl
in while you drive and is as hammless to

oil. Single applicatiom lasts up to 10, ooo muau.

SAMPILE FREE!

It your car is wasting ofl and gas, before you
sperd up to $160.00 for new rings and rebore—
gend your mame and address on the coupon be-
low for a free sample of tkis amaring mineral
vmleh unll: up to SO times when heated, and
tull de of a real money-meking opportunity.
Aie shail na@hes us overnight from the East.
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me your big money-makimg plan.
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THIS SEAL PROTECTS YOU AGAINST REPRINT HICTION!

All stories in magzines Searing this 6ah & w,smn sse%&iﬂm} iei this publishe: and have
never boms LI mma iR any 6

A SPINE-CHILLING FEATURE-LENGTH NOVEL

Bride of the Serpent.. .. ... ....coooeeeerreeeeens Francis James 11
Whhat foul and hideous power was it that drew the loveliest women from their
beds in that pitiful tramsient camp—and made them siurrender themselves to the
unholy mercies of the monster that dwelt in the slime and ooze of the river-bed?
ﬁ;ll Col%r?an learned the answer; but the price he paid was dearer to him than
e itisel

THREE NOVELETTES OF STARK TERROR

Hostesses in Hell...oo.oooooooooo Russell Gray 34
We thanked God for sparing us, when the storm cast ug ashar@ @n that htﬂé,
uncharted isle; but soon we were prayuzg and b@ggmi that death might eem
%lckiy, as we watched that half-human, degenerate pack maks bleedy spert wﬁh

the girls of our shipwrecked party,

House of the Mummy Mef ... ... Edith and Ejler Jacobson 64
The mad genius that burmed like a searing flame in the twisted brain of Dr.
Timothy Howard would allow him no rest until his great plan was completed—
until the anguished screams of his reluctant young assistants should be moulded
in a pageant of pain that would force an unfriendly world to admit his greatness!

Lilith—Deep Lady of Death........__........_........ Arthur Leo Zagat 88

It was a ghastly power from the pits of hell itself that sent pamic like wildfire
through the stolid workers in the big Tummel, that transformed its murky interior
into a shambles of blood and horror—and left a man and a girl alone to face the
awful might of Lilith, the Devil's Sisterl

TWO SH@RT STORIES OF EERIE MIV%TERY

Death Lweg in My Lipsl e Cummings 34
Besmed T was B); my hm mﬁQEg 'Xh H\‘i in ¢ I és EHgSEBHHH«Sﬁ‘E@ %g

weg to f éﬁ‘ W HBI B my Beauty; AeF €gu
Ié@ﬁyf ams 8 Ievs af bHrﬂsé wﬁ in el

Mutttdet PUPPRE..........omeoeem oo ceeeeeeceeecneeaes Gabriel Willson 81
All his life Myrom Collins had slaved to create Brutus, the puppet master of evil
—and he endowed this thing of wood and sawdust with a dreadful life of its
own; a life that was the concentrate of destruction and unholy desiire!

—AND—
Iaterlude of Texror..........ccocvvmrecrunnee. - The Editor 4
Fran Jomes' mad flight from Death.
Black Chapel ..o A Department 105
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IF | FAILED...WE WERE ALL DEAD MEN

LASHED TO SHROUDS
OF SINKING,
BURNING SCHOONER,
SAILORS SEE HOPE
OF RESCUE FADE

n "The dream of
my life, for which I had saved since I fiirst
went to sea at twelve, had come true!” writes
Capt. Hans Milton of 610 West 111th St.,
New York City. "I was making my first voy-
age as master and owner of my owa vessel,
the two-masted topsail schooner “Pioneer,’
when the hurtricane of last September cawght
us 400 miles off Nantucket.

%7 "We were pumping to keep afloat whren we passed into
the windlkess vortex of the storm where the waves were leap-
ing and jumping crazily and where they crashed in our com-
panion ways and filled the ship beyond hope of saving her.

The five of us and the cat scrambled aloft for
our lives. Our deck-load of lumber kept us
afloat and without fresh water and with al-
maost no food we lived, lashed to the rigging,
for three endlkess days and nights.

a “Once a steamer hove in sight—but fail-
ing to see our distress signals, went her way.
At 3 am. on the fourth morning steamer
lights showed momentarilly over the wild
sea. We rigged a huge ball of sails and blan-
kets, soaked it with gasoline, touched it off
and hoisted it aloft.

“But the steamer did not change her course. She thought we were
fishinyg. The wind blew burning fragments back on the ship settiimg
her afire in various places, I could see the stern light of the stesmer
going away from us. If I corllidvi’s stop her, we wene all deadl men! 1
climbed to the fore-top and in desperation pulled my fAdiishiggnt
from my back pocket and in Morse code signalled ‘Sinkingg...

SOS..HHebg!

e “Slowly, I saw the ship turn! In her last hour afloat, all of us and the cat:

saved from the sinking, burning ‘Pioneer’ by these fine scamen of the United §

Liner 'American Banker' and by the g@mr of twe :my 'Eveready’ ﬁ@@tﬁ DATED
our of our lives!

teries that stood by us in the blackest

tom 2rAL i mara

NATIONAL CARBOM COMPAMNY, INC., 30 EAST 42mnd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y-
Unit of Union Carbide ||IMd amdl GarvloanCoimretidion
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YOU a NEW

By CHARLES ATLAS
Holder of the Title:
“The Wokld's Maost Per-
fetily Dweldisped Man™
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Interlude of Texror

RDINARILY Fran Jomes was a lovely,
radiant ereature, Her red-gold hair had a
way of stealing the lights frofm her spar-

klmg Blaek eyasﬁyef sthile was warh and frank

like a ehild's, whieh was why she was sg val
uablu the A nt. N© euFiesan at the Eight-
Hil‘% E@&Euf s§§%§§éa a8 faueh allure iR her

‘h al iﬂ éﬂ BBE §WE§§ EHH&
}

% Eﬂk EE § ?ﬂ ?
%ﬂﬂ% t’% 83&% B§!¥E $3104.
WEEB HE ShE Weht 18 Wor
Ah yes, “she was lovely—once. But not any
more. Had you seen Fram this night, huddling
in the lee of a ramshackle freight shed to
escape the bitter February blasts, you never
could have recogmized her as the girl who had
§o delightfully exhibited the creations of Mile.
Feehet . , . Aior as the sweet, wholesome young
lady whe eendueted "talent eentests” in rural
motion pistire heuses. For new Frah was rid-
den By a relentiess, ineseapable fear—a ferFror
that Rad Been haummg her for three weeks.

The Agent was following Fran; the Agent
would follow to the ends of the earth. He would
never stop searching for her until his long, wiry

ngares had closed about her neek. Wy couldn’t
the olice eateh him? Wy eouldn’t seme ene
terminate the swathe of ad, unprecedented
murders pef?ewat@zé By this Bleed:=erazy killer?
Fran did nst knew. Al §he fehew was fha& he
was HEVGP faf Behma ‘e iR her tBFtuweus, Almest
h%@ less iﬁm an@ that seen, #mexerably,
e wauld #

Something sttrred in the coal bin nearby. Her
heart quailed; her tongue clung to the roof of
her mouth. EHad the Agent tracked her down
at last? Had he ridden inte this tiny, night-
shrouded hamlet oh the traim that had just slid
slewly by? She turned te flee Inte the darlkness,
God Bhnly khew where. she heard the
saund agaim. It was enly eeal, tumbling frem
the tep af the pile Beeause of the vibratien the
train Had made.

But to Fram, it might as well have been
Death itself. Almost, she would have welcomed
it, rather than undergo the further torture of a
mind keyed to terrot’s highest pitch . ., |

Her eyes became a little more accustomed to
the darkmess. Nearby she could make out a
freight loading platforem, with semething piled
upon it. Cautiously she meved teward it, covers
in F fnore distanee than she had dared meve sinee

lighting frefm the filthy day eeaeh fiifieem MiA=
utes 4g6.

That pile was empty burlap bags. She seized an
armtul, crawlled with them way under the plats
form, It was dry there, and near the foundation
of the little station there was ne wind. She
fnade a nest and eurled up, drawing the fe-
maining bags areund her. From under her &oat
she teek half a leaf of Bread she had Beed
saving for twe days, munehed BRA i, sobbiRg
and trembling.

Then she saw the eyes; lambent, glowing
coals peering out of the pltch-black night. Chill
worse than the winter cold oozed down her spine,
She gasped out: “Here! Here I am, Teny.
Put your fii gerx% en rmy throat—and press. Press§
'l ' dea

e
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Then she held her breath, waiting.

Nothing happened.

When ,she couldn't stand it any longer, she
looked UE There was an animal, silhouetted
against the dim grey of a snowdrift beside the
tracks. The relief that flooded over her was
akin te pain. It was a stray cat. She called
it, seftly, and it eame. Tt disdaifed te share the
stiff, stale bread, but it nestled elose te Fran's
br@a&h purFing. And the heat of its little body
gg%éh@ snly eomiert Fran had knewn for three

The cat made her think of her sister's kitten,
Ellie always kept kittens in the apartment until
. . . that night. Ellie was dead, now. Tony had
killed her. Tony had hacked her to bits, left
her a gruesome travesty of human flish. Fran
would never forget the awful hidesusness of it
. .. the heavr o af bloed that permeated the
bedreem. Only Fran knew that Teny had meant

tﬂa@dmufaer her—=ingeasd of Ellie. S8 she had

There was no one to whom she could turn—
not even the police. The fact that she was
innocent would have made no difference. “How
could a smart giel like yoa be tangled up with
the Agem for months, and not knew hls rack-
et?” the eaps weuld say. “How ceuld yeu lure
¥ Uﬁ% giels away from their baelk-weeds hemes,
uFn them over to the Agent—witheut fealizing
whapt? yeu were deing? De yeu think we're

Oh, she knew now, all right—too late. She
shuddered to think of the girls she had un-
knowin sold into white slavery . The
Agent had captitalized on her very ‘Anocence.
A few weeks modelllng elothes in the eity hadn't
taught Fram mueh. She was as “ceuntry” as the

iFls shHe had duped. Up i a eeftain peint, the

gent had been exeeedmgly wily 1A Ris deception

Frap . H% ad § hef {ha; ay m
e, Fee “‘%‘ where he a BB

EWFQ% 8FB§ HF m aasy ﬁe

il

BUsARG:

ad § 8“%@ ig
%&Eiiﬁ% {B g Qg%iy SEH EHBH 3
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Later, he made her a “talent scout,” at a
handsome salary. She condueted screen tests and
the beauty contests among small-town aspirants
to Broadway and Hollyweod. Of these whe
wen, a few actually Deeame aetresses. The

Agent kept up a frent. The majerity wefe
EQ%%%@ mte ifferent Beeupation . §eme

America. Bu
%eﬂdu@t@a Qﬁ Eu@nﬂ@%& With sue ée COFUm %ﬂ
tah, SRe B his ehtek seauls, suspeete ﬂ@{hlﬂg
E\*eryrtMng was all right until Tony Wendell
fell in love with Fram. At least, for a while
Fran theught it was leve. Se adroit was he
that she failed to see an ulterier metive when
he installed her in a_gergeous apartment, with a
teneh maid. Se inneecent was she, that she
lmmedlat@ly breught her kid- §| ter frem heme,
gt her a | @? t Mile. Feenet's, Semehew
ihe Agent esneealed his angep:aat firsk.
One night Fran was awakened—horribly. She
came “home” to find Tony there, a spell of
fnadness upon him, standing over something
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ACE WILLIAMS Is back! And what's going to be even better news

for all you Raee-and-Dally fans whe have heen w@na@i-m% What's
happered to her lately. THE FLAME willh be there tee in HRMi Wiiin tine
Indd  Liftetled, Carm@il Johm Daly's newest eomplete novel-length sgetion
thrilller comimg next month,

We never expected Marty Marquis, the tough little czar of Namlattan's
Maiim Stem, te fall for am astrollogy gag. but he does—heolk, line and bullet-
lead sinker, only to hawe the oonstellatioms spell “M-U:-R:-D-E:-R" wheén
Satwmm riges i the west amd his blg sidekiok and right bewer, JoNAAY
Bertholld, takes sevenwen drnhks too mamg and fuh ameek IR 4 Brosdway
bar in J(?hm Lawience's latest MARQUIS 63 BROADWAY thiiiher, 77He
Nedrs Bea 3PP

Them William Edward Hayes crashes through with a gripping novelette of
the men who roll the behemaths of the highways on the long-haull freight
rums. It's called Tee Farradajoy Ptnotom, and introduces a murder-minded
ghost who played hawoe with the entire trucking industry till a emart
compamy op got wise to the eerie set-up.

Plug shorts by 0. B. Myers, Wyatt Blassimgame and others. All in the
March DIME DETECTIVE—OQut February 3rd.

Detective Tales Brings You 12 Stories for 10c!

The telephome call was zmnt a joke, said Johm Smith—iwrawse he wanted
to go to the movies with Mariom amd bold hamds. But Mariem said ne,
so they went out to the little house on St. Anm's. The corpse was there,
all right. The corpse—amd three live killers! Wyatt Blassingame tells
all in his latest full-length novel. Mwdder at the gse. . . . Deteetive
Reed tailed his quarty a thousamd miles to a blood-and-thunder showdewn
at am Osstis far Dyrigy Mem. where he learmed you can’t feed hambutger to
a corpse—evem if ordered! This is a punch-a-paragraph novelette by
Norbert Dawvis. . ... In Panl Ermst's vivid murder novelette, Steve Bighop
risks his life—and his sight to boot—to sawe a gal with blood on her
hamdls. from a hard-beagdied cop and a killer with & one-track mind! The
title is Btinihd tiee Epes of D arthh!

The diet of detectilwefiction fare for the March murder mepw is further
enriched by crime calories in the form of dramatiic, humam novelettes and
short stories by Ardem X. Pangborn, T. T. Flyom, Ward Hawkims, Cyril
Plunkett, Ray Cummings—and others. BUY YOUR COPY TODAY!

ON SALE NOW!




Be An ARTIST!

—ait hante in your sprace time

The fascinating field of Art offers o p@mm
to both men E»d women. Traimed A P ag
cnpnble of earning $30, $60, $75 a weel& ‘We
tuch you right at home for a successful career

ee MMERGCIAL ART “LUsTRATNG

For 24 years W. 8. A admleshlvobeen‘midng
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TERROR TALES

Fram did not at fiirst recogmize. Then nausea
swept through her. The thing on the floor was
the little Fremch maid, dead, cut to ribbons.
Tony's eyes were staring wildly; saliva lealkfed
frem his slobbering lips. His dinner clothes
were daubed with bleed, and in one hamd he
elutehed the butt of a shattered glass vase to
whieh shreds et flesh still adhered. Even as
Fran opened her meuth te seream, she falnted.

Wihen she came to, Tony Wendell was holding
her tenderly. He was crying like a baby, telling
her he loved her, and that he wouldn't hurt her

. that he was sick . . ... He would go to a
sanateriuem, and by and by he would come back
eured. But he eouldn't go to jail. He'd die,
there; he'd never be cured. And Fram, in a daze,
helpea him algpeae of the bedy. Her great, pure
heart believed . . . sympathized. She theught
she lsved T%y . She esuldi't know
that he had H\HE@%‘&G the maid in a fit of
faniacal frustratien, feF having been denled
Frah 88 19Ag:

The next night, just before she was to have
accompamied Tomy to a hospital, his chauffeur
came to her.

“Miss Fram,” he said, his eyes showing terror,
“you gotta leave.”

“Wiy, Joe, wheres Mr. Wendell?"” she asked.
“He was going—"

Joe said, “The boss is going all right, but not
to no hospital. This last spelt he had has got
him down. He sez he told you too much—he
must of.”

“Told me too much?” Fran was bewildered.
Was Tomy sorry he had told her he loved her?
She couldn't ask Joe thatt. She didn't have te.

“Miss Fram,” said Joe, “Listen to the Wheel—
I'm gonna tell you. The Agent is goin’ on a
murder jag like he does every few years. An’
yoi're gonna be next! Now beat it!"”

“Agemt?. ... Murdder jag?” This was beyond
Fram's comprehension.

“You're too good a dame, Miss Fram. Even
I could tell that. So I'm givin' you a breakk...”

He told Fram about the Agent . . . and about
his periodic murder mania which had been
becoming worse and worse. “I'm gonna whip
you down to the station and see you outa town,”
he fimished], and before Fram recovered fref &
state of nufmb sheck, she was halfway aeress the
@&){i a’rmﬁ she refnembered Ellie, and her heaFt
€hille

She called to Joe to drive her back, which he
did; but he didn't dare go too near the apart-
ment building. He was afraid the Agent would
be there.

Fram went in alone—and Tony had been there,
She ifound Ellie, slaughtered in the hall, her coat
still on. Apparently Tomy had entered ffitst,
waited by the door. He had struck befere he
knew his vietim wasn't Fram. Fearing detectiofn,
he had fled. But something teld Fram that he
would eateh her. Se she fled, tes:

Through the apartmuent’s management, the
police had attached the murder to Tony Wendell,
Amnd Tomy, skillfully dodging the autherities,
was In pursuit of the person he feared would
give him away.



INTERLUDE OF TERROR

Fran had fled from one cheap, out-of-the-wfy
reanmingg’ house to another, only to learn from the
newspapers that Wendell was believed to be
headed for that vicinity, And always, he was.
Kindly landladies testified t8 that—mutely, In
ghastly eireumstances. For ope after anether,
they were found butehered, while in nearly every
ga.ae were feund werds ot bleed, smeared neas:

Y You harbored fork

The newspapers emblazoned the story across
the continent; Mad killer Iend®dl! seeking imys-
tery womar: , . . Until Fran dared not appear
at the door of any rooming house or hotel. Her
fear-crazed face marked her as the Mystery
Womanm, everywhere she went. Her meney was
% ne; she dared net communicate wnh anyene,

he stale t@@d tmm refuse bamlg t iR Juﬁk-
yards, @ ﬁ few ihat
Tony, Agem si Murdes, weula get her .

Another freight train rumbled by. Fran
stirred, shivering, hugging the stray cat closer.
Was that a footstep? Had someone dropped off
that train? A pall of terror froze her in rigid
wakefuliess until the snew by the traeks turned
lighter. She had te seurry ferth iA seareh ef
feod, before sunrise.

Lamely she worked her way from beneath the
latform, wishin, dg that the one persom whe had
elped het. cotld help her now-: Jee, chauffeur
for Tony Wendell. She remembered that Tony

had called Joe the Wheel sometimes. She

thought it was funpy, then, Xow she knew it

n/fas an und@fﬁglhd nam@ Still, he had saved her
®

She stepped aroulnxd the corner of the coal
bin, toward the road to town.. Her eye caught
the motion of a shadow detaching itself from
deeper gloom. She etogped stoekstlll—and
ggfeai;ned Loeng, steely fingers dug into her

Foat.

The voice of the Agent said, “You liitle fool 11
Didn't you know m orgamzmm stretehes
across the country? That you eould escape just
so long?" The pressure relaxed.

Fran gasped, "1 haven't talked, Tony. Honest
to God! You don't have to kill me—"

“Of course you haven't. I'm not worrying
about that!" His face was the image of evil
. . . insane. “Don't gou see? Desire for you
started this murder chain. I've got o have you
=and kill you. Then I'l be cured. Then I can
§6 en as the Agent, king of the rackets!”

The man was stark, raving mad. Once more
his fingers closed around Fram's throat, and
row his obseene mouth hevered over hers,
E@mmg herribly. One hand slid areund her

then he was dragging Her Bepeath the
pla{f@rm She_fay, he f\mle y‘ Vl§i@ﬂ§ of Ellie
and the little Frene flashing through her
tarmented mind. g@em@leu%%% Be aa ! Iﬁaa

F%@i trom a staneg she Hear
Atter that, % Bf%§§uf% slackened.

Presently she felt hands chafing her neck,
heard a voice saying, “Come, now, Miss Ffan,
don't tell me I've trailed the erazy son all this
ways and croaked him for nethiAg. Den't let
the one goed thing 1 ever done in my life come
5@ nathmg .. .” She epened Rer eyes; and saw
98 . .-
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore
doff their hats to a great whiskey value!

good, old-fashioned faferor...
you'll like Mattingly & Moore,

You see, M & M is ALL whiskey
...every drop in every bottle.
More, M & M is a blend of sstusight
wifiithées.. . . the kind of whiskey

Mattingly & Mesne

Long on Quality — Short on Priicel

A Blend of sixalght whiskies—U0 frbopi-eotip Brely dpishivhigkey.
Frankfort Diciilleries, aneppeirid;dLduisinii | imdrBBakismare.

“Oh, Mr. Mattingly, “"What a brandl?’ ‘A peacherinol’
Oh, Mr. Mattingly, ‘M & Miis really keen!’ Oh,
The way folks praise our Is it "cause we slow distill
whiskey makes me blush. and never rusih?™

F YOU like a whiskey with that
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BRIDE OF THE SERPENT

Vidil Mpgtery-
Temcor Noawvel

bij ERANCIS JAMES

Wass it old mem Whrgiddge, ssinister,

self-agnoivised patviaoett of these piti-

full Hmericenn nomadds, wiase eerve imflu-

ence lwed theiir youngy gils aawpy—ceravling

like tovuurest! snakes, to a tryst wilth a namelbsss monsiesr of the deep?
. . . BM Colemam fouwnl the answen; but befere be did, he saw bis wifie's
fadir bodyy fed! wpanm by nawseeuss creatuves fram: the slime: of a weteny hell!

CHAPTER ONE

Madness Comes to Helen

E sound that woke Virginia
Holmes was the soft scrape of
wood against wood, as if a door

ofr a window of the home-made liitle
trailer were being opened stealthily,

At first it dida't occur to her te be

afraid. The thought trailed over her
drowsy mind that most likely it was her
mother coming to see if she were all right
—she had felt a little ill the night before.
Or old Susanna Mogridge, stealing on
tip-toe to discover if she needed another
dose of the old-fashioned herb medicine
to reduce her fever.

Her heavy eyelids closed and shumber
11
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poured contentment around her. Her
slim body snuggled in sensuous luxury
against the warmth of her silk mightgown,
the one extravagamce of her poverty-
stricken life. The caressing of the satiny
fabric around her shoulders and young
breast brought strange dream-fancies,
as though a gallant knight caressing her
tendetly.

A few moments passed while she lay in
that unique state of half-sleeping, half-
waking. Amd then she roused again, ab-
ruptly stirred into startled comsciousness
—sharply apprehensive.

The scraping sound had come again—
sinister, insinuating. Across the marrow
confines of the little trailer, wall and
door, were half-lighted blurs, save where
the window stood outlined as a misty
rectangle against the light of the moon.
And Virginia gasped!

The sash of the window was crawling
upward. Inwisible hands seemed to be
moving it. The inch-wide crack grew to
a half-foot band, the band widened to
the full height of the window—and in the
middle of the opening a light appeared,
like a supernaturall blue eye against the
background of night. Virgimia stared at
it, her breath coming rapidly, her bosom
starting to rise and fall.

Swiftly the eye grew in size, swelled
to incredible brilliance. It was like a
spinning star so vivid that she could
hardly endure looking at it, yet so weird-
ly compelling that she could not witiidraw
her gaze. Virginia lay motionless now,
sweat soaking her till her nightrobe chung
like a second skin against her body. She
pressed her hands to her breast, ehuteh-
ing her bosom till she felt the hurt ef
piercing fifiggarnaiils. Her hands slid dewn
over her thighs, while her whole bedy
vibrated with a fierce, evil desire,

IM\VER by the windew the light spun
AJ faster, a gyrating ball that dripped
blobs of phosporescent blue. Then sud-

denly it split into two—a pair of eyes.
Across the sill came pouring a violet
shadow, long and rounded, its body thick
as a man’s coiling downward. Moonlight
glinted on scales like triangular sequins,
irridescent with river slime.

With a heavy thud it dropped to the
floor and disappeared in the shadows.
Virginia's sweat-moist hands clutched at
the sheets. A thin scream burst in her
lungs to be strangled again in her throat.
Had she really seen that hideous vision,
or had it been only a hallucination of her
fevered mind?

A moment passed while she sat frozen
there, not moving—not breathing. Then
out of darkmess came a slithering noise,
the rasp of a body dragging across boards.
At the side of the bunk something came
pushing up into sight—a blue snout, blunt
and scaled, with baleful slate-colored eyes.
A forked red tongue made play of thread-
like fire against the gloom,

Inch by inch the head rose on coliumnar
neck—swaying gently from side to side.
Panting, Virginia cringed back from it
till head and shoulders were crushed
against the headboard, perspiration plas-
tering her hair against her breasts,

The twin orbs gloated lustfully over
her nakedness. And then up onto the bed
itself came pouring that grisley shape!
Palsied with terror, Virginia lay for an
instant utterly motionless, while she felt
the chill of its scales on her body, felt
its noisome weight filowing over her.

Hoarselly she screamed then, teeth
bared, eyes buesting out of their sockets.
She clawed against the creature with
hooked fiingess, futilely. Themn in sheer
horror, she fainted. Exaetly what teok
place during that interval of oblivien,
she never knew. . . . But at last she
realized that the thing was gone. Hef
breath came, expelled frem her lungs iA
an eerie &fy.

Another instant she lay supine, saliva
trickling from parted lips, then slowly
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she sat erect. Her motions as oily and
furtive as those of the nameless thing
that had been there, she swung her legs
over the side of the bed—slid to her feet
and stole across to the window,

Beyond there, the half hundred trailers
and cars of the “Migs"” stood blocked out
in jet against moonlight, a shantytown
village of toy houses, and at the side of
her own, the tent in which her father and
mother were sleeping. No one seemed
awake. Nothing stirred.

From head to foot Virginia was tremb-
ling. Cold fiingerss shaking, she fumbled
at the neck of her nightgowm. The robe
trickled down to lie in a ring at her
ankles, revealing her young body, a naiad
of pearly loveliness incarnated from
moonglow. For an instant, she stood
there in the misty light with arms up-
raised as if in supplication to datk pow-
ers, unseen—imescagaiiie. Thea without
a sound she climbed through the window
and dropped on the grownd. Tawmny hair
streaming, she ran soundless and wraith-
like where moonlight painted her in silver
and shadow.

XV7HERE she was going, what she was

going to do, she didnt know. But
somewhere in the night there must be
surcease from the agomy in her breast—
satisfaction from the strange longings
that surged through her. Dazedly she
wondered if this was what had happened
to Jean Farnurh and Sally Roberts, and
the hallf dozen other girls who had dis-
appeared from the camp—Iiif they too had
seen that blue light that retreated before
her—drawing her, faystetiowly calling
hek.

She turmed at length, skirting the fitank
of the knoll till she came to a winding
trail that led down to the river. She
halted at the edge of a pool, peering down
into the surface where her dim beauty
was mirrored. It was close to morning.
Low on the horizon the stars were paling

through a gossamer mist. A breeze
stirred the cat-tails with thin rustlings.

Virgimia took a step toward the water,
then paused. Was it the chill of the hour
before dawm, setting her shivering like
this? Or was it. . . . Now her trembling
changed little by little to a sinuous writh-
ing. From shoulders to hips her form
vibrated in rhythmic waves, commence-
ment of a dancee du wentiee, like a snake’s
muscle play.

Suddenly she experiemced a longing to
lie flat on the groumd. She yielded; felt
the cold moist earth pressing against her
fevered flesh. For an instant she lay
stretched at full length, turning from side
to side in voluptuous pleasure. Then the
twisting motion of her flanks was send-
ing her gliding down the gentle slope
toward the water.

Now she was close to the water. Her
outstretched fingess touched it. She
moamned softly. Inch by inch she urged
hersdlf forward, a beautiful white figure
against the black earth. The water closed
around her. It caressed her shoulders,
her back, her entire body. Slowly she
swam with her haid like seaweed stream-
ing behind her.

Omly the dome of the night with its
far-away eyes was there to see Virginia
as she swam to her dreadful rendezvous
—and the big green frogs honking out of
their mud holes. Then in the center of
the ripgle rings there broke a gruesome
shape with glistening coils. Its upflung
head peered over the water. It swam for-
ward propelled by giant leisurely gyra-
tions,

Virgimia’s cry rang once, a filamemt of
wild ecstasy suspended between dawn-
touched sky and darkening waste. Then
from beneath something closed around
her legs. Scaly arms clutched her, one
about the hips, the fiixe-talored claw of
the other driven deep into her breast.
For an instant they swam twined into
one, the pink-white body of the girl, the
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cerrulean coils of the monster, so hide-
ously fashioned in the mold of a giant
snake. Her hair was a sodden tangle
against the chest of the thing, her bosom
crushed to its slimy neck.

Wiith a flip of its powerful tail it drove
them toward the depths. A circle of rip-
ples widened over the surface. A mocca-
sin flicked its tongue as it slithered
through the reeds and slipped into the
water—dliving swiftly and deep as though
it feared to be late at the party to be held
by the pair who had preceeded him be-
low. ...

MY wife Helen and I were having
breakfast that morning on a board
table set up in the open outside our trailer
when we learned that another girl was
gone—that lovely little Vikginia Holmes
had been added to the ever-lemgthening
list in the geisley roster of horrois that
for weeks had been tertorizing the trailer
shantytown eamp of us “Migs.”

All around us as we sat there could
be seen the ill-clad figures of the hundred
or more women and men, our cempan-
ions, moving dispiritedly about their
morning tasks. There was the clatter of
cooking utensils, the rasp of querulous
voices, and the fretful whimpering of
children.

It was a depressing enough scene, God
knew—the spectacle of once hard-work-
ing and self-respecting people turned into
homeless drifters. But I remember, even
before I had heard about Virgie, the feel-
ing of uneasiness that had appressed me
for clays, foreboding of something im-
measuralbly worse hovering over us,
More than half a dozen young girls had
dropped out of sight, stark naked, by
night. Wiat could have happened to
them? Wiere could they have gone?
Could the mysterious hotror that had
claimed them threaten Helen as well?

We were half way through breakfast
when feet sounded beside us. It was Ben

Goodtiich, our closest friend among the
Migs, and his daughter Pearl. They
dropped down on the crates, boxes that
served us for chairs—and they gave us
the news about little Virginia.

“Seems she jest got up out o’ bed an'
went—like the others.”

Goodrich was a tall, hroad-shouldered
man with deeply tanned face and steady
blue eyes—a face deep-graven, emaciated
from suffering. Once he had owned his
fine farming section in Oklahoma, driven
his own car and sent his daughter to col-
lege. . . . Huskywoiced, he went om:
“They didn't find anything about what
could have made her clear out, or where
she went—only her nightdress was there
on the fior, Silk, it was, t0o.” Good-
rich spat; he laughed gratingly. “A silk
nightdeess—on a shantytown gal!™

His work-calloused hands tightened
nervously. He was looking at Pearl. His
daughter was a brunette, a tall, voluptu-
ously formed girl with sleeky molded
hips and firm breasts. It seemed to me
that there was a queer look on her sul-
lenly handsome face. She flushed, turned
aside from her father's gaze. Helen, my
wife, sat staring at her. There was a
strange startled gleam in her eyes, too—
an odd excitement.

I didn’t say anything. I felt again that
apprehension which had impressed itself
on me these last days as I had studied
my wife. Realized that there was some-
thing about her that wasn't quite natural,

My eyes drifted uneasily from the two
girls and out over the camp of the
“Miigs.” Wherever you go in the West
you will encounter them—the rattletrap
cars, home-made trailets, hooded wagons;
each vehicle stacked high with household
goods, crowded with people. These eom-
panies of almost penniless drifters—these
Armerican gypsies—are a symptom of the
times, casualties in the bloodless yet faf-
reaching revolution that is sweeping the
country, A few years before they had
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been workers and home owners. Chang-
ing economic conditions had hit them,
broken them, uprooted them—sent them
rolling like human tumbleweeds, pro-
pelled by the winds of Fate.

Farmers from the dust bowl infernos
of Kamsas and Dakota, share croppers
and tenants from Georgia, mill workers
out of the green hills of New Hampshire
—a hundred and onie others in the nomad
rabble of the dispossessed, the bamkrupt,
the beaten, they had taken to the roads
in sueh ramshacklie eonveyamces as they
eould seeure, following the hatrvests, seek-
ing any werk that eould be feund. Out
through the cottenflelds, pea-felds, vine=
yards and erehards of New Mexike, Afl-
z6na, Oregon, Califernia and sther states,
a reving herd witheut hemes or addresses,
they find werk when they ean—and fof
the rest of the time drift inte eities of
readside slums, starving while they wait
for the next harvest, jailed for vagraney,
hated and eursed By autherities:

QUICH creatures we were—my lovely
»J wife and I were. Railroaded like
plague-cartiers from state to state, we
and our comrades had finally halted here
en the outskirts ef the seuthern town ef
Bayou View. Just how Ephiaim Meg-
fldge, eur eccentric leader, had managed
it for us, we still enly half wnderstosd.
There was a barten knell half eovered
with serub pine, around whese base the
Fiver eyrved to lese itself amid swamps.
The ewner of ihe property had acsspied
the meagre serapings gleaned from ouf
purses In payment of renwl. And fen
hours 2 day all aur able-Badied men were
{6 werk at draining a Beg where this jed
Fartis intended to set aut 2 Fee fald: In
feturn, he was 8 furnish ue feed:. : : .
ARd hen this had Begun—tihe creeping
[error oF the vanishing giFls:

“If this keeps on,” Goodrich was mut-

tering, “There ain’t none of us that will
dare to sleep nights. . . . Coleman, do

you realize that them girls didn’t yell for
help when they was taken away, or some-
body would have heard 'em? They must
have wantédd to go!™

Goodrich was looking at Rosalie and
Pearl as he spoke. Rosalie was an or-
phaned cousin of Helen’s whom we had
brought along with us. She helped with
the work. She was fllzan-haiieed, buxom,
over-developed for her fifteem years. She
and Pearl stood withdrawn a little way,
whispering. I wondered about what, to
bring that guilty, unnatural excitement
inte thelr eyes.

“Them stories that we hear goin'
around—where do, they come from, who
starts ’em?” Goodrich was stirring his
coffee abstractedly, his eyes tenanted by
eerie shadows. “How them girls been
seen walkin’ stark naked down by the
river. Crawlin® on theie hands an’ knees.
Layin’ down, squirmin’ along on their
bellies like they was—snakes. . .”

I’d heard all those things before. Wild
stories to be dismissed as fiigmentss of un-
balanced minds. But something was
here. Seven girls—no, eight—had dis-
appeated. I looked at Helem, at my darl-
ing wife, and I felt tendrils of some-
thing uncanny and dammable distilling
out of the breeze and the morning sun-
shine. That horror that had smatched
those other girls—could reach out for
hek.

As we sat there talking, I saw that
Rosallie had crept around behind a clump
of scrub pine to crouch there listening.
That was natural enough, But what she
was doing wasn’t natural. She had un-
buttoned the front of her waist, pulling
the folds wide to bare herself. Wiith her
pointed flingertailis she was gouging her
ehest and neck as though impelled by
sore masochistic obsession. Her lips
were feverishly parted; eyes rapt in dis-
tanee with a glassy sheen.

That sight shot a stab of startled hor-
tor through me. Wihat could have get
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into her? The suggestion of what Good-
rich had been talking about? To cover
my feeling, I muttered to hiim:

“Norsense! You're an intelligent
man. You must know that no girl would
do that. Those are just some of Mog-
ridge’s wild yams. The girls probably
got sick of the monotony here, and ran
away. . .”

My voice trailed off into silence. Good-
rich wasn't listening. I saw his eyes di-
rected over my shoulder at Helen. I
turmed to follow his gaze. And at what I
saw there, something cold gripped the pit
of my stomach.

Over Helen’s face had suddenly stolen
the strangest look—a flush of eagerness,
of guilty excitement. She murmured an
excuse and swiftly rose to her feet, turn-
ing her back. As she did so—could it
be true or did I imagine it?—her two
hands rose to cup over her bosom. Fin-
gers tensely curved poised there as
though they were about to tear open the
cloth. To bare hev bodly as Rhsatibe had
justt donee——as, so ram the stonéss, the
vanishhdd givlds had torttwedd themssbieees as
theyy wvandbredd nudbe Dy the river at dead
of nigfitt. , .2

CHAPTER TWO

“A3 No Man Could Love. . . .”

T SAT staring after my wife, speech-

less. Helen—to have done that!
Then I heard Goodrich muttering as he
rose to his feet:

“I want you should come and take a
look at what they found in Holmes’
trailer—as long as you think all this is
so crazy.”

Helen and Pearl had disappeared inside
the trailer. I got up and followed him.

We found quite a knot of fijgures stand-
ing around Mark Holmes’ unpainted box-
on-wheels as we approached. Goodrich’s
powerful stooped shoulders opened a way
through them and then we were ¢limbing

the steps to the doorway. Just inside the
threshold a puddle of shimmering silk
lay on the boards—Viirgimia's swank
nightgown. The people were all looking
at it as though it were cursed.

Goodrich stepped over it and pointed
toward the fiwor. “Get that, Colanean?”
he muttered.

Across the rough boarding a bill-post-
er's past-brush had left a broad greasy
trail—or so it looked. A nauseating smell
rose to permeate the interior of the car—s
fetor as of something dredged from the
morass of primeval sin.

Goodrich’s stubby finger shafted up
toward the bed. The stuff was there,
too! Alongside the rounded hollow left
by Virginia’s body the sheet was sten-
cilled with a patteem of triangular black
marks—utiere somethingg coveredd wwith
scalkss and wet wnih riewr ooz had
erastted to lie dowww: besidte hew. ., .

Fingers of horror slid on my scalp. So
the dark whisperings of the past weeks
had a ghastly reality! And the unspeak-
able creature that had been here could
come to Helem!

Hoarse voices became audible behind
me and I turned to look through the door
around which the crowd of shamty-town-
ers was visible. I looked into sullen deep-
graven faces of men, into gaunt eyes of
women and I felt again the weird con-
viction that the sufferings of these people
had done more than break and embitter
thern—had killed their very souls and re-
placed them with a lewd and unhely fan-
aticism. They gazed at Virginia's night-
gown, at the prints on the bed and the
low murmur that welled around the fing
held an undertone that seemed ghastly,
exulting.

There came a stir in the background.
Between the scattering forms a new fijgure
came striding up to the trailer.

More than six feet in height, with huge
shoulders and a snowy beard rolling down
to his waist, Ephraim Mogridge pre-
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sented a fligure that might have been that
of a patriarch reincarnated out of ancient
days. He had a head massive as though
hewn out of gramite, with bald dome
towering above roden pink eyes.

Mogridge was such a personage as in
epochs of social chaos is sometimes
churned up from the ruck of suffering
and despair to attain an inexplicable in-
fluemee over his fellow-men—as did the
mad Russian, Rasputim. Half saint, half
satyr, he had spent most of his life as an
itinerant preacher in the backwoods dis-
tricts of the south and west. He had
thrown in his lot with us and little by
little had assumed the position of leader—
a crazed Moses piloting his tafterdemalion
flock through valleys of torment in search
of a promised land. A dangerous lesder
he was, as the eooler-headed ameng us
uneasily realized. We knew his lewd in-
terest in the young wormen of the camp.
We had dark suspiclons regarding the
things that teok plaee at his seeret al-
legedly rellglous meetings. Se far, we
had been able te de nething. . . .

A LL this passed through my mind in

an instant. Then Mogridge's shoul-
ders came pressing in through the doef-
way and his giant form crowded the in-
terior of the car.

He stared at the nightgown, at the
serpentine outline of prints on the bed.
He didn’t speak. Beneath his white beard
his red lips curved in a smile of deligjitt!

I felt my loathing anger rise! and tthen
I was aware that his gaze had ceased its
lustful slow roving over the bed to focus
on the lovely pale face of my wife. For
Helen had followed us here from my
home. She stood there, her eyes locked
on his, lips parted. Slowly her hands
rose, as though in obedience to some hyp-
notie suggestion, to hover across the
front of her dress. She tensed there, while
1 could almost feel the effort of will that
It eest her to keep from tearing open the

cloth and exposing her nude body to the
bearded man.

Terror stabbing me, I snatched at her
hands—puilled them away to hold them
tightly gripped between mine. It was the
second time she had done this! “Helen,
what are you doing?"” I muttered. “What
can you be thinking of?"

She shivered, moaned strangely. Soft
oval face stricken and bloodless, she
pressed to my side. She whispered—with
an urgency that I found terrifyimg:

“Bill! That man! What makes him—
oh, don't let him look at me!"

I patted her shoulder, pressed her
hands reassurimgly. “Wait here. I'll
settle him!” I rasped. Fists balling, I
spun around toward the door.

But no one was there upon whom to
vent my rage. Mogridge had disappeared.
And outside, the throng was starting to
scatter as Jod Famris’ voice could be
heard grating that the men were already
an hour late on his job. . . .

On impulse I whispered to Gowdiricth:
“Look out for Hellen. I've got something
to do.”

He nodded as I turmed away. I be-
lieved that I could trust him. Wihat T had
seen had been a fleeting vision of the
girl Rosallie, slipping away from the camp
toward an unfrequented path which led
down to the water’s edge. Wihy was she
hurrying there?

None of the others seemed to have ne-
ticed either her or me as I pushed
through the thinning crowd. Quicidy 1
ran down the path. In a moment I was
out of sight of the camp. I caught a brief
glimpse of Resalie some distance ahead
of me and then a rise of ground shut her
away.

I dropped down into a hollow, climbed
the slippery clay face of a hill and came
out on the crest of the bluff. At my feet
a few hundred yards away 1 could see
Rosalie on the bank of a little cove that
made up into the land.
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I halted to stand motionless, all my
faculties at pitch. Was something moving
out in the water? A little way off shore
an oily disturbamce was seething. What
sort of creature, deep under the surface,
was causing it, I couldn't tell. But some
thingy was there!

Down on the beach, Rosalie was swift-
ly undressing! Her white body blos-
somed into sight as she stripped off one
scanty garment after another. Aad now
she was runming. Utterly nude, she was
racing toward the head of the cove where
that something that I still couldn't see
came swimming—swirnming toward her!

I didn't wait any longer to watch. 1
scrambled down into the bed of a gulley
that grooved the flank of the bluff and
down it I ran as I had never run in my
life. For perhaps half a minute the high
banks of the ravine shut Rosallie from my
sight. Then I vaulted over the last line
of boulders and came out on the beaeh—-
to stand tramsfixed, my blood freezing in
mortal terror,

Rosalie wasn't there!

O living thing was in sight. But out

in the water a trail of white bubbles
fountained up to the surface. And rising
with them like smoke came a cry in
Resalie’s veiss, a shrilling of horrible joy!
She had gone in there—and now she had
gone to her rendezvous with that mon-
ster ! For down at my feet the mud was
grooved with twin furrows scraped by her
breasts as she had crawied to the water—
wriggled snake-like on her belly, like
nothing human.

I felt that uncanny tingling of fear
along my spine, making my hair bristle
like that on the back of a dog in terrer
of something unknowmn. Then my eyes
pulled themselves away from the marks
to rest on the thing at fmy feet. That
naked body wasnt Resaliie, as fef an in-
stant I had imagined—Ruesallie hadn't red
hair. She faust be Valerie Merse, ane af

the girls who had vanished ten days be-
fore.

I knew that she must be Valerie. .
But it wasn't Valerie’s face that I saw,
only a crimson ruin where teeth sharp
and rounded had torn it in ribbons. Val
had a beautiful form, entramcing curves
browned with sun-tan, adorable body—
now pitted all over with scarlet gouges
whete things had been feedingg on her. ...
And the elimax of weird awfulness . . .
along her thighs and down her tapering
legs wete glittering sequins where scales
had started to grow!

Stricken I stood there, my tongue glued
to the roof of my mouth. Great God, that
such things could be! Those incredible
reports that had come to my ears—I had
seen the horrors enacted before my eyes!
That something that had been in Vir-
ginia's roorn was no filgmenit of nightmare.
It was alive, it was real! Rosie had
jumped inte the water to go te it. And
when it had come for her it had breught
Valetie back.

And then I heard a murmur behind
me. “Bill—she’s dead! I saw her! Val-
erie’s dead!™

It was Helen’s voice—my lovely wife
stood there. Silently she had followed
me—she had seen everything. She stood
there, lips parted, bosom rising and fall-
ing. And on her face was stamped a look
so ghastly, so inexplicable, that it seemed
to stop my heart,

“Helen!” I murmuored. “What is #?
Wihat are you thinking of?”

“She’s dead,” Helen whispered again.
“But before she died—wiile she was dy-
ing—she loved. Something loved her as
—oh, as no mortal man ever could love I

I didn"t speak—just stared at my wife
while maggots of hideous surmiise erawled
on my brain. Merciful Ged, what did she
mean? What unholy thing eould have
entered into the soul of my darling te
evoke that hungering ery—loved heyw @
ne wam coulll leve, . . .
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CHAPTER THREE
The Thing from Hell

TMAHE rest of that day was a blur of

ghastliness. Others came and among
us we got Valerie’s body back to the
camp. Some one went to the village for
help. The police artived and their boats
could be seen dotting the tiver as they
searched with grappling hooks for Rosa-
lie—for a trace of the monster.

Wihen the blue-coats came from in-
specting Val's body, their hard-bitten
faces wore greyish hue and the look at the
backs of their eyes was more eloguent
than their blustering words. All along
the authortities had scoffed at the wild
stories that came from our camp. They
tried to scoff now. . ..

“Some sex madman,” the sergent an-
nounced. “Them marks on the body—"
“And the scales on her legs—did the
maniac make them grow there?” I said.

That fat officer’s eyes fHudtered. He ran
a fimger around the inside of his collkr.
“Oh, them!” he muttered. “The broad
had some disease. She must have had a
disease—"

The uniforms got themselves out of
there as fast as they could. They didn't
care—nobody cared—what happened to
us. And in the air of our camp was some-
thing that dried up their throats.

Back in our trailer, Helen muttered
that she didn’t feel well and fled to lock
hersdllf in the little cubby hole at the rear
which was our bedroom. She stayed be-
hind that locked door all day, wouldn't
even open it when I prepared dinmer—
and supper—and called to her. I knew
why she wouldn’t come out.

Remotse of utter helplessness swept me
as I sat in the doorway gazing over the
camp scene. This poverty was the end
to which my career of failure had brought
the girl whom I loved more than my lifie!

A graduate of an agricultural college, 1
had sunk the whole of a small imheritance
from my mother in my Kansas farm,
where I planned to make a fortune in the
ultra-modern scheme of tray-agriculture.

Then had come the years of drought.
My wells all dried, I had watched my
tanks of waving green seared to brown
and black under day after day of pitiless
sun; watched my wife's dear face growing
thinner and whiter under lines of despair.
Followed the final crushing blow—the
black tornades that had scoured the face
of the earth naked of all that lived and
buried it under shifting sands.

On all sides of us our neighbors were
taking to the roads, and we went along
with them. A man must try to live. . .,

TIMHE long day dragged past and a short
time after dark Goodrich and Pearl
came again,

“So Helen is sick,” the farmer said
darkly. “No wonder, after what she
saw. But this isn't supernatumall, Bill, no
matter what you thought happened this
morning.” He gripped my arm tensely.
“We've all got to know that such things
can't exist. We'we got to keep our
heads!”

Tt wasn't supernatural! I, an educated
man, knew even better than Goodrich
that such things couldn’t be. But the
thing that had clutched Rosalie had been
a water monster! And the scales grow-
ing on Valerie! And Helen, my own
darling wife. . . .

Goodtich turmed to beckon toward the
open door of the trailer. It seemed that
he had brought callers with him.

I was unaffectedly glad to see the finst
man who came stooping his tall shoul-
ders under the low door frame. Grey,
aristocratic, distinguished, Dr. Herman
Masters was the sole individual of the
neighborhood to have shown any human
interest in our misfortunes. He was di-
rector of a big private sanatorium that
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stood on a wooded hilltop a mile down
the river. He had visited the camp a
number of times to see how we were
getting along. He had gone to bat for us
with the town authorities when they had
threatened to have us ejected as undesir-
able characters.

Wiith him Masters had brought—DMo-
gridge! I experiemced a start of angry
revulsion. The man’s unclean presence
radiated evil. His pink eyes darted
around the walls, probed the corners like
orbs of a snake questing its prey. I
thought that I knew for whom he was
looking—for my wife! . ..

I stood waiting guardedly while our
callers took such seats as I had to pro-
vide. Darkmess had shut dowm, humid
and stifling. My eyes kept straying
through the windows dowm toward the
river, silent and noxious in the mystic
light. Were these men really going to
bring me the answer to all this ghastli-
ness? Wouwld they explain my terrors
away—or was that monster lurking some-
where out there, waiting for Helen?

I was thankful now that she was safe-
ly locked in her little room! Suddenly
then there came the creak of an opening
door and my wife stood there, one slim
hand pressed to her throat. My heart
throbbed as I murmured her name and
half rose from my seat. I dide’t want her
out here with Mogridge! I knew a fresh
pang when she wouldn’t meet my gaze,
when I realized that she still didn’t dare
face me.

And then to my surprise she came
swiftly to sink down at my side. Her fim-
gers closed tensely around mine,

“Bill, darling,” she murmmumed, *“Oh,
Bill, hold me tight—never let me go!”

I looked at her. As if she needed to
beg that of me! As if I would ever leave
her alone! Wit fear beyond my mere
masculine power to guess could have
wrung from her that almost desperate
cry: never let me go?

Amd them I heard Masters’ voice. *I
asked Mr. Mogridge to come with me,”
he was saying. "I wanted him to tell you
what he has just told me. I don’t know
where he got hold of it—from the old
settlers, perhaps, the Indian breeds. A
quite hotrilble story, utterly mad. but
amazingly suggestive of the things that
have been going on. The legend—ike all
legends—is to be disbelieved unless you
find younssdlf forced to take stock in it.”
Mogridge smiled with a slightly satirical
lisp through his too-ted feminine lips.
“The doctor asked me to tell you—you
can do as you like. ...”

FPYHIS place—Mogridge said—had once

been a sacred spot of the Seminole
medicine men, dedicated to dark and
gruesome tites. And this particular tale
of diabolical weirduess was that in the
waters around here lived a momster, a
creature half man and half serpent. By
night it came up out of the water to visit
young gidls. Ower them, as they slept, it
cast an evil chaem of unholy desite. If
they yielded to its wooing and went down
te the river, they became like it—halif
snake and half human. They grew seales
on parts of their bodles; they eould live
under water. They adopted numereus
gerpentine eharacteriitics. . . .

Later, those who had mated with it
came back to the land at night to lure
men with their irresistible fascination.
They were creatures who combined the
sex—call of sirens with the wiles of the
serpent—such temptation as no male
could withstand. . ..

Mogridge paused, his eyes riveted on
Goodrich’s daughter. Pearl's red lips
hung loose in a sensuous smile. Her
cupped hands clutched her bosom where
her breasts tugged at the thin silk of her
waist.

“The—the girls lure men down to the
water ?"* she whispered. Her tongue licked
her hot lips.
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The white-bearded man nodded grave-
ly. “They are said to entice down there
their husbands and sweetthesrts—those
nearest and dearest to them. The mon-
ster crushes them to death in its coils. It
will tolerate no human rivals!” Mogridge
started to continue, then hesitated. “Per-
haps 1 have said enough.”

It was Helen’s exclamation that
brought me starting around. She swayed
toward Mogridge. Excitement was in
her face, the same lust that burmed in
Pearl’s. God, that I should ever have
seen that look on the face of my darling—
that ghastly longing at thought of sii!

“No, don’t stop, Mr. Mogridge—there
is something I want to ask you!” she

breathed. “Those girls who left their
homes . . . how could a serpent charm
them ? W , all women, fear smalkes—"

I stared at her, wondering, still more
inexplicably frightened. Was she trying
to reason herselif out of some dreadful ob-
session, trying to find a matter of fact
explanation for those horrille feelimngs?
Or was she feeding the lustful fires that
she felt burning within her, gloating over
lewd details?

“Tihe snake is the immemorial symbol
of temptation and fall from purity—
yes.” Mogridge replied with the pedantic
air of a professor instructing a class.
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“But temptation, the forbidden thing, has
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APHERE was little more said after that.

Masters must have sensed the mis-
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to see us, for soon after he took him
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away, leaving only Goodrich and Pearl
with Helen and me. For a time we four
sat there in silence, each thinking our own
thoughts. Ummatwral quiet had descended
over the camp—moonlight painting mag-
ic witchery over the river, the strident
fiddlingg of tiny night creatures.

“The moonlight—do you remember
how it used to look when we were
home?” Helen whispered. Subtlely her
strangeness had slipped away, leaving her
her dear normal self. Her little cold hand
nestled inside my big palm, her face a
lovely soft shadow, eyes moist, lips trem-
bling. “Qut of our bedroom window—
the cottonwood trees along the brook,
and we could smell the roses down in the
garden. Oh, Bill—if we were only at
home!”

Home! I pressed her answering fin-
gers, groaned as I drew her closer. If
we were only there, alone together, away
from—this!

“There isn't anything to it!” I mut-
tered suddenly to Goodrich. “Snake-
women and monsters! Charms and
spells! We're not living in days of witch-
craft. There is some rational explanation
—some way to stop this—"

My words died on my lips. I saw
Goodrich stiffen—saw his head snap
around. On the steps of the trailer had
sounded a curious scraping, like heavy
body without legs dragging itself across
boards.

“Merciful God!” Goodrich gasped.

Slowly the half open door was swing-
ing wide. I saw a pair of paws gripping
the sides. Dragoniike flingers covered
with scales. A crooked arm—or a leg—
I couldn't tell—

Then the whole of the hideous body
stood revealed. A carcass round as a boa-
constrictor’s and thick as a man’s, all over
dazzling blue—flat head with scaly snout
and dots of black nostrils, Tongue that
whipped fliickeringy scarlet threads, bale-
ful glassy eyes that flamedl with inthuman

lust as they gazed at my wife! That—
something—was here!

Helen screamed. She flung herself into
my arms, clinging there while her small
fistel hands pounded my back and I felt
her body surge in the racking tremors
that swept it.

A teakettle filled with hot water stood
on the stove. I snatched it up and hurled
it into the face of the thing. I followed
the missile with an iron lid which 1
clawed off the stove and sent hurtling
through the door.

I tore Helen’s arms from my neck and
jurmped for it, my hand clutching a poker.
Goodrich’s elbow rammed me one side
and he tore past me and out through the
door—coat flying;, arms and legs swing-
ing. There had been a swishing crunch
on the boards as the thing whirled and
fled. I had a glimpes of it making off
over the ground between the tents, hiss-
ing, sending stones clettering.

It was out of sight behind the trailers
and cars in an instant with Goodrich be-
hind it. I was halff way down the steps
when Helen’s arms flew around me from
behind.

“Bill—dear husband—don’t go! Don't
leave me!” she whispered.

From out beyond I heard Goodrich's
shout. “You stay there and look out for
the girls. It's no damn snake, it's a man.
I'll get him. I'll rip his heart owt—"

Excitement needling me, I kept on
down the steps. Helen came fllying be-
hind me. She threw her arms around me
again, twisted me in her clasp so that I
couldn’t move.

“Billl—if you ever loved me—iif I was
ever your wife—don't leave me now "
she gasped. “If you go now, you'll
never—"

That stopped me cold. “Uf yaue let me
go nowy, youli! neeerr . . .” Dear God,
what did she mean? I didn’t ask her, I
didn’t dare to hear what her answer
might be. Without a word I turned and
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drew her back into the trailer. I swept
her into my arms and held her close, “If
yaue let mee go noww, youllll newerr see me
agaim. . . .” Was that what she had been
going to say? ...

CHAPTER FOUR

Terror Under the Moona

TIIME passed. Goodtich didn't return.

Pearl, I suddemly realized, wasn't
there either. During the excitement she
had slipped away without fy noticing
het.

Helen was really sick now. Tenderly I
undressed her and put her in bed. I drew
a chair up beside her and sat holding her
hand, watching her anxiously. Ged, how
I loved her! Stark terror had afflieted
her at sight of the menster. Yet with it
had been mingled the lenging that she
eouldn’t withstand, that had wrung that
tortured ery frem her=iff yeu ge yeu'll
never see e agaln! Woulld my leve be
strong eneugh ie held her against the pull
of that hidesus pewer? OF in spite of it
weuld she go fe it as Resalie and Val
had gone?

Born on the breeze came strains of
voices in ribald song. I knew that Mo-
gridge was holding another of his so-
called religious meetings, when he would
whip the Migs into frenzy with his fanati-
eal hatamgurs. Steps rasped outside the
trailer and through the shadews there
stele his wife Susanna—a steeped, witch-
like ereature whe ministered te sueh cases
of illness as arese in the eamp with dgses
of herbs and Indian Brews. She had been
iR te treat HRlen several tifmes. 1 dis-
liked her—feared her infuenee Bver My
wife 35 something maligh. Hair Mk,
lips erazily mumping, ihe erepg seuffed
past and vanished iAte fhe dark

Then suddenly the hush was shattered
by clatter of hurrying feet. Goodrich came
stumbling up the steps to stand white-
faced, breathing hard. Helen had drifted

off into natural sleep. Wiithout wakening
her I slipped my hand out of hers and
went out into the other room.

“I didn’t get him!" Goodrich gasped.
“He ran too fast. Sometimes down on
his belly, sometimes up in the air like a
man. I just saw him dive into the water,
God, I wasn’t going in there after himm!”

He broke off to dart his gaze around
the trailer. “Where’s Pearl?” he ex-
claimed. He took a frightened step
toward me. “Coleman—where is my
girl?”

“She went out while we were chasing
the thing,” I muttered. “Got away with-
out my seeing her—probably through the
windew. I thought she must have gone
home—"

Goodrich stared at me; he licked dry
lips. “Home?"” he echoed woodenly. “No.
I just stopped there. She wasn't—" He
gripped my arm, I felt his uncontrollable
shaking. “Coleman—for God's sake!
She'’s gone to the river! You've got to
help me! We'wve got to find her, be-
fore—"

I cast a fearful glance toward Helen's
room. “My wife—I can’t leave her—"

“You'we got to!” The man’s voice
came hoarse through agony-twisted lips.
“Great God, man, my daughter! My
baby girl! She's all I've got in the world.
If that devil gets her. . ... It won't come
here now, when it's after Pearl—"

Looking back on it now, I can’t think
what blind recklessness it could have
been that induced me to leave the side of
my sleeping wife and go with him. Per-
haps my judgment was clouded by the
spectacle of the man's terror. Perhaps I
trusted that the monster, busy elsewhere,
wouldn’t come here. Perhaps. . .. May
Ged forgive me. . . .

TN THE coolness of approaching dawn

a thin mist had distilled up from the
marshes, A ballet of phantoms trailed
soundless feet over the scrub pines:
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Moomnlight shafted between their drifting
lines, limning silver pools against the
ebony of the river.

We didnt know where to go, which
way to turn. Wiithout plan or system we
searched the gulleys that ran down to the
river; splashed through bogs and eerie
fens where spurtings of marsh gas stung
in our nostrils and moccasins hissed as
they plunged into the shalllows—straining
our eyes, calling Pearl’s name. The
night's horror mocked us in the wind that
rustled the water weeds.

I don't know how long we hunted—and
didn’t find her. At last Goodrich halted
to stand with face quivering, tears sttream-
ing. “He’s got her, I'll never see her
again,” he sobbed. “My little girl—down
there in the water with him. . . * He
shook my arm. “Coleman—he won’t hurt
her, will he? Not if she does—what he
wants her to. He won't—God, if Valerie
had done what he told her! Or maybe
she did—"

The man’s hysterical crack-up was the
most heart-rending thing T had ever seen.
But there wasn’t anything I could do.
And I had to get back to Helen. I had
never intended to be away from her half
of this time. Amything could have hap-
pened—

“Come on, Goodricl—hurry!”’ I mut-
tered. I started runming. Amnd then the
fog opened and we met a ghost wander-
ing in the gloom. He was Jod Farris,
owner of this very property.

Farnis was a misshapen little man, al-
most a dwarf, with a plough-shaped hump
disfiguring his shoulders. He had ratty
jet eyes and a dark narrow face simister
in its gravings of furtive cunning.

“Of, so it's you is it ?” he cackled. His
hand darted out to fasten its gtip on my
arm. He leered at me, tobacee juice trick-
ling down frem his lip-eerners. "I was
up t6 yeur heuse just new. Yeur wife
wash't there. She must have gope Q4=
eh a dafe="

“What! Helen wasn’t there!” The
gasp burst from me. I elbowed Farris
one side and started runnming. Merciful
God, then my terror was true!

It was four or five minutes later when
Goodrich and I lashed into the draning—
to find the whole place astir. Some one
had lighted a bon fire, The ruddy glare
threw shadowings on pale drawn faces
and haggard eyes.

“Two more girls gone!” A man
lurched up to me, voice strident with ter-
ror. “My darter—we didn’t hear her go
—jest found her nightgown on the fltwor.
It had been in bed with her fifgst—"

From behind another unpainted house-
on-wheels jangled a woman’s shriek.
“Namcy! My baby, my little girl!” She
burst into the flireligitt, hair plastered
over her contorted face, eyes bulged like
skinned grapes. She lifted bare wrinkled
arms to flourish her fists at the circle of
men.

"Wy don’t you do something, you
cowards ?” she screamed. “Wihy don't you
go down to the river and get back your
girls—"

Her voice died into silence. She stood
with jaw sagging—we all stood there
staring.

Past the outskirts of the camp where
firellgtht waved lurid banners, two white
figurees sped runming. I saw them in eerie
split-second photography—hamdls clewing
their breasts, faces transfigured with a
look only half human. And—I couldn’t
be wrong—from loins to ankles their
limbs were ratted with glistenlng sedles!

The next instant they had vanished
like phantoms. For a moment no one
moved, nobody breathed. Then a sound
like a great collective moan wailed around
the camp. Into it broke Goedrich’s af-
guished ory:

“Coleman, come on! Theyll take us
to Pearl!”

I turned and ran at his side. Not be-
cause I thought that we should find his
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girl—but because of the stark horror that
whispered to me that one of these maked
fleeing forms had been Helem!

W/E DASHED through the camp and
*" out onto the darkening hillside be-
yond. Somewhere soon I lost Goodrich.
I made no effort to contact him for at
that moment I caught sight of one of
those elusive figures again—or so I
thought, then. She stood poised on the
crest of a bluff some distance above me,
staring down at the water.

Could she really be Helen? That per-
fect form with pearly white shoulders and
points of ivory breasts up-tilted against
the stars. . .. The golden hair that
streamed over her bosom . . . dear God,
was that being of unearthly loveliness my
wife ? [ strained my eyes and still my ach-
ing heart couldn’t be sure. Whiile I stood
staring she turped and started swiftly
down the hill toward the river. Had she
seen something down there—that was
ealling her?

I knew that I didn’t have time to climb
the hill and overtake her from that side.
Sprinting, I started cutting a detour
around the foot of the bluff, a course that
would bring me out between her and the
water. I had to get there firfitsbbetween
her and whatever in God’s name she was
seeking down there. If she was Helen—
It T could only be sure! Or if she were
net my wife—if I were wasting my time
here while elsewhere my darling was. . . .

At my left the oily tongue of the water
came into view with starlight dancing like
imps’ eyes against its slick. Out beyond,
where night and morning flowed together
in misty blur, something seemed to be
moving. I heard faint splashings, saw
ripples widening in silver curls,

Then I caught another glimpse of the
girl high up above me. The wind brushed
her hair and sent it streaming backward,
baring her face like a cameo. Less than
ever did she seem human then—a spirit

of the night and whispering winds, mad-
deningly beautiful, hauntingly unreal.
And suddenly then she started to run
down the hill speeding toward the head
of the little cove toward which the swim-
ming creature was heading.

Around the head of a deep imdentation
of water I tore, splashing through shal-
lows, dragging my feet out of bog holes.
Terror clutched my heart in its icy hand.
For I knew now that she was my darling.
I had a vision of Valerie. . . . God, if I
couldn’t get there in time—if I cowldn’t
stop her!

The sucking vacuum of quicksand
pulled me ankle-deep and then half to my
knees. Sweat poured from me while I
flounddeedtd breathlessly. And up there on
the hillside I could hear the swift Jight
pattering of her feet—growing Jouder.

FIPHE next instant she ran out of bushes

and into plain sight. She ran a few
steps and then paused to stand question-
ing. eager. My wife stood there, so near
that I eould have gone to her in a few
seconds—had I not been anchored in
ooze a8 though in a trap. Amd out be-
yond, boring the water with giant roll-
ings, eame the menster that I had seen in
the door of ry traller—serpentine body
and glistenlng seales, with water eascad-
ing dewn frem lts ugly shovel-shaped
head. It was almest here, and I weuld
never get aut of this beg—weuld have {6
stand here and wateh, while=

Helen started forward again—going to
meet him as Valerie and Rosalie had
gone! A strangled cry tore from me.
“No! Helen, don't you go there! Helen,
come here to me!” I gave a superhuman
lunge. Thanks to God, it took my legs
free.

At sound of my feet she looked around
—lovely face bloodless, bewildered. A
sobbing moan welled from her lips. She
reached for my hand. And then she clung
to me whimpering like a frightened child.
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“Bill! Oh, dear husband!” she whis-
pered. “I—*

I slid my arm around her. “It's all
right, darling, I'm here,” I comforted her.
“What happened—what made you come
here?”

“Yes—what happened?” she echoed
dazedly. She drew a hand over her eyes.
Ui__»o

I shook her gently. “Tell me,” 1
prompted. “Why did you do such a
thing 7

She shivered, gazed up at me, lips piti-
fully trembling. “I am trying,” she mur-
mured. “Oh, I am trying to tell you. It
was a dream—seomething so awful—so
wonderful—"

I half turned her, started to draw her
away. “Never mind now, sweetheart,” I
muttered. “Come. We're going home—"

But she resisted. Perversely she
twisted herself in my arms to look back
at the river—as though in there some-
thing was calling her with a summons
more compelling than mine! Her trem-
bling was becoming more vielent. Then
to my terror I realized that the rhythmic
quivering had centered itself in her hips.

“Hellen, for God's sake!” I muttered.
I tried to pull her away and then stood
stricken anew at the sight I saw.

Through the mouth of one of the gul-
leys that ran down to the river came two
figumess. The girl was one of those who
had disappeared some days before—now
altered into a snake-creature with grossly
congested breasts and sealy fflaiks. The
youth whom she pulled by the hand at
her side was Everett Luscorb. They had
beeh engaged to be married wheR they
got hold of a eouple of bueks for the Hi-
gense.

As she drew him along toward the
water, the girl fawned on him. She twined
her naked body around him till she
seemed a lithe serpent winding him inte
her coils,

It was a strangely horrible sight—one

that afflicted my wife with a terror even
sharper than my own revolted amaze-
ment. She screamed and dropped in a
faint. I whirled to catch her.

From down there where I couldn't see
came soft rustlings—the girl's murmur-
ing and then a man’s voice exploding in
a shriek of agony. Stones clattered under
a thrashing form. Something heavy and
lumbering pulled its feet from the ooze
with a sound like smaeking of mucid lips.
Then Luscomb’s death-rattlles could be
heard and over them a voice that crooned
gleeftil blood-jey.

Thenr a short distance off shore came
a quick whirl of water. For an instant 1
saw again the scaly blue back, obsidian
jet eyes that seemed to discharge venom.
Should I have thrown myself in there and
tried to kill the thing then—risked Lus-
comb's fate to battle it in its own ele-
ment? I wouldn’t knew. , . .

For an instant, appalled by that maca-
bre gruesome vision, I couldn’t move,
couldn't even open my mouth to cry out
for help. Amnd by that time the mement
had passed. The thing swirled mockingly
and was gone.

Then, with the limp form of my wife
hanging over my arm, I was ¢lawing my
way back up the face of the bBluff. I ae-
cepted 1t now—against all sanity I had te
believe In the monster who sent baek the
gifls he had made his te lure their men
inte his elutehes. It had got Resalie, Pearl
—all these others. And Hrlen, 8R whese
face had been stamped the leek of awful
longingy that Rad Been oA theirs—whe had
eome here te meet him. . . .

CHAPTER FIVE
Love Calls Me to Death

TAAWN was just hanging its pink and

saffron across the sky whea I got
Helen home. I didn't tfy to talk with
her, she wasn't In any conditten, I put
her to bed In the baek roern, went ot
and locked the doer.
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That day no one made any pretense
of going to work in Jod Famis’ fizld.
Women and men gathered tight-lipped in
the shade of the trailers. Masters hurried
down from the sanatorium, to spend some
time with the police and then tell me that
he had tried to induce the city authorities
to advamce us funds with which to go
away. They had refused. Dowmn in the
town, everyone blamed the Migs them-
selves for what was taking place—feared
that theitr own wives and daughters
would start going next. There was talk
of vigilantes, Ku Klux, tarrings and
featherings, It we didn’t depart.

If we didn't go—there wasn’t one of
us who wouldn’t have fled if there had
been any way. But none of us had money
even to buy gas for our cars. Amnd our
sole source of food was the pittance doled
out to us by Jod Famis. We were
stranded here to wait for death’s comimg!

I got up from the steps where I had
been sitting to go back into Helen’s room.
She was sleeping naturallly now, one white
arm curved aroumd the golden ringlets
that flowed! over the pillow, satin hosom
rising and falling. I bent to kiss her eyes
and her hair. How beyond all thought
and measure was she precious to me!
I had saved her last night. But another
one was on the way when that power
wielded from an obscene half world
would twine its dammable coils into her
braln—and she would obey.

Before that night came I had to filmd
the humam brain that was directing this
awfulness. I had to do somethimg !

I had been thinking about Mogridge.
I knew he was a dangerous lecher who
preyed upon women—and he had told us
that legend. Some time before, curiosity
had prompted me to go to one of his
meetings, held in a grove a half mile
from camp.

People in depths of despair yield fertile
soil for seed of false prophets. And as I
looked into the lustful hot faces of men

and women sweating in orgiastic dance,
I had wondered whether, in their reck-
less snatching for escape and forgetful-
ness, these people were capable of yet
darker deeds.

I left the trailer to go and find him and
demand a show-dowm. But he wasn’t in
his shanty; no one knew where he had
gone. He had fled from the camp. His
repellent-looking wife was missing too.

I put in hours seeking him. With night
pressing on, my terror was rising. As a
last despairing attempt, I went down to
the village to intercede with the authori-
ties. The police wanted to lock me up as
the one respomsible for the outrages!

Late in the afternoon, a mass meeting
was held of all the Migs. Goodrich, grim,
haggard, white-lipped, presided.

A babel of panicky discussion took
place. “Tihere ain’t only one thing to do.”
A lanky Oklahomiam summed up the gen-
erall feeling. “Get up a posse of vigilantes
and guard every house in the camp. Man
or devil, we'll ketch him tonight an’ tie
him against a tree with a fifiee—"

TTELEN and I went to bed early.
Throvgh our windows we could see
silent forms taking up their watch posts
throughout the camp. But that gave me
no assuramce. I knew they couldn’t pre-
vail against this power from hell. Helen
cuddled her warm softness close, her
arms slid around my neck. “Bill, dear
husband, never leave me—never let me
go!” she murmured. The fragrance of
her hair was like wine in my brain,
Let her go? . . .1 wound my arms
around her so tightly that our two bodies
wete one, her heart beats answering mine
through the walls of our chests. I told
ryselif that she was safe there, that she
couldn’t even stir without my feeling it,
before [ went to sleep. And may God
forgive me for that—self-pardon I never
can flild—whemn with this ghastliness
meshing around my darling, I closed my
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eyes for an instant—just one instant.

I slept. . And then suddeniy I
seemed to hear something. Im that unique
state of half waking I lay an instant. I
murmured drowsily: “Helen, what was
that—somebody screaming?’ Then
abruptly I sat up in bed—leaped to the
floor and stood there tingling while every-
thing inside me seemed to drop into a
bottorless void.

Moonlight streaming in through the
window limned a misty rectangfe over the
bed. But my wife wasn’t there. The cozy
nest where she had snuggled beside me
was empty. In the middle of the rug lay
a circle of foam—her white nightgown.
And in the air hung that stench of the
bogs by the riverside.

I stood there palsied and shaking—
licked parched lips while I tried to curse.
But no sound came out. I was like a man
stricken with death who could not die.

The hours that came then were a blur
of ghastliness. Bereft, I roamed the camp
and the hillsides, halting those whom I
met to push my face into theirs and mut-
ter my question—had they seen my wife?

No one had seen her. . . . But some-
where she was, under the mocking white
eye of the moon. Umless already she had
gone down to the water, slipped in there,
her body that I loved to consecrate with
my kisses intertwined with that of the
monster as they dove deep—deep.

A sob broke from my lips. In that hour
I knew remorse of the damned. If I
hadn’t slept—iif I had been true to my
trust, . ... I stumbled on, searching still,
back toward the water. But I saw no one
save suddenly Mogridge, his white beard
a flag against the dark as he stood me-
tionless on the shore. He seemed to be
holding eommumion with invisible things
out beyond. He was gone when I stermed
up to the spot.

And then suddenly I felt an out-thrust
hand halting me—looked around to see
the face of his wife Susanna eoutlined

hatchet-sharp at my side. “You! What
are you doing here?” I exclaimed.

The old woman laughed crookedly
through snags of blackened teeth. Her
eyes glinted with something that wasn't
mockery, wasn’t hate—that was a horri-
ble mingling of both.

“If you want to find your wife, follow
him—follow Mogridge!” she hissed.

“Mogridge!” I echoed. “So it is he—
but why are you telling me? Why are you
betraying your husband ? Whuat kind of a
trick—" I snatched at her arm to demand
an explanation, but she twitched herself
out of my grasp and scuttled away.

I let her go and turned to run toward
the spot where I had last seen the man.
I didn’t catch up with him though, and
in a few moments I had lost all sense of
direction, to find myselfi wandering in a
maze of black-water creeks. Noxious
odots wafted up from the ooze fikts.

Suddenly an exclamatiom broke from
my lips. That white form that had glim-
mered for an instant against the rust-col-
ored scum of the bog and thea disap-
peared—had been Helen! And hurrying
her along by an arm had strode, net Mo-
gridge—but Dr. Masters!

A couple of minutes it might have tak-
en me to arrive at the bend around which
they had disappeared. I thrashed around
the turm—to come to a halt and stand
staring, incredulous.

£YF HELEN there wasn’t a sign. Only
AJ Masters was there, He was fliaus-
dering on all fours en the grownd. Blesd
trickled from gashes In his threat.

He saw me, came crawling toward me.
“Thank God—Coleman!” he husked. He
turmed up his face, ashen and gibbering.
Hiis hands clawed at my knees, By my
trouser legs and then by my eeat he
clutched e, striving to deaw himsellf up
to his feet, He gagged breathlessly;

“I was down around here, watching for
a sight of it—and I found your wife,
Alone. I was trying to get her home—
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I'd lost my way. Then it came, just a
minute ago—something came out of the
water. I tried to fight with it. It—Cole-
man—that thing was stronger than
hel}—"

Overcome with horror, I backed away.
Masters groaned and dropped to the
ground—fainted or dead, I didn't know.

Then it was that for the fiirst time I
caught sight of the marks of the soft
ground at the edge of the water. Only
my wife's dear feet could have left those
dainty prints! They went meandering off
down the shore of the creek toward the
darkmess beyond.

I started running, following them. My
heart was pounding so that I couldn't
breathe. Helen was here—alive!

I plunged around the next corner. She
wasn't in sight yet. But at this spot she
had slipped and fallen down. And where
her thigh had rested against the ground,
the clay was stencilled with pattern of
triangular scales!

Merciful God! Helen was here—but
hosv was she here? Changed already into
what unspeakable thingy 2

And then from somewhere close by I
heard an eerie shrilling like a valkyre
wailing her loneliness—Helen’s voice
calling to me. “Bill! Bill, dear lover,
where are you? Bill, come to me—come
hete and kiss me—" The call guavered
yneatrthly and died away.

For a moment I stood there transfixed
while miasma of horror crawled under my
skin.

I ran a step forward—and there she
was. Stark nude in the moonlight, arms
outstretched, beautiful white body trem-
bling, “Helen!” I cried. “Danfimg, thank
God—"

I sprang toward her—and then some-
thing hideous took place. With a twist
of her hips she evaded my grasp. She
ran a step toward the water and paused,
looking back. The smile on her face was
a wanton's loose-lipped iimwvittatican!

God, that lewdness on the face of my
darling! And then, despite the surge of
my horror, I felt a flame of desire blaze
up in me—hunger then transcended all
reason. [ muttered her name, leaped to
seize her—but swift as a moonbeam she
slipped out of my reach.

I mumbled crazily and jumped for her
again. She trickled out of my fiingers and
her laughter came back taunting, provok-
ing. I knew what she was doing to me.
I had a vision of Everett Luscomb’s face.

Wiith a hoarse cry I flung mysellf after
her, hands clutching. She sprang for the
water, launched herself in there swim-
ming. I dove in too, a scant stride be-
hind, snatched framtically at her hair
which streamed out behind. She dove
swiftly, slim legs cutting the darkmess, and
was gone,

For an instant I peered into the green
shadows where she had disappeared. A
black light burst in my brain stopping
everything there like a run-down clock.
Hellen gone! Slipped through my clumsy
hands to go there to him—

Suddenly, close in front, I saw the
water in oily upheaval as though churned
from the depths. I yelled hoarsely,
whirled toward the shore—and then from
underaeath felt arms gripping my knees,
a heavy weight pinning me and dragging
me down. Wiildly I kicked—uselessly.
Wiith a dizzying speed I was yanked un-
der the surface,

I couldn't see the thing that had
grabhbed me—but as Masters had said, it
was stronger than hell. In frenzy I
thrashed and lunged and I might as well
have tried to battle the old man of the
sea. Pitilessly it drew me deeper into the
blaek caves. My lungs were bursting
wlth the effort to hold in the air. Sudden-
ly it eseaped with a whistling rush. Then
the pressure of water closed in on me,
erushing my ehest like jaws of a giant
Aut-eracker.

Hooks of fire raked my vitals. Black
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spots danced in my eyes, I stramgled fof
breath—kmew I was dying. And frem the
shadows down underneath me something
laughed.

CHAPTER SIX
The Laughing of Fiends

XWHAT jerked me from my dream of

death back to consciousness of life
mote dreadful than any death was a
scream that rose to flog the silence with
whip-strokes of agony. The soul from
which that desperate wailing had been
torn was suffering torments not of the
world ef mortal men !

I opened my eyes, looked around—and
for an instant experienced the weird con-
viction that the monster had worked his
necromancy upon me and that I too had
become a denizen of the depths. For
water was above me, below me, it sur-
rounded me on all sides. The translucent
wall was illuminated by green radiance
through which nude fiiguress could be seen
moving—from which those tortured sob-
bings had come.

And then I realized that the reason
that I was breathing naturally and not
drowning was that attached to my head
was a diving helmet supplied with air
from a small metal tank strapped to my
shoulders. And all the figures that I saw
gliding around there were similarly
equipped.

Suddenly the disturbance of water
cleared away and I could see ahead to
what seemed a rocky wall. Against it
stood the form of a girl, chained there
by ankles and wrists. She was utterly
nude! Her slim fiigure strained there,
hands clenched at her sides, head threwn
back—a gestute of unspeakable ageny. 1
eouldn’t see her face, but these tresses of
faven black haif that lay plasiered ever
her breasts. ... Peatl Goedrich had black
half!

Pearl screamed again—and then the

hideous cause became evident. Around
her crowded male figures, clad only in
trumks, with diving outfits over shoulders
and heads. In a gloved hand each grasped
one of the blood-sucking voracious eels
that Infested the river, They held the
fish elese to Pearl’s body. The grey
heads slashed llke rattlesnakes, teeth
teating away segments of living fleth!
Rivulets of bleed, murky grey wnder
water, sireamed frem Pearl’s bedy. And
as Her ghastly Raekings eame tfansmitted
through the Meuthpieee at the front of her
Relmet.

I cursed through set teeth, I threw my-
self forward to swim over there—and
then for the first time became aware that
I was anchored to the bottom by things
knotted around my ankles.

TVITOW the green light shifted to illu-
$™ e arther foeros giidiing aooss the
wall. They were the girls who had disap-
peared from the camp—looking now ever
more like mermaids with their scaly
flanhes, swollen breasts, and streaming
hatf. A rnale fiigure with fat plak arms
and rolls of tallow bleatlng his belly pad-
dled teward ene of them. "Come, dearle
—¢eome,” he ealled. She swerved foward
hifh and his arms elosed areund hef.

Others were doing the same. They
dragged the girls behind clumps of tall
seaweed. Wiith claws fiitted over the ends
of their fiingets they held them while their
shrieks rang.

I experienced a horror that was physi-
cally sickening. Here were things new
in the annals of human depravity! And
Hedkr—e

The light swerved and then I caught
sight of her, filling a niche beside Pearl
that had been empty a few moments be-
fore. Chained there by legs and arms,
prisonet of some foul god of the deeps!
Around her was closing anether fing ef
the men with the fliedh-eatiig eels. The
slimy heads nuzzled her and she leaped
as theugh bliten by llving five.
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In frenzy I beat my arms, thrashed at
my ropes. God couldn’t let them do that
to my darling—

Abrugptly my strugglings ceased. For
into sight came lazily swimming the blue
monster! He balanced himself in the
water. And the voice that sounded
through the cleverly constructed mouth-
diaphram was that of—Dr. Masters! . . .

“I am sorry that had to happen to you,
Coleman—I had really begun to like you,”
his suave accents addressed me. *“But this
is business—and I'm a little out of the
ordinary about my sex angles, too. You
see that I worship pain. And I wanted
your wife. I've always wanted her—to
love in agony.”

I stared at him voiceless in stunned un-
derstanding. So it had been Masters all
the time, a sadiistt!

“This thing runs into big money—close
to fifty thousand a year,” he was going
on. “It's worth taking plenty of trouble.
No one would imagine the number of
men there are—mest of them rich men—
who want the kind of excitement that is
hard to get, and are willing to pay big
for the chance to let themselves go. There
are places of pain in all the big cities, of
course. But all that had become rather
trite. I've got something new here in
this blg tank at my seneforiwm,”

¢4QO YOU make your money by ex-

"Jpdotimg human depravity,” I mut-
tered. “Amd the girls for this hellishness
you stole from the Migs, those poor brok-
en people—"

“Before you folks showed up I had
been getting them from cities, orphan asy-
lums—it was dangerous and getting more
s0,” he replied. “I fixed it up with Earris
to make a deal to keep you here. He sup-
plied all your food, so it was easy for him
to get the drug into the coffee of anyone
we picked out. A few doses of the aphro-
desiac, and then when I went to the girl's
room with my whirling mirrer it teok

only a moment to hypnotize her. I'd give
her a shot with a needle and then she
would follow me down to the water.”

“And tonight, when I saw you with my
wife, wounded—" I said.

“I needed an alibi, just in case of possi-
ble suspicion. I made those scratches my-
self—they weren't as serious as they
looked. T knew that the Mogridges were
around and would see me apparently
knocked out. Fartis was in the other mon-
strous suit off’ shore. We kept two of them
hidden in a canoe in the bushes. He took
you and your wife away. We always car-
fied one of the tank-helmets with us and
slipped It ever the girl's head when we got
her below. We would put her Inte the
eahee as seeh as we got her sut ef sight
ot land and then bring her here. Of
esurse the fish seales were stuelk ente theif
legs with eement—"

“Amd you had Luscomb killkst—"

“I thought that he was getting suspi-
cious of me. And the more crazily bi-
zarre I made it all, the more likely they
were to blame Mogridge or some of the
Indian breeds and forget about me—"

“Mogridge’s wife told me that he was
behind it—" I broke in.

“Susanna hated him as only a spurned
woman can hate because he neglected her
to run around after girls. She probably
didnt really think he was guilty—she just
wanted revenge and hoped there might
be enough evidence against him to get
him in wrong. . . . But we had our trou-
bles here, too. Some of the girls wouldn't
react—went stale on us the way Valerie
did. Se we had to get rid of them. We
lest thiee of four that way—just money
and time wasted.”

I stared at Masters’ distorted visage
through the two windows of glass. “God,
what kind of a thing are you?” I mut-
tered.

He didn't answer. Little by little the
motion of the water had drifted him clos-
er to me as he talked. I shot out my hands
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in a desperate grab for him. I had to
kill him! Up there the men were press-
ing closer around Helen,

God, I had to kill Masters somehow—
somehow escape and get to herl But he
laughed mockingly and swerved out ef
my reach. “Don’t get any wild idea that
you're going to play here, Celeman,” he
jeered. “You saw Luseomb=—"

FIMHE torturers had turmed from Pearl
L to concentrate upon Helen. The grey
shapes darted like whip lashes, smapping
more voraciously as their blloed-unger
rose.

Helen didn’t scream—it wouidn't be ae-
curate to describe the sound that came
from her as merely a screamn. It was an
explosion of things bursting, breaking,
going haywire inside her. Her body
sprang upward and outward against the
chains as though the sheer force of her
agony would tear them out by the roots,

The sight of that seared my eyes and
cramped the breath in my lungs. My
arms beat like filalis—pumy filappimgss that
did nothing to move me from the big
stone that weighted me down below.

And then, suddenly, I remembered. My
hands groped in the sodden folds of my
trousers pocket for the lomg-bladed
woodsman’s knife that Masters had neg-
lected to look for. My numbed fifiggers
shook as I clawed open the blade.

Bending my body into a bow I dove
straight down till I could grasp the ropes
at my feet. I slashed—and felt the sting
of pain as my sweepings pierced the fllesh
of my legs as well as the cords,

I mouthed a curse of exulting as I felt
my ankles kick free. In a long level dive
I shot through the water.

The ring of fiiguress around Helen was
too absorbed in its hellishness te miark
my approach from behind. Like a tiger
shark I launched myseiif to strike at the
nearest form, I saw the fan’s baek spurt
a wisp of grey smoke, heard his geath-

croak—and then they were on me,

For a moment it was a bedlam of yells
and plunging forms. I drove my blade
into the hearts of two others, knew grim
relish as I saw their bodies droop and go
floppigg down to the bottom—dhilled to
a sudden dismay as I felt arms gripping
my legs from underneath and dragging
me down.

I dove then to strike at them savagely
—got one through the back and half-
severed the arm of his mate. I twisted
around to return to the pack, and gasped
at a blow that galvanized me to the heels.
Others had picked up stones from the bot-
tom and were beating them on my hel-
met. If they could break through my glass
window, I would drown in a mimute!

Stark terror gripped me now as I bat-
tled for life. It-was a scene that might
have been filmed in an ocean-cave of the
damned—the darting nude shapes, their
grotesquely formed helmets lending them
the weirdness of creatures half-trumam;
their blows slowed down by the water
till they seemed feather-puffs delivered in
eerie slow-motion,

In frenzy I fought them—in a contest
that could have but one ending. They
were too many for me. Stabbing pains
dizzied me, my breath came in thin pant-
ings. With the insensate cruelty of a
dog-pack they were beating my life out.
A finall blow took me on the base of the
skull and slowly I sank to the bottom, €6l-
lapsed thefe on hands and knees.

In anguish I moaned Helen’s name,
dug my fiingets into the gravel—trying
to crawl to her. My neglect had breught
her to this. God couldn't let me fail now!

But I would never have got up from
that spot had I not caught one last
glimpse of my wife. Suddenly freed from
her chains, she dived off the platferm.
Behind her shot the blue shadew of Mas-
ters, the monster. Swifily he everiosk
her. He clutched her in taloned Hands
and dragged her behind a clump of water
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weeds. I saw my darling wound in his
scales, heard her shrilling half in agony,
half in awful . . . debigjht!

Some strength that wasn’t my own—
that must have been sent me from the
hell of the living dead—flowed then into
my tortured carcass so that I dragged
myselff up to my feet. My lips met in my
teeth till I tasted the saltiness of my own
blood.

Watiiblimg, seesawing. spewing curses,
I stumbled around the corner and saw
them before me. Saw ......

For a space of time then I wasn’t hu-
man. I've only a dim memory of myself
shooting in there like a living projectile,
driving my knife into Masters’s back,
slashing and rending—aff seeing his body
surge in convulsions, hearing his stran-
gled yells as water poured into his suit.

He was dead. . . . And after that, none
of the others bothered me. They had no
stomach to face my knife after they
looked at him,

QOWHEHOW,, I wouldn’t know how, I
RJ got Helen into my arms, groped
over the floor of the tank till I found a
flight: of steps leading up to the surface,
Felt my way in pitch darkmess through
the new deserted building on the out-
sklrts of the grounds where the seeret
entramce to the pool was coneesled—Ilo-
eated a doer and came at last out under
the stars. Hours later, some of the nae
ttves found us wandering along a deserted

road and took us to town and to a hos-
pital.

I was released shortly, but Helen
stayed on. The skin grafters performed
wonders on her body—iif there could only
have been another miracle to make whole
her mind! After months the doctors told
me that it might help if I took her some-
where far inland where she wouldn’t ever
see runatng water. , . .

Our story of the night in Masters’
torture pool got into the papers and at
last to the governor and the legislature.
They voted us a thousand dollars for the
public service we had done in bringing
Masters’ clients to the prison sentences
that they drew—and to compensate us for
our sufferings.

We took a trip and finally went back to
our farm. Experts from Washington had
found a way to anchor the drifting soil
so that it would live again.

That was three years ago. Things are
well with us now. If there isn't another
drought, I'll be in the money soon.

Things are well, I say. . .. Save for
the horror that water has for Helem and
me. Wihemn she steps dripping, out of the
bath tub and comes to wind her arms
around my neck and press her rosy nude-
ness against me—when I feel the las-
civious rolling of her hips and see that
look in her eyes—I know that she is
hearing again the summons of voices in-
human—wihose call in her ears will ever
be louder than my words of love.

THE END

_
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CHAPTER ONE
Neot Hiuman, Not Beasi

0 AOKINGS back, I cannot rid myself
of the notion that a malignant
power took over our destiny from

the moment we stepped into the launch.
To begin with, the plan had been only
for Carla Mann and I to go on a short
cruise. 1 had promised Carla’s father
that we would stick close to the shore,
34



as I had never before been on the ocean.
Not that I'm a bad sailer; I'd had plenty
of experience on inland waters. But Mr,
Mann pointed out a lake isn't an ocean.

No, it isn't. But it wasn't the treacher-
ous and ruthless sea that we had to werry
about. What we found, finally, on dry
land, was more cruel and hotiiible than
the sea had ever been.

I was starting the motor when Carla’s
cousin. Melantha, and her two maiden
aunts, whom everybody in Seabeach called
Miss Desma and Miss Zelda appeared
along the beach, and Carla asked them te
come along. Less than a minute later the
Foster twins, followed by Wamda Rim-
stad, charged on the dock and demanded
to accompany us.

Seabeach was that sort of cammunity.
One happy family, and Carla Mann’s boy
friend, who had come from the city te
spend a week with her, had been im-
raediately accepted into that family, I, of
course, was the boy friend. So by the
time T eased the launch away from the
dock, there were eight of us in the beat
—seven women and myself and then we
started our trip to hell. .... .

3
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The weather was fiine. The sea was
rather choppy, but that seemed matural
on the ocean and I didn’t hug the shore
as closely as I might have. But the shore-
line was always there, less than a mile
away.

We were out about an hour when the
darkmess swooped down 011 us. It came
suddenly in the shape of an immense
black-grey cloud. But there was no wind ;
instead there was a breathless calm. Even
the waves flattened out. The shore melted
away into a thin line.

“We had better go back.” Carla said
anxiously.

I nodded and turmed the wheel. The
nearer we reached shore, however, the
further it seemed to be receding. The
darkness was increasing. I could see lines
of worry deepen 611 the face of Miss Des-
ma who was sitting near the wheel.

“Bwerythimg’s under control,” I sang
out cheerily. “We're nearly back. And
suppose it does rain? The worse that
some of us will get is a wetting. The rest
of you can keep dry in the .cabim.”

I really believed that. I had been out
in flimsier boats in storms.

But never in a storm like that. Tt swept
at us from the ocean with the suddenness
of a cavalry charge, and although it was
only three in the afternoon, night came
with it. With terror clutching at my
heart, I realized that I could no longer see
the shore.

“A compass!” I yelled above the wind
“There must be a compass in the cabin.”

The girls went over every inch of the
cabin a dozen times. They found ne com-
pass. All I could do was tey to keep the
launch from foundering until the storm
blew over. And that wasa't an easy jeb.
The waves were small meuntains. The
rain came down In selid sheets. Several
times T had te ellng desperately is the
wheel to-keep frem Being washed over-
The woren huddied in the Ay €zBiA:

And then something went wreng with

the motor. It simply died. I was never
to find out what had really happened to it.

A few minutes later we had our ffirst
and only break. The storm eased off,
petered out.

Did T say break ? We would have been
better off if we had all gone to the bot-
tom of the ocean. The sea would have
been kindlier. . . .

APHE clouds parted and the sun came

through. It was, at the moment, the
most welcome sight in the werd. The
rain continued for a short while longer.
then melted away. I slumped doewn in my
seat and groped in my pecket for ciga-
rettes. The cigarettes were there all right,
but they were a soggy mass. My drenched
shirt and ducks were plastered to me and
a good part of the ecean was in my
sneakets.

The mainland was no longer in sight.
Wiith night only a couple of hours off and
a useless motor, we would have been in
a hell of a mess if not for the nearby
island.

It had been the first thing I saw as
soon as I could see anything. Tt lay about
five hundred yards to starbeard—a mile-
long pile of vegetation, oeccasionally
broken by enormous bare beulders. Net
a very inviting place, but at Jeast a haven.

The women came out of the e¢abin.
They were a pretty disheveled let. 1A
spite of the fact that they had huddied in
the eabin, each of them had beem eut in
the storm leng eneugh e have becsme
drenehed e the skin.

Carla threw her arms about me. With
a wan smile she said: “Do you knew,
Jay, what I was thinking of when 1 was
sure we were done for? That I wanted
to kiss you once more before we went
down.”

So I kissed her then and theie. The
others grinmed. Neither Cafa ner 1
cared. T held her adoralble wet bedy, elad
only in shorts and a white pele shift
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close to me. The soaked knitted shirt
was glued to her, and the way the mate-
rial moulded her high, rounded breasts
did all sorts of things to my heart.

Reluctantly I released her, and it was
at that time that I noticed how attractive
all of the other women were. Wiith the ex-
ception of the maiden aunts, they were
all attired much like Carla. There was
Carla‘s cousin, Melantha, buxom but not
fat as the curves revealed by her climging
outfit testified. Wamdia Rimstad, Carla's
friend, was the dark-eyed, vivacious type.
The Foster twins were always delightful
to loek at. About twenty years old, I
imagine; small and fragile as poreelain
dells and Indistingwisheblle frem eaeh
othet,

Even Carla’s maiden aunts were easy
on the eyes. Miss Zelda. who was about
thirty-five, was the raw-bomed, broad-
shouldered type of womamn, extremely
well preserved. Miss Desma was a couple
years older, plump, and with the most
charming smile I had ever seen.

The evil destiny which had taken
charge of us must have chuckled fifiediih-
ly at the sight of those sevem attractive
women.

I said: “Something’s wrong with the
motor. Mayhe I can fix it. [ suggest,
though, that we get over to that island
firgt and build a fire and dry out before
we all catch pneumonia.”

All eyes turmed to the island, and in-
stantly T sensed that something was
wrong. Ewery one of the women had kept
her courage admirably during the storm,
but new I saw some of them shudder.
The fact that they were wet and it was
growing ehilly, 1 thought; but [ knew that
wash't it.

“That must be the island they told us
to keep away from,” Wamda Rimstad said
in a faltering tone.

“Huwh?” I demanded. "What’s wrong
with it ?*

Carla’s hand closed over my arm. “We

don’t know. I've never seen it before. As
far as we know it, it hasnt even a name.
But there has been talk lately among the
natives of Seabeach that there’s a curse
on the island, that there’s something
strange and hortifle there.”

Miss Zelda snorted derisively. “Stuff
and nonsense! I've heard those stories,
too—the usual prattle of superstitious
folks who find pleasure in scaring them-
selves. I'm cold and I'd like nothing bet-
ter than a warm fifiee”

“Right!” T agreed heartily. “I think
I saw a couple of oars in the calbim.™

The girls admitted reluctantly that their
fears were silly. I fetched the oars. We
had to use them as paddles. I took one
side of the launch, the girls worked in
shifts on the other side, and slowly we
neared the island.

The vegetation came down to within
a few feet of the water. And there was a
man waiting to receive us!

I suppose we should have been glad
to see him. His presence showed that the
island was at least inhabitated by human
beings. But somehow the sight of him
reacted on us in the opposite way.

TERHAPS because of the way he

looked. I'm quite tall, but he was as
tall as I, and twice as broad. His head
was fhassive, topped by an unkempt mane
of shaggy reddish hait. He hadn't shaved
In at least a week, and, aside from that,
his face was semething te scare a nervous
man.

Yet it wasn’t only his appearamece. It
wasn’t even the pistol which was stuck
conspicuously in his belt. It was the way
he kept glancing over his shoulder every
now and then toward the heart of the
island and the fear which glinted in his
eyes. -

If a man his size and armed was afrai
of something on that island, we certainly
had reason to be uneasy.

As he helped me beach the launch, he
said: “I saw your boat and I came to
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meet you. I trust that I can be of serv-
ice.”

“You have a home on this islbnd?"
I asked.

“Yes. Allow me to introduce myself,
I am Dr. Hallam Jarrett.”

“An M. D.?" T couldn't keep the as-
tonishment out of my voice.

He laughed. That is, laughter gushed
from his throat, but there was no laugh
in his face. “You do not think I look
like a doctor? More like a circus strong
man, perhaps? And my face, it hasn't
enough refinement and sensitivity, eh?
Too gross?™

Although he had read my thoughts cor-
rectly, I started to protest. He didn't
bother to listen. By this time the women
had all climbed out of the launch and
stood huddled together, whispering among
themselves. Dr. Jartett looked at them.

I noticed for the fiirst time how small
and pig-like his eyes were. He said not a
word but stood staring at the women as
if he had never before seen any. I had
an impression that his eyes were boring
theough their scanty, clinging garments
—and he looked longest and most intent-
ly at Carla.

The women cringed, moved closer to-
gether under that scrutiny. Impulsively
batling my fists, I stepped toward Dr.
Jarrett. Then I stopped. I had gotten a
closer look at his face, at his eyes, and
what I saw there wasn't lust, but pity.

He was sorry tor them, as if he had
special knowledge of an appalling and in-
escapable doom in wait for them.

As briefly as possible, I made imtroduc-
tions. Dr. Jametit nodded to each in turn
and again offered the hospitality of his
home.

Miss Ze'da said: “Thank you, Dr. Jar-
rett. but we would prefer to return to
Seabeach before dark if possible. Surely
you must have a boat of some kind. We
would be glad to pay.”

The pity deepened in Dr. Jarrett’s eyes,
“Unfortwmately our launch left a short
time ago for supplies. It will not return
until tomorrow. There is no other boat
on the islkond.”

It was then that we heard the scream
for the first time.

Did I say scream? That’s not the way
to describe it. One associates a scream
with terror or rage, and there was nothing
of either in that cry. Rather it was an
expression of sheer bestial triumph and
exultation., Yet at the same time it was
as thin and as high-pitched as the scream
of an hystetical woman,

As suddenly as it had come the cry
faded away. The blood had drained from
all of our faces and intuitively the women
had moved closer to me. Carla’s wet
shoulder shivered against my chest.

Dr. Jartett's hand, I noticed, was closed
over the butt of his pistel. His head was
turned toward the center of the island.
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Slowly his head moved toward us. and
I saw beads of sweat on his forehead.

“My God,” I cried, “there can't be
animals on this islkamd!"

“That wasn’t an animal,” Dr. Jarrett
said quietly.

“A human being? It didn’t sound
like—"

“No,” Dr. Jarrett said. “Not a human
being eiiter."

CHAPTER TWO
The Woman Hell Sent

A FOOTPATH led through a jungle-

like chaos of undergrowth. In single
file, we followed Dr. Halllamm Jarrett's
huge butk. I brought up the rear, walking
with ene hand on Carla’s shoulder.

When we had walked for about five
minutes, Carla stopped. “Jay, I'm afraid.”

“Of Dr. Jarrett? I can handle him if
necessary."”

“Not only of him,” she whispered. “It's
something I feel deep inside of me. a sort
of persistent warming. And those strange
answers Dr. Jarrett gave to your ques-
tions about that weird screzm.”

I tried to dismiss her fears with a
laugh. “Hiis idea of humor. Or maybe
he’s a little cracked.”

“But, Jay. he's afraid of something
too.”

That was true. Because I had no an-
swer, I simply shrugged and said: “We've
fallen behind the others. Let's hurry up
to them.”

The house stood in a large clearing at
about the center of the island. When we
broke out of the woods, we stopped and
gaped. We had expected to find a shack,
at the most a cabin. Instead we were look-
ing at a structure more fit to be the manor
house of an estate tham on this wild island.
It was 4 large Colonial-type house, fresh-
ly painted in dazzling white. Its sym-
thetfy was marred, however, by a long
narrew building with barred windows
whieh jutted from ene wing.

“You are surprised at the magnificence
in which we live?” Dr. Jarrett chuckled.
“Yes, we have all moderm convenieneces,
including electricity and running water.”
He paused and then added with a eryptie
smile: “We cater only to the mest exelu-
sive clientele.”

“You run a hotel here?” Miss Desma
asked in surprise.

“You may call it that,” Dr. Jarrett re-
sponded, and moved toward the house.

A man was standing on the open porch.
In his hand he held a revolver with the
longest barrel I had ever seen.

“That damm Cassie!"” he called out ex-
citedly. “Did you hear her, Halllarm ? She's
driving them crazy.”

He disregarded our party as if we
didn’t exist. He was even thinner than
I and much shorter and he had the face
of a ferret. Like Dr. Jarrett, he was
unshaven.

“Stop worrying. Joseph,” Dr. Jarrett
told him. “She’lll come back when she's
hungry. Meamwiile we have guests. Tell
Elsie to put on hot coffee for them.”

Joseph looked at us for the flirst time.
Slowly his eyes swept over each of the
wormen, seemingly appraising them as if
they were so much merchandiize, and he
ran a white tongue over his lips. Then
he thrust his revelver into his belt and
went into the house.

By this time the women were in a pretty
bad state of mind. Carla hung on to me
as if she would never let go, and one of
the twins. Rose or Marniie, I couldn’t tell
which, clung to my other arm.

“Wihat's all the mystery about, Duwe=
tor?” T demanded. “Who is this Cassie
and whom is she driving crazy and why?
Wihat are you afraid of? Why are you
and the other man carrying guns ?"

Dr. Jarrett expelled a vast sigh. “Cas-
sie is one of our patients. She ran into
the woods and won't return. You see, we
tun a sanitarium”—he hesitated—*“for in-
curables.”
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That explanation was reasonable—or so
it seemed to us at the time. We followed
Dr. Jarrett into the house.

A FIRE crackled merrily in the fiidd-

stone flireplacee of the cozily furnished
living room. The fire drew us the way
flies are drawn to honey. We took turns
warming and drying ourselves until a
woman came in with sandwiches and
steaming coffee.

Elsie, Dr. Jarrett called the woman. She
was built like a wrestler and had a face
like a granmite block.

We ate ravenowsly while Dr. Jarrett
sat deep in an armchair with his stubbled
chin resting on vast, redhaired flists. The
food and the fire served to put us more at
our ease.

Wihen we had fiimished eating, Dr. Jar-
rett said: “I regret that there are no
clothes for the ladies to change into. I
suggest that they remove their clothes and
dry them in front of the fifiea”

“Here?” Miss Zelda inquired with
raised eyebrows.

“Ofn, no. There is a private room. El-
sie, show the ladies to the study.”

Dutifully the women trooped after El-
sie. The desire to get their clothes off and
dry them was greater than any uneasiness
which they still felt.

I followed, telling them: “I'll go back
to the launch and see if I can fix the mo-
tor. Chances are that we can still get back
to Seabeach by nightfall.”

We went along the hallway. Elsie
opened a door into a room tastily fur-
nished in red leather. Against one wall
was a fifeplace. The women made for it
and I discreetly withdrew.

Dr. Jarrett was no longer in the living
room when I went through it. As I walked
across the clearing to the footpath, I heard
a groan behind me. I turned. It had come
from the narrow structure whieh juited
out from the house. There was nething
strange about a groan in a sanitariutm, but

again I was assailed by the feeling that
something was terribly wrong.

I realized now that Dr. Jarrett’s brief
explanation had left a great deal untold.
Wiy the pistols? Why the iron bars on
what was evidently the hospital section?
And why were there no nutses in the
sanitarium? Aside from the inmates and
whorever had gone for supplies, Dr. Jar-
rett and Joseph and Elsie appeared to be
the only permanent residents on the iskand.

As I hurried along the footpath, the
conviction grew that I had to get the wom-
en away from the island as soon as pos-
sible. But when I reached the launch and
looked at the motor, my heart died within
me. Somebody had used a sledge ham-
mer or a large rock on the motor. It
would never again be any good.

Wio had done this? Who wanted to
make sure that we would stay here over-
night ?

As I was climbing out of the launch,
I heard a woman’s terrified scream. It
lasted only a second or twe, then choked
off abruptly.

I stood frozen, listening—then I was
running. I visualized those seven attrac-
tive women grouped nude about the fiire.
Had it been one of them who had
screamed ? Perhaps Carla? God!

I was stumbling through the footpath
when I heard the second cry. Not a scream
of terror this time, but a cry of triumph
and exultation, as of a beast over its kill.

Good God, what was happening at the
house?

It seemed that I had been running for
ages, although it couldn’t have been more
than a couple of minutes. Suddealy a
woman matetialized on the path in front
of me. I had to pull myself up short to
keep from crashing into her.

How can I describe her ? I can say that
she was beautiful and it wouldn’t mean
anything. It was the kind of beauty that
dazzled you like the most brilliant display
of fiireworilss bursting suddenly in the night
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sky. It enveloped you and left you dazed
and unbelieving. Does that sound ab-
surd ? Welll, remember that I had heard
somebody scream in mortal terror and
that I was worried sick for the safety of
the girl I loved and was rushing to her—
yet at the sight of this worman I forgot all
that. I made no attempt to go past her
and continue to the house. I simply stood
there drinking in her beauty.

TTER figure was statuesque and perfect-

Iv proportioned. Her eyes were as
green as the surtounding shrubbery, eyves
which caught the waning sunlight and re-
flectet] it like a cat’s. Her teeth were white
and small and even and curiously pointed.
And her dress was uttery ridieulous on
that island.

Not because it did not become her, but
because it was as out of place on that wild
island as an aborigine in loincloth would
have been on Fifth Avemue, New York.
She wore, you see, a green and silver
evening gown and silver opera pumps.
And she wore nothing else. That was easy
to see, because her gown was made of
gossamer stuff through which the sheen of
her flesh could be glimpsed. The bodice
was eit so low that only the lower curves
of her magnificent breasts were covered.

Her voice was husky, vibrant. She
asked with the guilelessness of a chilldi:
“You love Cassie?” And she stepped
toward me.

Cassie! The patient who Dr. Jarrett
had said had run away.

She came so close to me that her breasts
pressed against my chest. I’'m a shade over
six-two, but she wasn’t more than a cou-
ple of inches shorter. Carla had been
wiped from my mind. My lips moved
toward hers.

Her hands came up to hold me to her—
And I saw her fingers. With a cry 1
hurled myselff backward. Her fiingers were
wet up to the knuckles—red with glisten-
ing blood which was still wet.

A cloud passed over her perfect fea-
tures. “You do not love Cassie?”

I kept staring at her flingers as if hypno-
tized by them, and suddenly it struck
me that she was the one I had heard cry
out twice in that spine-chilling manner
of a triumphant beast! She was the one
Dr. Jarrett had said was not an animal
and not human! And this creature had
almost caused me to forget Carla!

She saw the rage which suddenly con-
torted my face. Her pointed teeth bared
in an animal snarl—and all at once she
was gone. I saw only the greea of her
gown merge into the green of the under-
growth, and then I was alone on the path,
I did net stop to wonder how she could
possibly have made her way through that
solld mass of vegetation. [ was running
again, my mind shrieking Carla’s name.

The moment I burst into the clemring
I sawm the body in front of the porch.
And on the porch itself, I saw Carla
struggling in the arms of Dr. Jarrett.

I flew up to the porch, swung Dr. Jar-
rett around by a shoulder, and drove a
hard right to his jaw. He went back on his
heels, righted himself, yelled: “Don’t be
a fool! I was trying to keep her from
funbing into danger.”

He could have pulled his gun and shot
me had he wanted to. He didn’t, so I
thought perhaps he was on the level
Carla cried, “Jay, darling!” and threw
hersadlf into my arms.

“Dhere’s death out there,” Dr. Jarrett
was saying. “This girl went crazy with
fear, like some of the others. I had to
hold her back. That woman there on the
ground let panic get her, and now look
at her.”

I looked. I went down the porch steps
and stood over the body. My stomach
twisted.

It was—or rather had heem—Miss
Zelda. She lay on her back, arms outflung,
eyes staring with horror. She hadn'’t
any throat. It had been ripped out as
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if by steel fingers, By the fingers of an
incredibly beautiful woman which were
red up to the knuckles with Miss Zelda's
blood.

CHAPTER THREE
The Block of Cells

OSEPH came out of the house. I could
see the pallor of his face through his
unshaven beard.

“My God, Cassie's let them all out!"” he
said to Dr. Jarrett. “They’re running wild
on the island.”

Dr. Jarrett nodded. “She stole the key
from my desk. Look for her, Joseph. If
you can bring her back, the others will
come.”

Joseph looked like a man who had
been asked to volunteer for a task which
meant inevitable death. He said: “Why
pick on me? You're responsible for this
hellish place. It's your lookout to get them
back.”

Dr. Jarrett dropped his hand lkanguidly
on his pistol and took a step or two toward
Joseph. From where I stood his bulk
completely blotted out Joseph. I don’t
know if anything was said by either and
I couldn't see their faces. But after about
half a minute of silence, Joseph growled,
“Oh, all right,” and he moved toward the
woods. His nartow shoulders were
hunched and he walked like a man going
to his doom.

Carla was sobbing softly against my
chest. We were still standing near Miss
Zelda's corpse, but we made sure not fo
let our eyes stray toward it.

“Look here, Dr. Jarrett,” I demanded,
“What the devil is going on here? One
of our party has been brutally murdered
and the rest of us are in danger. We
have a right to know what it’s all abowut.”

Dr. Jarrett turmed his massive, ugly
face toward us. All the sorrow In the
world seemed to lie in his small, bleed-
shot eyes.

“Yes, you have a right to know,” he
agreed. “But first I should like to ask
the young lady what caused the panic
among the women.™”

Carla said: “We had taken our clothes
off and spread them in front of the fire-
place to dry. As we were standing about,
we heard strange sounds come from the
wing of the house. It seemed like human
voices uttering sounds which might have
been words, although I can't be sure. And
some seemed to be animal growls. Aunt
Desma tried to reassure us, but her words
didn't do much good. Two or three of us
started to put on our damp clothes. Then
the door opened and I, at least, screamed.
We thought it was you, Dr. Jartett, or
your man Joseph. It was a man, all right,
but such a man as we had never seen.
It was a human monster.”

She stopped talking and clung closer
to me.

“Yes ?” Dr. Jarrett prompted.

Carla lifted her head from my chest.
“He was the most horrible creature I
had ever seen. He seemed to be all shoul-
ders, wider even than yours, Dr. Jarrett,
and hardly anything else. His head
seemed hardly bigger than my fist and his
legs were the size of a child’s, dragging
uselessly behind him. He moved by push-
ing himself along on powerful arms. His
eyes were pinpoints, and saliva drooled
from the slit that must have been his
mouth.

“Do you wonder that we went crazy
with panic ? One of the Foster twins, Rose,
I think, shrieked wildly and, stark naked
as she was, plunged past the monster and
out through the door. Most of us were
simply frozen with sheer horror and
couldn't move or utter a word. Aunt
Zelda, who had already dressed, was the
only one of us who malntained self-con-
trol. She ran after Reose to stop her.
Stramgely enough, the monster made ne
attempt to go niear any of us. He eroushed
there on the fleor loeking at us as we
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huddled against the wall. We didn’t dare
move.

4eYT MUST have been less than a min-

ute, but it seemed like a cemtury,
when we heard Aunt Zelda scream. Then
we heard that other ery, that terrible ery
we'd heard at the launch and the monster’s
pinhead jerked up. listening. Suddemly he
seurried out through the door. Then hys-
teria overwhelmed us. I paused to put on
my elothes. Se did some of the other girls,
while at least one, Wanda Rimstad, simply
rah. What happened te the ethers I don't
knew. In our panie we went ia all dif-
ferent directions. I found myself In frent
of the heuse, and there was Awnt Zelda's
Bedy. I thifk I went mad with feaf. I
statted runming. That was wheh yeu
eaught me, Dr. Jameit. I' seffy I
fought yeu. 1 realize new that You were
enly teying te keep me frem running
inte the weeds.”

“She fought like a wildcat,” Dr. Jarrett
told me. “I had the time of my life
dragging her as far as the porch. Then
you came. It would have been fatal for
her to go into the wwods. Ome girl, I'm
afraid, is there now.”

My eyes moved toward the brooding
trees and vegetation. Twilight was
descending on the island and a cool
breeze knifed through my wet clothes.
I found that my teeth were dhattering,
but it wasn‘t from coldness.

I said: “Where are the other women?
You said only one went into the woods.”

“They're safe in the house,” Dr. Jar-
rett stated. “Joseph and Elsie managed
to round them up and—ah—<calm them.
They're safe. But that unfortunate girl
in the woods!™

Moving toward the doctor with Carla
still in my arms, I grasped his shoulder.
“Welt have to go after Rose Foster, you
and T together, and you'll have to give
me a gun. But before that you'll have
to tell me what it's all about.,”

“Yes,” Dr. Jamrett said. “Come with
me into the house. We must make sure
that the other girls are all right.”

We followed him. I'd have to leave
Carla with the others. I hated to let her
out of my sight, but it was more impor-
tant that Rose Foster be rescued from
whatever horror faced her on the island,

He led us into a windowless corridor
which was only dimly lit. It was in the
narrow wing. I stopped abruptly and
removed my arm from about Carla’s
waist, ready to hutl myselff at Dr. Jarreit.

For the corridor was lined on one
side with prison cellis!

“What does this mean, Dr, Jarrett?”

The big man turned slowly. He had
his gun in his hand.

“Don’t misunderstand,” he pleaded with
me. “I'm doing this only because I know
you'll be safe nowhere else.”

A sharp cry tore from Carla’s throat.
Not because of Dr. Jartett’s gun. She
wasn't even looking at him. Her eyes
were fixed on the barred deer ef the flist
eell.

Wanda Rimstad -was in there. She
hadnt a stitch of clothing on her and
she was futilely teying to cover her fu-
dity with her hands,

“Jay!" she moaned, coming to the doer,
“What's going to happen to ws?™

I whirled toward Dr. Jatrett, He
snapped: “By God, I'll shoot if I have
to, Don't you realize that I'm doing this
for your sake. It's the only place veu
and the women will be safe unmtil we
manage to round up the—ah—=eseaped in=
mates. Amd I'm warning yeu, as 1
warned the others, net to make an owuf-
cty, because If the ereatures knew yeou're
Ia here, theyl eome eut of the weeds and
pull you eut of the eells, and then=
well, it wen't be pleasant.”

Wiat could I do? If I went for Dr,
Jartett he would shoot me down, and
that wouldnt help Carla of any of the
other gitls. Se we eorntlaued down the
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corridor. This time Dr. Jarrett walked
behind us with levelled gun.

TP ACH cell we passed contained a mem-
&4 per of our party. Miss Desma stood
at the barred door and told us in a
choked voice not to lose heart. Little
Marie Foster was sprawled on a cot sob-
bing hystesically ever the unknown fate
of her twin sister. Melantha, clad only in
shefts, strode up and dewn her eell like
a eaged animal.

The next cell was empty. Dr. Jarrett
pointed his gun at me. “It will be only
for a couple of hours,” he assured me.
“Perhaps less. Believe me, this is the
best way."

I hesitated. Carla was whimpering
deep in her throat and holding on to me
as if she would never let go.

“Wihy can’t we be in one cell?” I asked.

Dr. Jamrett shook his head. “It will be
the way I say. You have five seconds
to go into the cell.”

Gently I unwound Carla’s arms from
about me, kissed her on the lips, then
stepped into the cell. The door clanged
shut.

“Jay!” Carla wailed. There were the
sounds of a slight scuffle, then the door
of the cell next to mine opened and
closed.

Dr. Jamedt, standing somewhete in the
corridor, raised his voice so that all of
us could hear., “Remember, no outery.
I'm giving you this warning for veur
own sakes. If your presence here s found
out by—by the foriner Infates, I am Aot
respomnsible for the eonsequences.”

There was the sound of heavy footsteps
receding down the corridor, and after
that silence,

Silence broken by the toneless weep-
ing of Marie Foster, by Melantha's bare
feet padding endlessly on the stone fitnor
of the cell on my left, by Carla moaning
with subdued hysteria on my fight,

I inspected my cell. It was about twelve

jr

feet by twelve and furnished with a oot,
a chair, a dresser and washstand. More
comfortable tham the average furnished
room—yet there was the barred door and
the barred window.

These cells were the living quarters of
the immates.

But why barred cells for them? Well,
I had already had an inkling of the am-
swer, the full horror of which I could
not, at that time, even guess at. Cells
for the monster which Carla had de-
scribed, for the beautiful woman I had
met on the path who was a bestial killer
—for others!

I strode to the window. Twilight was
deepening. A great orange moon rode
above the line of trees. The window
looked directly out into the clearing which
was deserted. There was an ominous still-
ness out there, a brooding hush as if the
whole world were holding its breath
before the coming of doom.

Then a scream keened out from beyond
the trees. It was such an expression of
unbearable terror that every drop of blood
felt as if it were drained out of my body.
The voice, of course, was unrecognizable,
but I had no doubt it was Rose Foster.
She was the only one of our party, be-
sides Miss Zelda, who was dead, who was
not in one of the cells.

The screams came nearer. Bushes part-
ed and Rese plunged into the clearing.

She was stark naked. Numberless
streaks of blood covering her delicate
white body testified that she must have
been crashing wildly through the wnder-
brush.

At the sight of the house her screams
ceased. Haope flittedl over her face and
she started sprinting wildly toward the
porch.

She never reached it.

The woods on three sides of the house
suddenly became alive with creatures who
could have come only out of a night-
mare.
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CHAPTER FOUR
The Nightmare Creatures

N/TTY HANDS gripped the iron bars of

the window with such intensity that
iny knuckles tuemed white. The creatures
which were closing in on Rose Foster
could not be humam, and yet the most
monstrous of them had some of the phys-
ieal eharacteristics of normal men and
wormen. And that was the most horrible
of all. If eaech of them had been all
monster the sight weuld have been less
terrifying than thelr hidesus perversiens
of manklnd.

There were about a dozen of them, some
male, some female, some both or neither.
There was the creature Carla had de-
scribed, with the tremendous shoulders
and withered torso who dragged himselff
over the ground with powerful arms.
There was something like a snake, wrig-
gling along the ground, yet with the face
of a handsome boy. There was a huge
hairy male shuffling like a great ape with
a single eye and appatently no mnose.
There was—

But why go on? Even now the vision
of that hellish crew makes me retch with
nausea.

They converged on Rose Foster, cut-
ting her off from the house. She was
screaming again, not loud; the screams
were thin as the edge of a razor and
utterly hopeless. Then I could no longer
hear her, although her mouth remained
open to the last. Other sounds drowned
out her terror: the hungry, lustful animal
growls of the monsters, and the shrieks
of the women in the cells on either side
of me.

We had forgotten Dr. Jarrett’s warn-
ing to keep still lest ‘the monsters learn
of our presence in the cell block. Each
of us was at our window and each of us
had gone temporarily mad, and we could
express our madness only through our

throats. Fortunmsitely the monsters were
too intent upon their immediate victim to
pay any attention to us.

I think that I shall never forget that
picture of Rose Foster standing within
that closing circle of horror, her fragile
lovely body tremiling like a fawn at bay,
her delicate features contorted with in-
sane terror. Then they were on her. The
one-eyed creature swept her up and tossed
her into the air. Amother monster caught
her and . . .

Welll, have you ever seen malicious
children playing with a sawdust doll which
they were bent on destroying? They
would toss it about to each other, by an
arm, by a leg, by the head, until the
sawdust ran out and there was nothing
left but a limp rag still bearing some of
the features of the doll? That was what
happened to little Rose Foster.

I shook and pounded at the bars until
my hands were sore and bleeding. At
last I turmed away. The animal howls
went on and on and the women in the
cells kept shrieking.

And then, above all that din, I heard a
woman laugh.

I forced myself to look again through
the barred window. The creature named
Cassie was standing just inside the clear-
ing. tall and magmificent in her transparent
evening gown, and her gorgeous face was
twisted with maniacal lzughter.

The monsters were still playing with
Rose Foster, but now she resembled less
a human being than they themselves. An
inert bundle covered with broken red skin.
Dead at last, I thought numibly, and I
was glad. She. at least, was out of it.
For us the horror had only begun.

A gun bellowed. A slug-like monster
leaped a foot in the air. Tie gun spoke
again and the thing went down.

Cassie stopped laughing. Her head
jetked toward the house. The gun con-
tinued to roar, four more times, and a
creature that looked like a giant crab died.
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APHERE was a sudden silence. We it

the cells had gopped screaming. The
growls of the monsters had died away.
They starped and writhed about wneasily,
stared dully at the bodies of the twe wheo
had been killed, and then with ene accord
loaked toward Cassle.

“Come," she ordered and disappeared
among the trees.

The monsters followed. The shots
started again, and one more creature died
before they all succeeded in leaving the
clearing.

For a long time I simply stood holding
myselff up by clutching the bars and star-
ing out into the clearing. Four bodies
lay there, three of the monsters and what
was left of Rose Foster.

An hysterical voice called : “Jay! Oh,
God, Jay, I'll go mad! Theyll come for
us mext!”

It was Carla. I went to the cell door.
The other women in the cells started
raving, their voices shrilll with hysteria.

I said, loud enough for all of them
to hear: “It’s all right now, we're safe.
It was Dr. Jarrett and his man who shot.
Guns can hold the monsters off all night.
Tomorrow the launch will come with sup-
plies and we’ll get off this cursed place
safely.”

My words calmed them to some ex-
tent. But I was consideralbly less optimis-
tic than I pretended. I didn’t trust Dr.
Jarrett; I wasn't satisfied with his expla-
nation for having locked us in the cells.
Thetre was nothing for us to do but hope.

I kept up a chatter of optimism to the
others. Suddenly I stopped talking as
a door nearby opened and closed. The
sound came from my right, away from
the house. There must be a back door
leading directly into the cell block from
outside.

Feet moved along the corridor. And
then Carla emitted a low cry and a woman
laughed.

That laugh! I had heard it a short time

ago in the clearing. I don’t think that I
will ever forget it. But, even as I heard
it, [ knew what I must do.

1 whispered : “Cassie!
ing for me. Here T am.”

She appeared in front of my cell, Even
in that uncertain light her beauty was
startling. Its only effect on me now was
one of murderous rage which I had diffi-
culty supptessing. But I forced a smile
on my lips; I forced ardor into my voice,
I spoke to her slowly, patiently, as to a
child.

“Cassie, you are so beautiful.
you, Cassie.”

She smiled as gratefully as a child who
has been given a new toy. She arched her
body, ran her hands sensuously over her
almost bared breasts.

“You love Cassie?” she muttered hap-
pily.

No sound from the other women in the
cells. I knew that all of them must be
listening intently, and I was certain that
they were aware of what my scheme was.

“Cassie, I want to hold you in my
arms,” I went on. “I want to kiss you,
love you.

“Yes,” she said. “That would be nice.”

In her hand was a large key. [ saiidi:
“Come in here, Cassie, so that I can love
you.”

She frowned. “No.
there."”

“Alll right, Cassie, I'll come out to
you. Welll go in the woods together and
I'll love youw.”

She nodded.
that."”

“But [ can't get out. They locked me

1

You are look-

I Jove

I don't like it in

“Yes. Cassie will like

in.
“Cassie will get you out.” She inserted
the key in the lock.

T PLUISHED the door open. She came
% into my arms, her cager smile baring
her sharp teeth. My right fist swept up
almost from the floor to her chin. It was
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a perfect knockout. Her statuesque body
crumpled against the corridor wall.

The key, as I had surmised, fitted all
the cells. In less tham a minute I had all
the doors open. Marie Foster lay uncon-
scious in the floor of her cell. Small
wondet, for she had seen the horrible way
in which her twin sister had died. I lifted
her in my arms and with the others
erowding at my heels we went to the
rhain section of the house. Night was
complete. but bright moonlight flooded in-
te the heuse.

I led the girls to the room where they
had been drying their clothes when the
firsit of the monsters had appeared. Wanda
Rimstad and Melantha Manm, who had
fled without their clothes, hurriedly
dressed.

Miss Desma said: “Wiat can we do
now? We can't possibly leave the island
and I doubt if the house will afford much
protection.”

“The importamt thing is not to let
panic get you again,” I replied. “That
would be fatal. You girls stay here. Don't
put a light on and under no circum-
stances make a sound. Is there a key
in this door? . .. Good. Lock the door
after me and don’t open it for anybody
but me. I'm going theough the house to
see if I can find a weapon. After that I'll
have a talk with Dr. Jarrett.”

The first floor of the house was de-
serted. I found matches on a table, noise-
lessly went through the rooms, opening
every drawer. No weapon of any kind.
1 made my way up to the second flbmmr.
The first door I came to opened into a
bedroomn. And seated on a chair at a win-
dow was the woman Elsie. She hadn't put
a light on, but the full moon filled the
room with its mellow glow,

She turmed her head slightly. “Come
in,” she said.

On the window sill lay a revolver.
Near it was a box of .38 cartridges,

“So you were the one who killed the

monsters, who drove them away,” I said.

Her hard, expressionless face belied the
intense emotion in her voice. “I was too
late to save the poor girl. I had to search
for a gun, and by the time I found it she
was dead.”

The window afforded a complete view
of the clearing.

Five dark bodies lay in the moonligt—
Miss Zelda and Rose Foster and the three
monsters.

“Where did the monsters come from ?
I asked. “Why are they on this islbandi?”

“Several years ago Dr. Jarrett lost his
doctor’s license. I don’'t know why. He
established what he calls this sanitarium
—ieallly a prison for humanm monsters.
They are the freakish offsprings of
wealthy' people who can pay large sums
to have the creatures hidden from the
world. The ordinary institutions wouldn’t
suffice. There is always the danger of a
leak, of an epidemic or a fire of a nosey
reporter exposing to the world the
parentage of the monsters, So they pay
Dr. Jairett well for hiding them on this
island.”

“I assumed it was something like that,”
I said. “And this evening they escaped.”

“Yes. Somehow I, or Joseph, failed to
lock Cassie's cell properly. She escaped,
got back to the house, stole a key and
released the other monsters. She can do
anything she wants with them. They re-
gard her as a kind of goddess."”

“Why is she here?” I asked. “She be-
longs in a madhouse.”

TF POSSIBLE, Elsie’s eyes grew even

hardet than they had been. “She’s not
like the others—pliysinallly. You've heard
people say that a woman is as beautiful
a8 sin. Cassie is evil incarnate. She’s not
mad; 1t's something far worse. She has
fie seul. And she is more dangerous than
any of the others because she has some
intelligenee.,” She paused; then added in
a low tone: "Her affection for yeu is the
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firsit time she showed any emotion aside
from sheer bestiality.”

“You know about thait?"

“Yes,” Elsie said. “From this window
I could hear everything that was said at
the cells. I thought of releasing all of
you, but you would be no better off else-
where on the island. I heard you trick-
ing Cassie into opening the door of your
cell. I heard you enter the room directly
below this where the girls now are.”

No sound came from the room below.
They were obeying my admomition teo
maintain absolute silence. “Wihy are you
here?” I asked.

“I am Jeseph's wife,” she replied

simply:

?p#srs Was nothing 1 could say- Eer
2 ement 1 stood Sikht:

T asked: “Wiere are Br. Jarrett and
Joseph 3 VWihat are they up to ™

“T den't knew,” Elsie replied: “They
went inte the weeds te try te bring Cassie
back. The other mensters weuld be mere
easily eontrolied if she were caught. Per-
haps they are dead.”

They were alive and unharmed as we
saw at that moment. Dr. Jarrett and
Joseph stepped into the clearing. They
walked like men who were afraid of their
shadows and their pistols were gripped
in their hands. They stopped walking
and stared at the bodies in the clearing.
Then, whispering to each other, they came
toward the house. They paused beneath
our window, not ten feet away from the
window of the room in which the girls
huddled in the darkmess. Elsie and I were
hardly bereathing as we listened,

“I tell you, Doc, that’s the only way,”
Joseph was saying. “Oiherwise we
haven’t got a chance. Wihen they saw
me in the woods they were going to tear
me apart. My gun wouldnt have been
any good against all of them. Lucky for
me, this naked girl came running along
chased by one of 'em. They forgot abeut
me and they all went after her.”

Dr. Jarrett nodded his massive head.

“And they caught her here.” He pointed
toward the bloody remains of Rose Fos-
ter. “That's what they did to her. The
shots must have come from Elsie. She
killed three of them and the rest were
scared off.”

“But they won't stay scared off,” Joseph
whispered in a voice husky with fear.
“They know the girls are here. Maybe
we can kill them all when they charge
the house, but chances are enough will
stay alive to get us.”

Dr. Jarrett looked a long time toward
fthe narrow wing. ‘“You're right,” he said
at last, “Iff we were to kill them, it would
mean the end of this lucrative—ah—busi-
ness. We would certainly not be paid
for keeping monsters who are dead. Yes,
we have no choice but to keep them
satisfied by giving the women to them.
We can lure them back to the cells by
using some of the women as balt—it's the
same technique as a hunter uses a live
kid to lure fllesh-eatiligy anirpals Inte a
trap.”

It took a while for the meaning of Dr.
Jarrett’s words to penetrate my brain. His
scheme was too diabolical and heartless
to have been proposed by a human being.
Near me Elsie was breathing heavily. I
could not tell how the idea affected her.

The whispering below went on. My
horror-mumitbed brain hardly heard Joseph
explain that later they could bury our
bodies and that our friends and relatives
would believe that we had been lost in
the storm.

A moan seemed to rise from the fitmor.
It was followed by a shrill scream in the
room below.

Poor girls! They had been forced to
listen to Dr. Jartett and Joseph discussing
the horrible fate that was in store for
them, and finally they had.been able to
maintain the agonizing silence no longer.
In the room below there was a bedlam of
hystetia.
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CHAPTER EIVE

Raid of the Monsters

T SNATCHED the revolver out of
A Elsie’s hand and poked my head and
right arm through the open window. Df,
Jarrett and Joseph had started ruAning
around te the porch steps as seoh as they
had realized that the glrls were In that
toora. I had a chanee for twe shots befere
they disappeared inte the heuse. I was
tremibling with mingled herror and rage.
The shets went wild.

I made for the door of the bedroom.
“I'll kill them!"” T sobbed. “They’re worse
than the monsters!™

“Wait!"” Elsie' yelled. “That’s not the
way. We're all doomed if we start fifibitiing
among ourselves.”

I paid no attention to her. At the head
of the stairs I stopped, staring down into
the broad electric-lit foyer below, Every
room on the first floor, including the
wing, opened into the foyer. Dr. Jarrett
and Joseph were chatging in from the
large front room. One of the girls had
unlocked the door of the room in which
I had left them and in their frenzy they
were pouring out into the foyer.

At the sight of Dr. Jarrett and Joseph
the girls stopped dead, paralyzed with
terror. They simply crouched before the
open door, whimpering, moaning.

Miss Desma was shrilling crazily: “¥You
can’t turn us over to the monsters! You're
men, not fiends! Oh, God, please dom™t!"

Dr. Jarrett’s ugly face was set into a
twisted mask from which he had excluded
all pity. Joseph said between his teetin:
“Get back into the room, all of you, or
I'll start shooting.”

I was halfway down the stairs when I
shot at Joseph. He spun in a half turn,
cursed harshly and swung his revolver
toward me. The bellowing of both our
guns filled the house. I kept thumbing
the hammer back and pulling the trigger
several times after the gun was empty.

“Jay! Oh, God, Jay!” I heard Carla’s
voice. Behind me Elsie was crying: “Stop
it, you fools! We all share the same
danger!”

I was rather surprised to find that I
hadn’t been hit. Joseph lay motionless in
the foyer. And I saw Dr, Jarrett bringing
up his gun slowly. His tiny blood-shot
eyes bulged ; his upper lip was drawn back
over his teeth.

My legs wobbled under me. My own
revolver was empty. Dr. Jarrett would kill
me and then he would hand the women
over to the monsters,

He didn’t shoot. I saw his gun swing
away from me, saw the terror that leaped
into his eyes before I realized what the
hellish cries meant which had suddenly
become an overtome to the screams of the
women. The animal howls grew louder,
were all around the house. Feet pounded
on the porch and in the cortidor of the
wing. The monsters were coming from
both sides!

"Jay.!"

Carla’s anguished voice separated itself
from the din, became a thing apart. 1
flew down the stairs moaning her name,
If T had had another bullet in my gun, I
would have put it into her heart. It would
be an easier, a cleaner way to die.

T WAS at the bottom step when the frist
of the monsters plunged into the foyer.
Dr. Jarrett snapped a quick shot at the
creature and it stopped abruptly. It had
come in on all four limbs. Its browless
eyes, the size of saucers, glazed and it
swayed. A second monster charged in,
knocking the dying creature flat on its
face, As I sprang toward Carla, I saw
a third one scurrying in from the comridor
doot. Dr. Jartett’s gun kept barking.

I could think of nothing but to get
to Carla. “Jav!” I heard again and her
diear face leaped up before me. One hand
touched her arm, the other started to
slide around her shoulder—them some-
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thing like a -battering ram knocked me
away.

I twisted, lashing out wildly, desperate-
ly, My fist sank into filbby fllesh. “Car-
la? T sobbed and kept fifigitiing. I didn't
know what I was fiighting. a mist clouded
my eyes; but I kept swinging with the
frenzy of one who knows that he is
doomed. The mingled screams and howls
were teerific. Monstrous bodies pressed
around me. Ewety drive of my fists struck
flesh., But it was hopeless. There was
no end to the on-passing bodies. My arms
turned to lead. I felt myself skammed
against the wall and my legs gave way.

Trememndouws arms picked me up, hurled
me down. I had a sensation of falling for
a long time—falling, falling. . . .

My first thought when I recovered con-
sciousness was that I was on a boat which
was rocking violently. I grinned. I had
fallen asleep on the motor launch, I told
myself, and now it was storming. The
island and De. Jarrett and the monsters
had all been a bad dream. I would open
my eyes and Carla would be nearby.

I opened my eyes. A vacuum formed
inside of me. I was in the big living room
of Dr. Jarrett’s house. And I was look-
ing up into the beautiful face of the she-
monster, Cassie,

She was carrying me. She placed me
gently down on a couch and then she slid
her six-foot length up on the couch beside
me. She writhed against me, purring
like a contented cat.

I lay motionless. The house was quiet,
but far off I heard a rumble of sound,
the distant collective voice of the mon-
sters and of those of the girls who were
still left alive.

Cassie had no doubt saved my life.
After she had recovered consciousness in
the corridor she must have slipped imto
the woods and rounded up the other mon-
sters and led them in the raid on the
house. Forgetting the blow I had struck
her or holding no enmity against me, she

must have saved me from death and had
remained here with me while the other
monsters had taken the girls into the
woods.

I felt no gratitude toward her. Carla
was dead by now or would soon be. I
would have preferred not to have recov-
ered. In spite of her superb beauty, the
touch of her scantily clad body against
mine made my skin crawl. She was the
creature who had ripped Miss Zelda's
throat out. She was a soulless, merciless
beast, Amd the fact that she evidently
loved me filled me only with horror.

I brought my hands up under her. She
smiled and moaned with pleasure as my
hands inadvertently brushed over her
breasts. My fiimgers caressed her smooth
throat—then tightened. . . .

TUER green eyes opened wide with
surptise. For moments she did not
understand, and then she was fighting for
her life. I heaved upward and we rolled
off the couch, myself on top. She was
remarkably strong. She writhed under
me, kicking up with her legs, clawing my
face to ribbons with sharp firfipgernails,

Relentlessly I hung on. Warm blood
rushed down my torn face, but I felt no
pain. Little by little her resistance weak-
ened. Presently she lay still. For a
minute or two more my flirgers chung
about her throat. Then groggily I stood
up and looked down at her motionless
form.

A pang of regret gripped my heart.
She looked all woman as she lay there
dead, the acme of feminine beauty. And
in her insane, monster fashion she had
loved me. . . . Then I recalled the thing
that she had been and I could not be
sorry that I had rid the world of her.

Dr. Jarrett’s big body lay in the open
doorway to the foyer. His massive head
lay at a queer angle from his shoulders,
His neck had been broken. Nearby lay
two monsters whom he had shot before
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the others had reached him. Between them
was the body of Jeseph whem I had
killed. And at the boettom 6f the stairway
was a mutilated pulp—all that was left of
Elsie.

I stood surveying this charmel scene
without emotion. I think that by that time
I was incapable of emotion. In a kind
of detached way, as if I wete following out
orders, I set about looking for the revolver
I had dropped during the fight with the
monsters, When I found it, I weat up
the stairs to the bedreom where I had
spoken to Elsie. The box of cartridges
was still on the windowssill. I leaded the
revolver and poured the rest of the ear-
tridges into my pants pocket.

Through the open window I saw the
full moon, now turned white, sailing high
in the sky. And then, directly overhead,
a motor roared, and from behind the
house an airplane swooped.

Breathlessly I watched it disappear.
I waited there at the window. It did not
return. The drome of the motor had
drowmned out my shouts, had drowned out
the other cries, I knew that the hydro-
plane was looking for us. Wihen the launch
had not returmed after the storm, 4 wide
hunt, which must be going on this minute,
had been imstituted.

I recalled having seen a five gallon can
of kerosene in the kitchen pantry while
searching for a weapon. I found the can,
snatched up a handful of matches, and
methodiicallly I set to work. In a few
minutes I had started fires in half a
dozen patts of the house. I opened every
window wide. A strong wind was blow-
ing. In spite of the storm that afternoon,
a tnenth of dry weather had made the
vegetation into excellent tinder. The fiire
weuld sweep the islend,

It might serve as a signal for the
searching parties, but it was too late for
that now. Primanilly, the fire woud be a
deadly instrument of vengeance, for noth-
ing would escape its withering blast.

CHAPTER SIX
The Purging Fire

WW7HIEN I reached the edge of the clesr-
ing, I glanced baek at the heuse.
The interior seemed ablaze with Kights,
and as I watched, a tongue of flame shet
out of a window and licked the siding.

I didn't bother looking fer a path.
Plunging into the underbrush, I kept
going in the direction from whieh the
cries were coming. Thorns ripped my
clothes, slashed my skin,

A girl’s insane voice keened out In front
of me. Carla’s voice? Impessible te tell,
but it might be, and hope gushed baek.

Suddenly the vegetation ended and I
found myself on the shore. A giel was
running into the sea, the water already
up to her hips—eand two monsters were
pursuing her. From the squat sealy
body of one something like & tentacle
snaked out, The girl threw herselif face
forward in the water and vanished. Then
the monster also went under the water.

I was about to snap a shot at the second
monster when the fiirst came up with the
girl's struggling body in its tentacles. I
couldn’t shoot now for fear of hitting
the giel. I was running and was now knee-
deep in water, The second monster saw
e, shrieked thinly, and flew at me. Its
mmoverment took it out of line with the
glel and I squeezed the trigger of the
gun. The ereature’s voice was eut off
abruptly and the rod-like body fell for-
ward with a splash.

The other monster wasn’t more than
five feet away now. The girl's nearly
nude, squirming body was held in front
of its hideous form. Cursing, I tried to
step atound for a shot. The monster
lifted the girl high over its head and
hueled her at me. I hadn't time to step
aside. The girl’s torso struck me square-
ly 1n the chest and I stumbled backward
for a eouple of steps and went down,
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A face contorted with unbearable hor-
ror was inches from my own. It was
Melantha Manmn, Carla’s cousin.

“Jay I" she moaned. “Thank heaven you
came."”

Save for wisps of torm shorts which
hung on her only by a miracle, her clothes
had been ripped off her.

“Wiere are the others?"
“Carla?”

“I don't know,” she wailed. “Pray God
that they are already dead. I tried to
drown myself, but they wouldn't let me.
They wanted to . ..” She started to shud-
der violently.

The monster had flled. I inspected my
revolver. Fortumattely I had fallen on dry
land and the gun was unharmed. I was no
longer thinking of vengeamce. Melantha
was still alive, so perhaps it was not yet
too late to save Carla and the others. I
could still hear what sounded like
screaming.

I said: “Walk along the shore until
you come to the launch. Get in it and
wait.”

Melantha jumped to her feet and
clutched at my arm. “Don’t leave me
alone! Please!"

“I'm going after the rest of the mon-
sters. They might get you again.”

“I'll go with you," she insisted wildly.
“You have a gun. If worst comes to
worst, you can kill me.”

Without a word I started along the
shore. She scampered after me, a crazy
whimper trickling from her lips. The wind
was reaching gale proportions. Griraly I
told myself that nature which had brought
us to this hell, was now on the side of
vengeamce. Above the trees we could
see the leaping fllames of the burning
house. In almost no time the entire
island would be ablaze,

I asked.

'IHE screams were bursting against our
eardrums now. I felt the slowness
of our progress would drive me mad. And

then, when finally we burst upon the
nightmare scene, I was certain that I had
indeed gone mad. For in spite of the
horrors I had experienced on that island,
I could not convince myself that what my
eyes saw could conceivably be real,

We stood on the edge of an emormous
flat rock. On the rock itself were the
monsters and the girls. Not two hundred
feet away the woods were on fire, and the
roaring of the oncoming flames and the
yellow fliickeringg fire made the scene look
truly like a part of hell.

I have described how the monsters had
tossed Rose Foster about the way mali-
cious children toss a sawdust doll.

Welll, it was something like that now,
only worse.

Miss Desma, her clothes ripped from
her, one of her legs broken, was trying
frantically to crawl away from two mon-
sters who pramced and giggled on either
side of her and kept jabbing pointed
branches into her delicate flesh. A thing
like a giant slug which used all four limbs
like hands was tearing Marie Foster apart
as I have seen boys do to a fily. She was
dead, I saw, and her blood spattered the
thing’s body. Wamnda Rimstad was in
the center of a circle of monstets whe
wete pelting her with stones, She
crouched, her head buried in her arms, her
bruised boedy gquiveting, a hellew, endless
seream quivering from her throat, yet
making no atternpt to aveld the missiles.
And Carla—

She was at the further end of the rock
—in the arms of the huge ape-like cresture
with a single eye. He was the moest nearly
human, the most definitely male of them
all, and so her fate would be even mere
horrifle than that of the others. He had
ripped her clothes from her, and as I
watched he crushed her quivering levely
body against his hairy chest.

It wasn’t, I think, mote than a few
seconds before I started moving forward
with my revolver belching death. I was
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remarkably calm, as if I had lost the
ability to feel violent emotion.

The monsters came at me. Some never
reached me. Then my gun was empty
and I was fighting, squirming. retreating
back into the woods. I sank under a
bush, reloaded, then emerged again on
the rock. shooting. The monsters had
enough intelligence to fear my deadly
weapon., They flied.

The creature who had Carla was the
last to flee, but when he saw me going
for him, he turmed with a bellow of fear
and plunged in the direction of the fiire. 1
could have shot him in the back, but I was
afraid that the slug might go through his
body and strike Carla. As I raced after
him, I could hear Carla shrieking my
name,

The fire turmed him back toward me.
He tried to cut off at an angfe, but the fire
was closing in on three sides. Through
the undergrowth I saw him hesitate at the
very edge of the blaze and glance back
at me. The heat was terrific. Wiith a bel-
low of rage he dropped Carla and charged
at me. I waited until he was almost on
me before I shot. I had to put three slugs
into him before he was dead.

Wihen I reached Carla, we clung to each
other as if we wanted to fuse our bodies.
I lifted her in my arms and carried her
back to the rock. The women were hud-
dled together. Marie was dead. Miss
Desma had a broken leg and bled from a

score of wounds. Wamda Rimstad had
hardly the strength to get to her feet. I
placed Carla on her feet, swung Miss
Desma over one shoulder, and with Carla
and Melantha supporting Wamda on either
side we started to make our way toward
the water.

That trip was like a bad dream. We
sensed rather than saw the monsters who
still remained alive lurking all around us,
following us. Now and then we heard the
grunts and mewlings above the roar of
the fire or of a heavy body moving
through the underbrush. If they all
charged us at once, they would overwhelm
me. When we reached the water, we
breathed more easily. We went along the
narrow beach until at long last we came
to the launch. Carla and Melantha
helped me push it off the shote and then
T paddled it a couple of hundred feet out.
After that we just sat, watehing the flire.

After an hour or so the fiire reached
the shore and I had to paddie out further
to avoid the heat. Omce we heard a
howl of agony rise in the heart of the fiire
which made us turn pale. Amnother time
we saw something, which at that distance
looked very much like a man, leap into
the water and swim. For a long time
it kept on swimming and fimally disap-
peared.

By morning nothing would be left alive
on the island. That was for the best.
Fire, the great purifier. . ., .

THE END
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DEATH LIVES IN MY LIPS!

By

Likee any normad womam, | wented
to love and be loved] to feel the
sharp ecstasy of a maw's Awmgry
ligs pressed against mine. Bat I was
foveed! to live apart from the joys
of the world; for the curse of the
Prahars was in my blood — and
deatth for the mam who dared to
love me lay in the toacth of my lips!

WILL tell my story as it happened,

and try to tell it calmly, though even

now as I set it down I am shuddering
with its hideous memory. My name is
Manya Corot. My father, who died when
I was three, was of Fremch descent. My
mother was an Austrian~Ammtican. I re-
alize now that we had never been like
other familles ; some Intangible foreboding
geemmed always to be hanging over us.
Though we lived quietly in the small su-
burban village, we had plenty ef meney.
My father had died rieh, I wnderstosd!;
54
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and mother’s fortune was in charge of a
Mr. Freemam, at a bank in nearby New
York City.

My mother died when I was twelve,
but my memory of her is more vivid than
of many who have been close to me since.
She was tall and dark and slim, with a
certain strange exotic beauity which al-
ways seemed to me to have a strange, un-
human fasecination. At twelve I felt that
every man who looked at mother must
madly leve her, I think perhaps I was net
too wrong In that. Many men friends
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were often at our house—Robert Free-
man, the banker; our family physician,
Dr. Frank MacArthur, and many others.
Theose others now were dead.

At twelve I had developed amazingly
to be a youthful replica of mother. I re-
call her staring at me during her last
tragic illness. And she had murmured,
“Ofh, Manya—you will be so beautiful—
like I was. . .”

There was tragedy in her eyes. I think
it was then that horror first stabbed at me,
for she added, “You, too, are cursed. Your
kisses—theyll mean death to the man
you kiss. The curse is on us, The curse
of the Prahars—amd I dared to kmigh
when he said it would hound me and mine,
But it has . . . and now I must answer
for what I've done.”

My mother died that next day. What
she had done, I never knew. But I heard
vague whispers of infidelity, disloyalty, in-
nurmerafble lovers. . . . Her last words
burned always in my youthful mind. Sub-
consciously, I grew afraid to let anyone
kiss me. I became nervous; neuretic, I
was living with a governess and two maids
in the same suburban house. I hated peo-
ple. I spent my time In the hollow behind
the grounds, down by a sullen stream with
evil-smelllng dead leaves and soggy,
marshy banks. And I brooded eontinual-
ly.

Rebert Freemam, the banker whe had
charge of my meney, eften came to see
me. Dr. Frank MacArthur—a big blend
handsome man of abeut forty new—was
still my physician. Outwardly, things
hadn’t changed for me.

Dr. MacArthur was really worried
over my health, that year when I was
sixteen. “Child, you must tell me what
you're brooding about,” he urged me once.
He gently held my hand, with his keen
physician’s eyes searching me,

“Nothing at all,” I murmured sullenly.
“There’s nothing the matter with me, Dr.
MacArthur.”

TTOW could T tell him of that stalking,

ever-present fear? The fear of be-
coming a murderess! I might have told
him of my mother’s words—that a kiss
from me was death; told him that always
there was the urge of normal sex within
me, so that it seemed I was a battleground.
But I couldn't tell him,

Dr. MacArthur yielded at last; but he
came with weekly visits to check 64 my
health. And always his handsome face was
grave; his gentle eyes searching me, I
thought on these visits that as he gazed at
me, he saw again the haunting, haunted
beauty of my dear mother,

I was seventeen when I met Tom
Thorp. He was eighteen—an wunusually
handsome, brown-haired fellow. I knew
nothing of his family; he was visiting a
friend in the village. Against my brood-
ing fear, built up throughout these years,
I felt a sickening weakening of my re-
solves—alll that was norrmal in my highly
passionate nature impelling me to Kight
the fires of passion in him—fires which
were ready for the kindling, as I saw,
beneath the surface. By every attifice,
that late afterneen as we walked thfeugh
the snewy weeds beside a half-frozen
streafh, I used my darkly slumbrous, ex-
atie beauty—beauty of face and bedy—to
arouse him. And when, Ifi a sudden sweep
he had me iA his arehs, and his kisses
Burhed and thiebbed agalnst my eager
lips, every instinet within me rese half-
fearfully yet eageHy o meet his AHlaiing
passien.

We said nothing of love. He tried, but
I repulsed him. The fever of the moment
was spent, chilled with the deepening,
darkening silhouettes about us. Amd a
terriible, terrotizing question was mount-
ing within me. It was dim and distomi;
but I heard its voice and a mortal fear
was stunning me at what it portended.
It was possible, it might be positive, that
at this instant, with this man’s kisses still
upeh fy llps, that I was his mmwddersss!
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Dear God, my mother had warmed me!
What justification, if it were true, could
I fifirdi?

There were shadows crowding us as we
went up the narrow path. They seemed to
leer at me. Threes were swaying, mockimg;
the wind whistling softly through the trees
was whispering to me that soon this man
would die.

And then, the next day, there was a
note from his friend saying that Tom was
in the hospital with pneumomia. I went
down to the stream, torn with anguish and
reproach. Yet my common sense asserted
itself. There was nothing of a curse in
this. Pmewmonia was a most prosaic dis-
ease ; it had nothing to do with this strange
mystic horror which engulfed me. Tom
was no part of it; my mother had been
unfalthful, broken faith with a man named
Prahar, and he had cursed her, What had
that to do with me?

I went at last to the hospital. Tom was
dying; they had him in an oxygen tent.
I reached the door, but I could not bring
myselff to go in. I was afraid he might
read in my eyes the thoughts I was think-
ing.

How I knew when he died, I do not
know. Yet before the nurse came out
with the grey-haired doctor, I knew. FEor
an instant the door to his room was ajar.
Although I was at an angle and could not
see her, I heard a woman weeping. It was
his mothef. I could hear her babbling over
him. Then I stiffened, my heart pounding
and my head reeling, for her words were
shrill and distimet:

“Darmn her! Damn that Manya Corot.
She killed you—nay poor boy. She killed
you just as surely as her mother killed
Prahar. He cursed her as he stood before
her and drove the knife through his heart
—cutsed her for her infidelity. Cursed her
and all her spawn. They're rotten, the
Corot wofnen; eursed, and their love leads
only to death—death! Oh fay poor bey—
she’s killed yeu. .. .”

DLURRED and numbed, shuddering
with hotror, I fled from the hospital.
And all that night, in bed at home I lay
trembling, dank with cold sweat. Was I a
murderess? Cursed by some dead nec-
romancer ? T vowed, that night, that never
again would I let a man kiss me. There
would be no dreams of love and passion—
all that my pulsing nature craved must be
subdued forever.
Again I made mysellf a brooding hermit.
I felt that even the servants were watch-
ing me—uwhispering about the curse that
was on me; whispering that I was a mur-
deress. I got a new maid—a middle-aged
woman named Mary Petets. I grew to
like het, and I discharged the others, liv-
ing alone with Peters.

But I couldn't keep up the isolation.
There were times when I told myself that
surely the tragedy which followed my
passionate outburst was a mere coinci-
dence. How could death be transmitted
by a kiss? I was a girl of America of the
Twemtieth Century—how could I believe
in a cutse that belonged to the dark ages?

Then I met John Walllace and Alan
Carter. Perhaps Robert Freemam, my
guardian from the bank in New York,
or Dr. MacArthur, arranged that I would
meet the two young men. Dr. MacArthur
always was frankly working to overcome
my neuroticism—always urging me not
to remmain alone.

Omce, impulsively, I had told Dr. Mac-
Arthur of my obsession; and as I saw his
eyes open with astonishment and heard his
ejaculation of relief, it seemed all my ter-
ror was lifted and forever gone.

“Wihy Manya—are you still thinking of
what that Thorp woman said in the hos-
pital ? I heard of it, of course. But child
—that’s idiotie. . .”

I promised him then that I would never
think of it again.

“Just be like other girls, Mamya,” he
told me, “No reason why you shouldm’t.”

No reason. How happy I was, then,



DEATH LIVES IN MY LIPS! 57

Alan Carter was a handsome young fel-
low in his early twenties; slim, graceful,
with a mop of longish wavy black hair.
Hiis father was an art photographet in
New York. Alan himsslif was somewhat
of a camera fliand. I grew to like him very
much,

But it was big rugged John Wallace—
just a hardware salesman, tall and lean
and rugged like Lincoln—whom sudden-
ly T realized I loved. It didn't frighten
me—that sudden realization. The past,
after these months seemed to have re-
ceeded like memory of an unhappy dream,
8o that, almost for the first time A my
life, I was really happy.

Being swept along—into what? I never
thought of it. I could think only of my
dreams of Joha Wallace; his big strong
arms around me, his lips murimuring that
he loved me. He would tell me it soon—
I had seen it in his eyes; seen his growing
love for me,

Alan Carter’s father died that auwthumm;
and Alan took over his father's studio.
And one evening he invited me to his
home—wihich wasn't far from mine—ask-
ing if he couldn't take some informal flash-
lights of me. I accepted. God knows I had
no premonition of what was going to hap-
pen. Outb friendship, to me, had seemed
wholly platonle,

I posed for him in the drapes which he
had brought from his studio in New
York. The posing thrilled me. I was
beautiful—my body voluptuous, fully ma-
tured now; and my face had that strange
beauty Inhetited from my mother, Dis-
playing my beatity gave me pleasure,
theugh I was thinking, not of Alan Carter,
but of John Walllace whem [ loved.

Alan was quiet, with a solemn tense-
ness as he posed me and made his pic-
tures, impetsomally in the fashion his
father would have used with a professional
model. Then suddenly he seized me, drew
me to the couch.

“Mamya,” he said, “there’s semething

strange about you.” His breath seemed
choking him. “You're just a—woman of
ice. And I think if I kissed you. , .”

I had no chance to avoid him; his lips
smothered my protests.

“Mamya darkimg—"

“Alan—stop!” I gasped.

But he would not listen. “Manya—you
glorious womam, . .»

I tried to force myself to halt his
advances, yet a wild answering passion
which I was unable to stem seemed to
be gripping me. Where was my love for
John? This was not love, but it was a
disloyalty to the man I Joved.

A disloyalty. A curse. Yet it was a
surging passion which would not be de-
nied. Then the monster suddenly took
shape again—the monster of my terror,
leeting at me. Was it Tom Thorp’s dead
face, like a hovering shadow over in the
corner, reminding me of his body—his
body which lay rotting in its grave because
we had kissed?

“Alan,” T heard myseif protesting, “you
must Histen—"

Was it too late? Wihat difference now,
if it were? The ecstasy of the moment,
those pent-up emotions struggling to re-
lease themselves, were out of hand. But
I loved John—and suddenly I called his
name:

“John—elp mef
Jolm—"

For God’s sake,

A ND as though it were a miracle, sud-
denly I saw John standing in the
doorway! O could it be John, with that
teeming hate pouring from his eyes as
he teok a rnenacing step toward Alam?
Dear God—not murder. I mmight be a
murderess—omice a rurderess; but the
man I leved must not be a murderer!
How I gathered my wits and flung
my torn drapes around me so quickly,
I do not know. But in an instant I was
at John’s side, springing between him and
Alan,
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“Take me home, Johm. Please take me
home,"” I cried hysterically.

My need seemed to bring him out of
his wrath. “My poor little girl,"” he said.
He saw my coat on a chair; my shoes,
stockings and skirt on the hassock. “Here,
I’ll help you—" He seemed to have for-
gotten Alan for the instant. And Alan
remained on the couch, numbed, his eyes
upon me, defiant and bewildered. John
hutled him one last look as he edged me
toward the doorr

Alan just sat watching us. As the door
closed behind us, I thought I heard a
heart-breaking sob burst from him,

I do not remember the taxi ride home,
save that John’s dear arm was about me
and he murmured words of consolation
and love. He had been to my home; my
maid had told him where I was, so he
had gone to Alan’s. I hardly heard his
explanation. Alan was paramoumt in my
mind. He had dared to love me! He had
dared to caress and kiss me! What price
would he pay?

Wiithin my cozy den, the evening's
episode seemed almost a nightmare. John
was so real, so solicitous. All the tender-
ness in my nature suddenly asserted itself
as he knelt down, put a match to the wood
and kindling that was laid in the fiiegiice.
Then he rang for Peters, at my request.
I ordered her to bring us coffee and sand-
wiehes. John sat beside me, warming my
hands between his. Wauwld he tell me to-
flght that he loved me? I was trembling
inside, afrald of these lurking shadows,
yet lenging to belong to him. Then sud-
denly it eare. Wiitheut preface; forceful
and direet. That was John's way.

“Mamya,” he said abruptly. “I guess
you know I love you.” His hand went
gently to my arm, with his eyes searching
my face.

“Johm. , .” I had no thought of coguetry
as [ swayed against him—no thought of
anything save to tell him that I loved him,
and to feel his arms around me,

“You do love me,” he murmured.

“Yes!” It burst from me. And then he
was holding me, with his dear arms
around me, his lips coming toward miires ...,

My telephone rang. John's arms lJoos-
ened.

“Ill answer it,"” I said. I got up and
went to the little taboret across the room,
lifted the receiver.

“Mamya—ithis is Mr. Wallace—Alan's
uncle. , .»

My heart leaped. Alan’s uncle? His
voice was urgent with emotion. He had
just returned from New York. Numbly
I listened, with the room blureing around
me. Alan was dead ! His uncle had come
in and found him. Dead—off poison, the
doctor said. A swigide!

“Mamya, what is it?" John asked.

The room swayed and blurred around
me. [ think I was hysterically, wildly
laughing. . . , Alan was dead! He had
committed suicide. Another who had
kissed me and died!

And here was the man I loved coming
toward me. He too would kiss me, . , .

“Get out of here!” I heard myself
gasping. “I—I never want to see you
again! I hate yow!”

“Why, Manya, dear—uwhy,
Lord—"

ke tried to seize me, but I shoved him
away,

“I lied to you! I don't love you! It
was Alan Carter I loved, and now he’s
dead—"

Peters stood in the doorway. “You'd
better go,"” she said to John.

“Yes, go!"” I screamed. “I hate youw—
get out of here! [ never want to see you
again!”

Poor dear John. Like a big, baffled
animal he stood confused, gazing help-
lessly from Peters to me as he winced
undet my lashing tongue.

l‘Mamya_M

“You fool! Don’t you know when
you're being put out? I don’t love you.

goed
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I love Alan Carter and he—he’s dead!”
Peters shoved at him as I sank into a

chair, sobbing. Then he was gone.
Peters and I packed all that night, and

s00n after dawn we fled from the village.

FIVHEE house that Dr. MacArthur found
for Peters and me was a llitle fur-
nished bungalow, set with its baek te the
brink of a gully, a path of woeeds areund
it, and a little side-road winding past. It
was a fnile from an up-state village.

It was secluded enough ; but how could
I run away from a thing like this when
the horror of it burned into my brain, and
all my tortured thoughts, my dreams at
night, held nothing but the pathetic, tragic
memory of Alan Carter’s face, and my
conjured vision of how he must have
looked, dying in convulsions ?

And how shall I describe my despair-
ing conviction that never again would I
see John Walllace. I loved him now more
than anything in the woeld. But stronger
than that love was the terror of swrren-
det to him. Love and martiage, I would
never have them because I was cursed.

The first two days I lived in a night-
mare, fearing that I might weaken and
send for John; by night I lay drenched in
sweat, filled with the ghastly horror that
I might cast aside all restraint and claim
the love I knew he felt for me. ... Then
the shadows were closing in on me again
—gfifh shadows with leering, lurking
fnenace; aecuslng shadews of Alan and
Tomh Thiyrp whe were dead—whose bloed
I had eengealed from the white heat of
passien Inte the festering of the grave.

That third night I stood at my window.
There was only blackness outside. Black-
ness and strange sounds of the lonely
night. A premomition of ghastly horror
was upon me. Once I thought I would
fush to the phone and call John to come
and save me. Save me from what? I did
not know. There was a chill dankness in
the alr, but my fevered face welcomed it.

My brain was on fire. My body was on
fire;; throbbing—longing for Johm. And
that fierce geisly terror persisted, rising
up like a great monster, ready to spring
and devour me,

Peters came into the room almost
soundlessly. She spoke to me, but I hard-
ly heard the words. That voice of Peters
—there had always been something vague-
ly, queerly reminiscent about it. As though
in some former incarnation I might have
known her—as a friend, or an emerny?
And the timbre of her voice stirred me
tonight—stirted me so that I trembled,
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I do not know how long I stood there.
Fimallly, in exhawstiom, I went to bed
and lay uncovered, with my throbbing
body nude. Them, at last, I must have
drifted to sleep, and I thought I was
drearning. I felt arms about me, protect-
ing and loving. I struggled to get away.

Gradumllly my senses were returning; 1
was regaining consciousness. Vaguely I
felt the arms tightening about me; and
now a voice was murthuting to me,

It was John’s voice!

A TERRIBLE lethargy was upon me.
I wanted to cry out—to tell him not
to kiss me, not to caress me, because
if he did it would mean death to him. But
I could not arouse myself. And then I
heard his words:
“Mamya—liittle Manyz—"
The moonlight—I could see now its
silver sheen as it struck in through my
bedroom window and upon his face. It
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made him look ghostlike, sitting there. . . .

“Mamya, why did.you run away? Dr.
MacArthur was so good—he told me
where to find you.™”

“John—you—you—" My hand held
him off. I must get him out of here.
Then dimly I remembered—

“John,” I gasped, “You diidmn"t—didn't
kiss me just now, did you?"

“Kiss you?” He leaned toward me,
“Wihy, there’s nothing wrong in that, is
there ?*

His face came dowm, but I wildly
shoved at him.

“John—my God—*

At my wild look, my face, pallid in the
moonlight with God knows what look of
terror on it, he drew back. And suddenly
his hand went up to his face.

“Good Lord—" he muttered. He
seemed for the second dazed.

“John—" Horror choked me. Sentinels
of death were crowding us.

“I guess—I guess I don’t feel very
well, Manya,” he murmured. He tried to
laugh, “How idiotic. What—what were
you saying, darling?” He sat on the bed,
swaying. “I’'m afraid there’s something
the matter with me, Manya—"

Dear God—the end . ......

I leaped up, with my disheveled hair
streaming down on my shoulders and
breasts. John had staggered from the
bed; he was standing confused.

“I'm—sick,” he muttered. Then he
seemed to realize he was terrifying me.
“Qfh, I'm all right—just feel—queer. My
head—and I'm trembling.”

His outstretched hand was shaking as
though palsied. Dear God, he was so
pallid, his eyes wide with startled won-
derment and a growing terror. Forgetful
of my nudity, I leaped from the bed,
clung to him.

“John—youw don’t realize—" I ecould
only laugh wildly—laugh and sob and
cling to him, “You're going te die, John.
Oh my Geod, you're going to die and I've

killed you! Murderess—that's Manya
Corot—murderess—"

He was gripping me now—staring at
me—trying to collect his scattering
thoughts. And his face so pale with the
sweat pouring out on it,

“Diie, Manya?”

He staggered as he tried to clutch me.
... The end. Oh, why would I sttand
here like this, with the man I Joved
dying before me? A doctor—we must
phone a doctor, Or phone to a hospital
—there was a hospital over at Whiite Cap
Mounmtaim, ten miles away,

I must have been babbling it. “Yes—a
doctor—a hospital,” he gasped. “I guess
you're right, Manya.”

My telephone was out in the living
room. Together, clinging to each other,
we started for it. Then a low moan ab-
ruptly sounded in the dim and silent bun-
galow ! We rounded a corner of the little
hallway, stood frozen. Peters! My maid
lay here on the fftear! Peters, in her black
dress and the stab wound in her breast
a crimson Hhermor!

“Peters!” I gasped. “Ot, Peters—*

Her agonized eyes focussed on me.
“You—damn you,” she faintly murmured.
“Mundbness! You killed my boy, Tommy
—damn youw—"

Tom Thorp’s mother! The woman of
the hospital who had stridently cursed me
for the death of her son! If only I had
caught a glimpse of her that day in the
hospital!

“TWAMN you, Manya Corot,” she was

faintly gasping. “I had my venge-
ance, didn't I? Drugging you—" She
geemed to see the staggering John as he
swayed, numbed, dazed, with me suppert-
ing him. “The man you love—=" The dying
wornan teled to laugh, but It was only
a ghastly gurgle of bleed in her fhreat.
"Rl die! Yeu can’t save him=mell dle
frem the aeeursed kiss yeu've given
RiR="
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She was dying. Who had killed her?
Had she committed suicide ? The ghastly
sight of her blurred before me, as for that
instant I clung to John. My head was
whirling beyond rational thought. .... A
hospital—a doctor—John was dying—we
must get help. . . .

I realized that I was stumbling forward
—nudle, half mamiac woman no doubt—
holding the dazed, stricken man I loved
—trying to get to the telephone to sum-

mon help—

“Mamya—winere are we? I can’t see
much."”

God, how he was twitching now! Like
Alan Cartert . .. He collapsed into a
chair. “You know the name—af a doc-
tor—near here?” he mumbled. “Or you
better call the police. Tell them to send
a doctor—or an ambulkamas—"

I found the telephone. My teeth were
chattering; my whole body bathed in
sweat as I lifted the receiber.

“Put that back!” At the sound of the
grim voice, I dropped the receiver back
on its hook, stared numbly at a shapeless
figuree that rose up from the shadows be-
side me. “I'll be the one to call the police,
Manya—the police, and a doctor and an
ambulance which will be too late.”

Dr. Framk MacArthur ! The handsome
physician stood here leering at me; his
hand at his side clutched a knife still
dripping crimson! A changed Dr. Mac-
Arthur from the man I had known so
many years—his hair disheveled—his face
contorted with the lust for killing mingled
with his triumph. A madman? His glit-
tering, leering eyes burmed at me. But
there was a shrewdness in them—a glit-
tering, ealeulated triumph—tie triumph of
a ratienal seheming villaln with hls puf-
pose at last accomplished.

“That’s better, Mamya. I’ll be the one
to do the telephoning. Mary Peters is
dead—or she will be in a minute.” He
chuckled, “She did her work well; but I
couldn’t take a chance that she would

always say the right thing when ques-
tioned—"

Like a panting maniac I must have
been staring, with the room whirling
around me—blurred, numbed so that I
hardly heard the dammafble villain's gloat-
ing, leering words. Them I saw him
sweep a contemptuous glance at John—
who was collapsed in his chair, switching
horrilbly now, staring with distended eyes
that seemed to see nothing of the grisly
scene around him,

“Hee's dying, Manya.” Again that ffend-
ish chuckle. Then his leering triumphant
gaze swung back to me, roved my nude,
shaking body. “God, you are beautiful,
aren’t you?"” he muttered. “I never quite
realized how beautiful. A mad, beauti-
ful murdieress.  Wihat youll try to say
won’t make any difference, my dear. A
madwoman. Mad with lust—murderess of
Carter. And this fellow Walllace. A poi-
soner—a Borgia. Theyl say you stabbed
your poor maid.”

Wiith his dripping, crimson knife at his
side, he stood appraising my sweat-bathed
body so pale in the moonlight. I may have
screamed, but I can't remember. I was
barely conscious of what I was doimng—
nurmbly staring at him, trying to scream
with my choking throat so that it only
made him laugh,

“Get away from the telephone, Manya.
I'll call them. You're going to a sana-
torium, my dear. My sanatorium, where
I'll have to keep you locked up because
you're a mutderous rmamiac. Oh, it will
be highly profitable for me—"

TRIFPING poison from her lips. . . .
In all the chaos of my roaring brain,
the words suddenly were etched as though
with lines of fiire.
I was aware that at his leering gesture
I had staggered to my feet, away from
the telephone. Vaguely I saw that John
was trying to climb from the chair—
And suddenly raging, as though in truth
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my mind were unhinged, I staggered for-
ward and flung myself upon MacArthur,
The impact of my body caught him off
balance. He sturabled backward, with his
arms around me as I fell upon him.

“Why—" he gasped. “Why, Manya—"

“Love me!” I panted. “Hold me close
—you've made me a creature of desire—
hold me close because I love you—"

In that startled second, with my body
close to him, my face against his, the
instinct of his passion seized him.

“Wihy—WEmya.” In that second he was
off his guard.

And then my mouth found his—found
his and clung, madly kissing him. . .,
Lips that dripped poison—lusting with a
mad kiss of death.

Then I was aware that he was strug-
gling with terror. His face jerked away
and his man’s strength heaved me off so
that I staggered to my feet.

“I'we killed him, John! Look at him
—1I'we killed him with my kiss!"

The dim moonlit room was a swaying
phantasmagoria with John on his feet
here beside me, clutching at me. And on
the floor, the stricken MacArthur lay
in a paroxysm. He had tried to climb
to his feet, but had fallen again,

My raging, lustful kiss had been so
very different from the gentle caress John
had given me, Johm was still on his
feet—but MacArthur was dying in a con-
vulsion. For a moment of two he strug-
gled. Then like an animal gasping its
quivering last breath, his twitehing mus-
cles stiffened. And then he was gene. . ..

Vaguely I remember John swaying diz-
zily as he sat at the telephome. Then
everything went black as my legs buckled
and T fell in a little white heap in the
moonlight at his feet. , .

OHN was only in the hospital a day or
two. But I was there for menths.
And so was Peters—Mary Thotp, her
right name. She made a full confession

before she died, from which most of the
details of MacArthur's fliendish plot can
be pieced together. The man was irra-
tional, of course. But he was a coldly
scheming villain too.

As a young physician he had attended
my widowed mother when still I was a
child. It is obvious that even then he was
scheming to get her fortune. My mother
was a tragic weak figure. A strong neu-
rotic strain had come from her Austrian
forbears. She feared it—feared perhaps
insanity for herself—or for me. As a
child I was neuretiic, nervous; and that
tereified her. Always she had had great
confidence in Dr. MacArthur. Dying, she
had left her will with provisions that
Freemman and his Board of Trustees were
to tell me nothing that weuld frighten
me; that at twenty-ome, of when fer a
year I had been happily matried to a
trustworthy fan, the rhoney was to be
turhed over to me. And meanwihille, for
Di. MaeArthur there was a fiifleen thou-
sand a year fee as fay physielan—to guard
fy physicat and mental health. He of
eourse prompted that will=his lavish
yearly fee so that if I never married=if
1 sheuld be deelared mentally incompe-
tent, Df. MaeArthur would eare fof me,
trustee of my fertune . . .

It was a stake indeed worth playing
for. And so the scheming villain deter-
mined that I should never marry—that
in the end I should be committed, men-
tally incompetent, into his care for life.
Tom Thotp’s mother was a nurse; Mat-
Arsthur was a doctor. They rmet; she
becarne his mistress and, hating the, was
easily persuaded te become his willing
tool in the diabolic plot against me.

We think, too, that he had a reason
for wanting Alan Carter dead. He had
contrived that young Carter meet me—
for my own good, I had thought! But
now it transpites that MacArthur was
connected with the photogtaphic business
of Alan’s father. He had embezzled some
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of its funds. Alam, after his father's death,
with the alertness of youth, was investi-
gating. MacArthur quite evidently real-
ized the danger—and so poor Alan,
through me, met his death. . . . John
Waillace had found me in my sechusion.
That was not a coineidence. MacArthur
had contrived to let him know where per-
haps I might be found—and MacArthur
had followed him up te e fof the chimax
of his welrd and gruesore villainy.

During my months at the hospital, there
were many nurses and doctors—amd once
or twice, the police—who tried to explain
to me the medical details of what had
been done to me. Shuddering details of
strange alkaloidal compounds with weird
lethal names . . . Cyanides in compaund;
cuarite—other deadly drugs. . ..

To me, just grisly words. I only knew
that for months my poor body was
wracked with the tortures of the damned
as the harrassed physicians experimented
upon me to find the nature of the drug
with which my system was loaded—to
give it to me in lessening doses until at
last I was free of it.

The reverse of what MacArthur and my
maid had done to me all those ghastly
months and years. Mary Thorp had also
given me aphrodiisiacs, the reason for that
ghastly torturing desire which ahways had
been upon me. And she had fed me, in
tiny but increasing doses, upon the deadly
drug so that at last what would instantly
kill a dozen men, my system absorbed.

Typhoid Ammie. . . . One of the grim
young doctors at the hospital mentioned
her.,. There were, he said, many known
precedents of my condition. Dispenser of
death. . . The very moisture of my lips
—my salivary glands. . . .

I can only shudder as I set it down; 1
have no heart to detail it. ., . . Grim and
ghastly horror, so rational. . There
was even a police precedent—a “poison
kiss” murder famous a few years ago—
the transference of death in a kiss!

John and I are happily married now.
We try not to think of the horrible past.
But often—though not for all the world
would I mention it—that curse of the
necromancer, Prahar, recurs to me, And
I wonder if MacArthur himself might
have been merely the worldly tool of the
malevolent dead mystic—just the imstru-
ment to help with the fulfilltment of the
curse, Wiith MacArthur dead, will the
leerlng venormous spirit of Prahar fiind
sefie other way?

I am free of all taint of the drug, of
course. But sometimes, in the darkness
of our bedroom as I lie beside Johm, it
seems that over me there is a leering hor-
rible presence. And when John kisses
me—when my own wifely love and pas-
sion thrill me into response—often I am
shuddering with horror. I wonder if some
time when I have fallen asleep, surfeited
by the passion of our kisses, I will awaken
to find John dying in a ghastly convulsion
beside me!
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CHAPTER ONE

Model of the Damned

in the current world, but Dr. Timothy

Howard, curator of the Municipal
Museum of New York City, explorer and
anthropologist, was only remotely inter-
ested in his own time and generation. At
seven o'clock on a brisk Tuesday morn-
64

IT WAS a time of great happenings

ing, having breakfasted early, he worked
intently on the last touches of his Cro-
Magnon life group. The attificially-lit
basement laboratory of Dr. Howard's
house in Rockland County was already
almost filled by similar life-like grouips
of ancient and prehistotic peoples.

A west wind rose and died in the hills
beyond Dr. Howard’s house, and in the
house itself, there was a sound of anguish
more desolate than the wind.
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“Husth. Please hush,” Dr. Timethy
Howard murmured to the dim female
form suspended before him. She was
strapped to a sort of iron cross, and twe
bands of pulleys on either side of her,
kept belts moving slowly in endless prog-
ress ; kept a constant, agonizing friction on
her exposed skin. Machinery hummed in-
visibly and a slight, constant wailing
came from the woman’s whitish lips.

Dr. Howard remembered a time, far
back, when he had been able to address
people without using that timorous mur-
mur—but he could not remember any de-
tails about that time, or when it had
ended. He only knew that he had
changed since then, and that everything
else had changed.

“Don’t you understand ?" he continued,
in a low, almost whining voice. “Omly a
matter of hours—most important.” He
had explained before to his specimens
that they must co-operate, that they were
essential to his well-being and success.

A despairing sigh came from the white
lips, as though the woman in the mummy-
like wrapping had given up all hope of
mercy. The body jerked momentarily
against its bonds—and then the endless
belts, freed of all living restraint, began
to move faster and faster. With nervous
but skillful fingers, Dr, Howard released
the tension on the belts—and the body
sagged heavily on the white-washed fftapr,

Life had gone from the specimen, not
in the insidious lingering fashion it sheuld
have gone, but in the old-fashiened way,
forever, so that within five days, the wem-
an would be a deeaying eoFpse.

“Damn!” said Dr. Howard. Only a
month now, to finish that West Wing
exhibit in the museum—and the great:
est crisis of his career abeut to eome Hp.
He could not foretell the exaet time of
the supreme test, but he knew it weuld
be soon., For menths, e had Been work:
ing at fever-pace, preparing himsedt 2nd
now there was a snag at the eleventh oy

Almost, he felt, the genius which had
guided him since his great inner change,
was growing fallible. He was not sane,
and he knew it—for no man who lives
wholly by inspiration can claim a reason
of his own. He knew he had been sane
when he first discovered the process
whereby the constant action of chemically
treated belts could make human skin as
tough and thick as tanned leather, so
that it imprisoned the muscular life with-
in like a strait-jacket, and appeated as
lifeless as a relic that had laih wunder-
ground through the ages,

But he had not been sane since, , . .
He had talked in a frightened murmur,
and he had had qualms. They were not
qualms of conscience—he feared only dis-
covery by a hostile world. It was that
world, he considered, which had driven
him to this in the first place. The world
had been niggardly with him, had side-
tracked him into the position of & petty
executive in a public show, It had foreed
him to use his wits until they faltered,
whereupon his guiding genius had taken
charge of him,

That genius had prommised to lead him
to fortune and independerce, it he should
obey its prompting; and he had dene 6.
The means of Dr. Hewards kberation
already awaited him in ihe Munieipal
Museust, ofiee fie had devised & means of
Hsing it

But if there were to be tore snags like
this one. . .

Dr. Howard was trembling fussily when
he slid under the wheel of his comserva-
tively-colored sedan, and nesed It 6wt
along the beautiful new highway, toward
New York City. The air was like pure
wine, but on that Twesday morning, he
was too upset to appreciate it. He feit
almost spiteful toward the werld, §8 that
he wished he had beefi a manwal kiberer,
instead of one of the greatest contribyiors
to civilized knowledge to be witheut hener
in his own time and place;
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A PARTY of school-childrem, under the

guidance of a teacher, was inspecting
the wonders of the Mumicipal Museum,
Curt Whellam, assistant director, listened
to their chatter. He was smillng, but he
did not know It. Halff his find was
busy with the Van Hoeuten diamend. It
was a dangerous pieee for a rauseum, he
thought, as the ehildten pressed theif
fieses apalnst the teiple-glass ease in
whieh 1t was proteeted. Toe bad ef eld
Howard to Insist en having It here—and
yet, there was no legieal place for 1t except
a4 Museum.

“That stone,” he heard the teacher an-
nounce crisply, “is worth six million
dollars."”

Thirteen of the fourteen youngsters
oohed and aahed. The fourteenth, an
undersized wiry boy of ten, cammented
acidly, “Ah, who’d pay six millions dol-
lars for a big piece o' junk like thatt!”

Curt Whelan grinned more broadly.
The kid had something there—it was the
same objection old Van Houten had
bucked when he tried to sell the largest
diamond in the world without cutting it
up. From British South Africa, Van Hou-
ten had carried his stone, stopping always
in cities where wealth was comozntrated,
putting his stone on exhibition and hop-
ing for a buyer—but New Yorkers, like
Londoners and Parisians, seemed to con-
sider that immortal goods come too high
for mere mortal man. And so the stone,
uneut and unpolished, lay with a sort of
dull malighant lustre in its thief-proof
ease, an eleven hundred sixty-three carat
white elephant.

Wiithin an hour, when the crowd grew
thicker, Van Houten’s special guards
would come to stand watch. There would
be the usual parade of idle women, noisy
young hooligans and assorted rubber-
necks, staring with greedy stupidity at the
diamond. Suddemly Curt felt a strong
distaste for the whole business. He was
not a shy young man, but during his four

years with the museum, he had grewn
to love it for its cathedrall-ike feeling of
quiet. He had enjoyed explaining to
interested onlookers how Dr. Howard un-
earthed the Lake Como fossils, but there
was nothing sensational in that. Nothing
half so sensational as the story of the
old Dutch farmer who had stumibled on
the largest diamond in the world when a
heavy rain washed the topsoil off his
turnip patch.

FPYWHIE undersized, wiry ten-year-old was

wandering away from his group. He
had already tired of the Vam Hoeuten
diamond, and was seeking new worlds to
conquer. Curt followed him idly. He had
a passion for sating the honest euriosity
of children. In front of the Afriti life
group, the child paused and stared at
the poison arrows.

“That’s more like it, isn't it, young-
ster?” Curt asked.

The boy looked up and grinned. He
said, “Yeah. Say, do you own that dia-
mond?”

Curt said, “No, thank heaven,"” and was
about to expound certain angles of the
Afriti culture which he had found de-
lighted small boys, wlien a clear feminine
voice called his name from the next
alcove.

Curt forgot the small boy and the
Afritis. He was willing to forget most
things when Marjorie Wellles called him.

“How's my Midge?"” he asked as he
walked up to her.

“Your Midge is fiime.” Her smile was
quiet, delicate, like everything else about
her. “I came to get another look at your
wonderful diamond before the crowd
pushes me away.”

Curt led her back to the triple-glass
showcase, “Van Houten says he’ll break
it up if he can’t get a buyer in New
York, and I wish he’d make up his mind
one way or another. It's scheduled to re-
main here almost indefinitely. I can't
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imagine what made Dr. Howard want te
turn the museum into a sert of side:
show!"”

Marjorie’'s eyes focussed on the un-
polished stone. “I hate to see it cut up,”
she mused. The lazy, unpolished lustre
of the stone seemed to exert a powerful
fascination over her, as it did over mest
onlookers. “It's—it's got a soul, Curt.
Sometimes I feel as though it were tell-
ing me things—alll the things it's worth
after having lain dormant for cemturies.
It has a power now, a greater power than
anything that size ought to have—and 1
like it!"

She looked up momentarily, and asked,
almost as an afterthought, “So Dr. How-
ard wanted to have it here ?*

Curt was startled into a vague unease,
three-quarters jealousy, he realized. Mar-
jorie's tone as she mentioned the gem had
been—uwell, a great deal like the tone she
often used with him, and the dharacteris-
tic had not quite gone from her voice
when she mentioned the name of Dr.
Timothy Howard. It was almost as
though she felt that the brilliant scientist
had something in commeon with her, some-
thing deep and eternmal in their mutual
appreciation of the monstrous jewel whose
pale yellow dimness mockingly hid its
preciousness.

Roughly he said, “Cut it out, Marjorie
—Dr, Howard’s an effeminate old fool.”
He paused suddemly, struck by the
thought that had never occurred to him
before, that there was something cat-like
and purting about his superior. Then he
noticed Marjorie’s eyebrows rising at his
outburst, and added with hasty contrition,
“I'm sorey, 1—"

A shriek cut him short. A scream that
shattered the museum’s vaulted guiet. The
cry of a small child belng teftured teo
death. , , .

Curt felt the blood geing sick la him,
as he bolted back toward the Afriti al-
cove, whence the shriek eame.

MFYIE small boy lay on his side in front

of the life group, trying to rip some-
thing from his swelling belly, something
that protrudied fourteen inches, quivering
as though from a recent impact.

Curt would remember the scene when
he was an old man. Burmed into his brain
were the wooden Afritis; the bowman with
his empty bow; the small, tormented fig-
ure swelling rapidly into a bloated, dis-
colored caricature of a child; the crowd
that collected, as crowds always do.

He was aware of a woman kneeling be-
side him, with the writhing hideous shape
between them, a woman who moaned over
and over, “Oh, God, what am I going
to tell his mother!” He knew he was
talking to the small boy, pleading with
him to be brave, and he knew there was
no bravery in himself. There was only a
sick prescience of dreadful comsegquence
and a desire to smash the Afriti image
that had caused this accident.

And then an ambulance doctor came,
and pushed them all away. The doctor
looked at the small boy briefly, and white-
coated stretcher bearers carried off the
small form,

The verdict seemed to ring like thunder
—yet Curt knew it was ordinary speech.
“He’s dead.”

Dead, thought Curt, of a poisoned ar-
row that is five hundred years old, flired
from a wooden bow held by a wooden
bowmam.

“Who brought him here?” demanded
the doctor. “Whmt’s his name? Is there
anyone here connected with the museurn ?*

Wihile guards kept the crowds back,
Curt walked to his office with the doctor
and the boy's teacher. His legs worked
automatically, his mind kept playing the
crazy words over and over, like a needle
on a cracked record. A wooden bow held
by a wooden bowman. The bowman had
not moved.

The dead child’s teacher sobbed out a
name, an address, an age. Then she faini-
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ed. A plainclothes inspector, fienkedl by
a few silent police, said to Curt, “Now,
sir, what happened ?"

Curt told him.

“You expect me to believe that?"

Curt said honestly, “No—I can't quite
believe it myself*

“Nomsense. . . . Someone took the
arrow and stabbed him with it. Did you
happen to notice who was in the alcove
with the childi?”

“There was no one,” said Curt. He felt
that the policeman was right—had to be
right. Yet, somehow, he kaswwo that it was
not that. It was something mysterious,
inexplicable. He answered more gques-
tions, and the inspector shook his head,
and asked when Dr. Howard would ar-
rive. Them the office was empty. The
hysterical teacher had been taken away,
and the police were outside, taking meas-
urements and fiiigger-piintts which might
in time prove something ratiomal. Curt
busied his head in his arms.

“Darling.” It was a soft, tender voice,
clear and bell-like. Marjorie stood in the
doorway, infinite shock on her cool, fair
face. He reached out his arms to her,
a muscular, competent young man who
had become suddenly bewildered as a
child. She came to him, and stroked
his dark hair. “It's a bad thing,” she
went on, when she seemed to sense that
she had calmed him a little. “Do you
suppose the investigation will lead to
ahything ?”

“I hope so,” Curt declared. It was go-
ing through his head again. A small boy,
bright with promise of long good life,
dead by a poisoned arrow five hundred
years old. A wooden arrow held by a
wooden bowman. “I hope it makes them
take out that damned diamond. It's not
right. This isn't the place for it! I don't
know what the tie-up is, but I know six
millien dollars of concentrated stone is so
fueh dynamite—and it's just exploded.”

“Don’t, Curt,” she pleaded. “If you

knew what your face looks like, Tty to
hold on to yourself.”

He tried. But it was hard, with those
words running through his brain. “Hew
about lunch? I'd like to get away frem
this.”

Marjorie shook her head slowly, “Can’t
make it. I saw Dr. Howard this morning,
He came to look at the stone right after
you—when you went into the alcove after
the boy. He’s talking to the police now,
but when he's through, I promiised to have
lunch with him.”

Indignation sparkled in Curt’s brain.
Howard had been there, in the midst of
the melee, and had left him, Curt Whelan,
to resolve the problem as best he could,
while Howard himself had used the op-
portumity to date Midge for lunch! It
was rotten of Howard—it was rotten of
Midge. Amd how could they have been
so cool, with a boy dying in the next
room! . . .

CHAPTER TWO
None But the Fair—Shall Die!

TR. TIMOTHY HOWARD stopped
on the Manhattan side of the Holland
Twimned], to fill his gas tank. Ninety-eight
—dollar-fourteen. , ... It was amazing, the
variety of ways in which money could
filer frem his pockets. He considered
that his whoele attitude toward the weorld
weuld be rore generous if the world
sheuld subsidize hia. It wouldn't take
faueh—the groeer would never miss a
denation of provislens te ehe man, Aef
the enermewus oll eompany, net weuld the
Federall Geverament notice an appreclable
differenee if it ceased to eollest taxes from
Dr. Timethy Howard. Peevishly, Df.
Howand realized that human beings were
tee blind te give an ineh and gain a mile.
For they would have been much better
off, all of them, if they had not forced him
to concentrate on irrelevant details. He
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didn’t like money for its own sake; he
thought it a nuisamce. And they were
forcing him to apply his genius to one
great coup, in order that he might forget
money forever.

The sedan, re-fueled, threaded again
through traffic. Dr. Howard was a good
driver, enjoying an occasional game of
skill for right of way with a cabbie. It
relaxed his mind. He began to see his
immediate problems with a certain sooth-
ing perspective. The death of the girl this
morning left him without a subject for a
Nile-dweller for the fifitieth century B. C.
. « . But even though circumstances kept
him in New York, New York would be
cosmopolitan enough to yield him another
Namitic type. There was no specific quar-
ter in which to look for her. As any an-
thropolegist knows, the modern Egyptian
race differs radically from the ancient.
Narmite, Semite, Aryan—the classic sub-
divisiens of the white race. Of the three,
the Namite was almost extinet, save for
an inafrequent, startling throw-back whieh
fight eecur I any strain at all. Wide
lips, elear eyes, high eheek-bomes. . ; .
The ééléfiﬂg didn’t have te matter, that
eotld Be, and must be, changed anyway.

Luck and genius were his allies. He
was looking for a woman with wide lips
and high cheek-bones, and he might fiind
her this very morning in the museurn. It
might not be a bad world. For the first
time in hours, Dr. Howard appreciated
the clear, cold atmosphete. The motor
seemed to sing ahead of him.

And then, to cap it all, right inside the
museum, he did find her. The most
beautiful girl in the world, standing be-
side the Van Houten diamond. Yester-
day she would not have seemed beautiful,
for yesterday he would not have needed
her. But today—he was so pleased with
her, he could have kissed her. He caught
her arm, and tipped his hat,

“Good morning, Miss Welles.”

The green-eyed girl turned with a start,

When she saw Dr. Howard, her expres-
sion changed from anxiety to query. “Dr.
Howanrd, something’s happened. I don't
know what—"

He knew something had happened. He
had heard the sound of disturbamce, had
seen young Whelan dash from the girl's
side. “What seems to be the trouble,
child? Young Whelan too busy to see
you ?*

“Something like that. I wonder. , .*

Dr. Howard gave her no chance to
wonder audibly, She was not looking at
him, she was looking into the alcove where
young Whelam had gone. “Now, now,”
he interrupted her, his tone gentle and
fatherly, “that’s not right. Let’s you and
I teach him a lesson. I'm lunching with
Me. Van Houten today, the owner of this
diamond. Join us, and I'll see that young
Wikellan gets a raise. That ought to solve
a lot of things”

Marjorie looked at him then, and he
could read the thoughts in her greenish
eyes. She thought him an old fool—she
was being tolerant, however.

“Very well, Dr. Howard. If you'll ex-
cuse me now, I think I’ll see what’s hap-
pened to Curt

Dr. Howard glanced backward at her
as he went to his office. He could not re-
member having been more delighted with
a young woman, ever. She had come like
an answer to a prayer, and no amount of
disrespect in her attitude toward him
could make him like her less. Dr. Howard
even thought expansively of Curt Whelan,
who had first attracted Marjorie Welles
to the Mumicipal Museum. Good bey,
Whelan—ihe best! He aetually weuld
speak to the trustees this afterneen abeut
faising Whelan’s salary. The bey had
wahted that a leng time—had wanted to
get married.

But of course, thought Dr. Howard
gently, the marriage part will be out of
the question, Absolutely out of the ques-
tion.
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’I]‘OR two hours, Marjorie Welles

watched the birds and the ehildren in
the park outside the rauseumh. Semetimes
they blurfed before her eyes; every tiime
she thought of Curt. Curt's terper was a
swift, onerous thing, like an electrie storm
In midsufamer. It flashed always when he
theught she was letting him dewn—and
then, like a midsummer storm, 1t weuld
end iA almest vielently brilllant syAniness.
It he had enly listened while she ex-
plained—Dbut then, he never did, Aet whtil
he had eeased belfg angry, and explana-
tiBRs BeeaME YANBEESSAFY.

In a way, she was sorry she had prom-
ised to lunch with Howard. She was not
fond of the man. She thought him a dod-
dering incompetent in everything but
science, But if it would help Curt get
a raise—they needed that raise! She was
making so little herself, with that after-
noon job, and it cost so much to live. . . .
It was a shame, she thought, that she had
to play this hackneyed old game with such
a poor actor—a pretty young woman fiist-
tering her filenee’s boss into giving a young
fman a raise,

Dr. Howard was visibly distraught
when Marjorie entered his office, as she
had expected he would be. He must have
heard about the boy, and the Afriti bow-
man.

“I’mm not going to discuss frivolities,” he
informed her gravely. “I only hope, dur-
ing this luncheon, that I can talk Van
Houten into taking away his diamond.
And I want you to help me, Miss Welles.”

“Me?” She stared at the middle-aged
anthropologist, thinking that there was
probably some foundation to all the ru-
mors of eccentricity about him. What
earthly good could she be?

“Yes, you. I'm not a salesman, Miss
Welles—I'm a scientist. And I want te
put an idea across ; but I can't do it my-
self. If you could interpret this for me—
that there’s something evil about that
diamond. It’s nothing I could express con-

vincingly to a layman. It’s a purely scien-
tific hunch, something a man feels when
he's dealt as much as I have with eld,
old things. ..."”

Wihat wass it ? Curt, another anthropolo-
gist, had said the same thing. A dead
child, and a priceless diamond—te them
there was an invisible hyphen between the
two. She didn't like to think of Curt’s
mind being like Howandl's. It was said of
Howard that he wasn’t like other men,
that he knew more about the secrets of
the ages than a human belng eught o
knew. Of coutse, that meant nething.
Any professional man’s ldlesynerasies are
exaggerated by the lay publie Into sensa-
tienal prepertlens.

It occurred to her, however, that Curt
had also said something else about How-
ard and the diamond. She looked sharply
at the curator.

“I thought you always wanted the stone
here,” she charged him.

He wrung his hands, in a feeble attempt
at self-expression. “I did. I'm not such
a poor businessman as scientists are gen-
erally supposed to be. We have two days
a week when we charge admittance. That
stone's brought a lot of money to the
Museunn, and I knew it would. But now,
I'm afraid we're going to have to pay too
high a price, in other ways. . ... If you
could only help me explain, Miss Welles!
I can't, somehow, do my own explaiming!™

That was true enough. Curt had often
been amused by the old boy's need for
him at trustees’ meetings. Curt could ad-
deess an audience without forgetting what
he had started to say. Dr. Howard was
nototiously unable to grow graciously
friendly with people—as he put it, to ex-
plain himself. Partly, that explained the
queer stories about him, for people im-
agine the worst of those they do not un-
derstand.

She could not understand Dr. Howard
herself—though at the luncheon, later,
she did her valiant best.
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T ITTLE by little, as the three, Van

Houtrem, Dr. Howard and Marjorie,
sat on the terrace of the Park Tavern
after luncheon, a sense of foreboding be-
gan to creep over Matjorie. The Dutch-
man paid no attention to her—amd How-
ard seerned bent on making it up to her.
He leered at her in his gauche way, well-
meaning enough, but disturbing. He
talked endlessly, after the topic of the
diamond failed to elicit response from
Van Houiteh, of his life groups, of the
travels and studies he had made to perfect
thern.

Phrafessional talk by a professional man?
Yes, on the face of it—and all the while,
Marjorie felt as though he were making
love to her in a perverted and mad way, as
though all this talk of the Swiss Lake
Dwellers and the Maori Aborigines had
something distortedly sexual in it. For
he talked of his work as Don Juwam might
have talked of his conquests—andl far less
wholesormely.

He couldn’t love 2 woman, she thought
alarmedly, as the winter sunlight made a
lacy pattern on his bony skull, the way a
man ought to. He could love a dead im-
age, though, in some sinful, incredible
fashion—and that was the way he loved
her! It was unmistakafble, Marjorie was
woman enough to seise his love, human
enough to sense the shy vileness of it.

She fixed her eyes on the unresponsive
Van Houten, pleadingly. He was coarse
and unchivalrous, he had poor table man-
ners, but he was normal. Frantizallly, her
brain worked on one thing over and over
—Curt will have to quit that job! There’s
something really wrong with Howard;
he’s worse than poisonous, worse than
leprous. It didnt matter how Curt raved
and ranted this time, if he should choose
to rave and rant. She felt as though their
lives would be irrevocably tainted unless
they cut off all points of contact with the
curator of the Mumiicipal Museurn. Some-
thing about him, less tangible. than an

odor, and infinitely more repulsive.

She was relieved when the talk was
over at last, and Dr. Howard offered to
take her to the book-store where she
worked. She would rather have walked,
but she didn’t want to make any gesture
that would call for explanation. She want-
ed to be rid of the man as smoothly and
swiftly as possible,

She perched beside him in the sedan's
front seat, breathing heavily—and then
she turmed to him with sudden sharp
alarm. “Why, you're going the wrong
way! This isn't the—" Am unexpected
stinging sensation in her left wrist in-
tereupted her, She gave a little cry, and
lifted her hand. It jerked to a stop against
her will in mid-air. She tried to put her
right hand over it, but that, too, had
ceased to obey her will. The panicky
scream that rocked In her throat was
patalyzed, unable to become audible. She
turmed her eyes toward Dr. Howard.

He was staring straight ahead, at traf-
fic, but he turmed, and smiled pleasantly
at her. The man was insane! He smiled
again, with tendermess in his face, and
realization broke like a bomb in her out-
faged brain. She could see the passing
stieets of New York, hear the hum of
multiple life, but she could not move. Her
mind was rigid as her body in the catalep-
tie enduramee of two emotions—rage and
panie.

CHAPTER THREE
The Diamond of Death

URT WHELAN realized with a
shock that he was thinking of the
wooden bowman as a murderer—and yet,
as he studied every angle and hineament
of the blaek face, he khew that fe single
part had ehanged. It was the tetal im-
pression which was utterly different; just
as though the Afriti had a seul. ; . . Was
it the play of light and shade ef the &sun-
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ters of the face? Or was it actual altera-
tion, by the merest of millimeters, so that
the facial expression was affected?

Curt had a sense of being closed in on,
of the sky’s roof falling inexorahbly, suf-
focatingly, upon him. . . . He realized that
the building was growing uncomfortably
warm; the brisk day outside had probably
grown milder, making unmecessaty the
steam-heat in the building. Curt wiped
his forehead and walked on, As he passed
through the Hall of Mammals and the
Halll of Mam, he felt an urge to smash
every exhibit 1h the museum. He at-
teibuted It to his nerves, and his noteri-
pusly ungovermale temper . . . and some-
thing else, For the exhibits seemed all
like the Afriti image, all subtly changed
and vivified, theugh when he teuched them
they trembled enly insefar as hatd, inani-
fate things teemble under eontast.

Thiss was the work into which he had
put his life, this was the great educational
effort he had admired and abetted. Sud-
denly, like a man thirsty for light in the
midst of a nightmare, he wanted Marjorie.
Marjorie was calm and clear-thinking and
forgiving. Marjorie was the only one
who had the power to quiet his over-
wrought nerves. She would tell him he
was imagining the unimaginable and im-
possible when he sensed a sinister aura
about him,

People wandered about the museum,
gaping at all things, and at the diamond
in particular, as though nothing had
changed, As though Curt Whelan had
not seen a child killed by a manufactured
image, and had not quarredled with Mar-
jorie Wallles. Surely, something should
have been different.

A crowd had collected in the Marsupial
Halll. Women's voices cooed questions. A
child was crying. Curt shouldered his way
through the crowd, his raw nerves mak-
ing him rough and angry.

A little girl put her hands to her eyes
and howled, “I lost my fraulein—and I

want to go home ! I want to go home. ...”

A stout mother commented loudly,
“Direadful careless, them nursemaids.”

“Where did you lose her?” Curt asked
the child.

“By the ladies’ room. I turmed around
to look at something and when I Jooked
back, she wasn’t there.”

€urt took the smail hot hand in his.

“Welll find her,” he said.

The washrooms were in a part of the
building where, due to pending altera-
tions, only a few exhibits were kept. Save
for those few exhibits, and for some scaf-
folding on the bare plaster, the corridors
were empty. Reason told Curt that a girl
couldn’t get lost there, that if he went
down to the entramce desk, he would no
doubt find the fraulein as tearful about a
lost child as the child was about a lost
frautein. But a frightened memory pre-
cluded his turning the child over to an-
other of the attendants, made him head
for the almost-empty wing. . ..

Large plaster panes lay at various
angles in the corridor, and the faintest of
sounds, barely a flintter, seemed to come
from behind one of them. Curt stepped
behind the panel—and turned rapidly to
put his hand across the child’s face as she
followed him. It was nothing for a child
to see. ...

Nothing for a man, either! The girl
lay there, her blood zig-zagging lazily over
the fair white skin, matting the yellow
halo of hair into a gory wig. There was
a dark bruise on her throat where the neck
had been broken, apparemtly by her fall.
The blue eyes were staring terror-stricken
Into eternity. Her clothes were in disarray
—and through therm, into her bloody en-
traills, was thrust the hairy arm of Dr.
Tismothy Howard's brilliant conception of
the First Human—ihe Missing Link|

Curt stared straight ahead for the space
of seconds—at the stiff, unmoving hairy
figuree, which now lay prone over the dead
girl, its attitude threateningly hunched . ...
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much the same as it had been when stand-
ing upright on its pedestal! But the thing
must have moved, before it toppled. . . .

Something went mad in Curt’s braim—
it seemed to him as though the brute jaw
glowered, as though the little eyes of the
First Man were red with lust, and he
knew he hadn't been dreaming about the
look of hatred on the face of the Afriti
bowman, Curt had red circles of rage
before his eyes as he let go of the child
and flew into the hairy fifiaure.

It rolled over with a dull thud against
the plaster panel, like the stuffed image it
was.

TYE WAS conscious of one damning

theught as he raced threugh the silent
vauli-tike halls, with an hystericallly bab-
Bling ehild elinging te his hand—these
twe events were ne aeeident. The fossils
were taking their revenge fer the ravish-
menat of their seeret graves ih Hme's
wemb. : . .

“Get out of here!” he shouted at the
women and boys who clustered about the
Van Houten diamond. “Get out before it
kills you. . .

It was the police who snapped him out

of it; who made him stop forcing the
people to leave the museum., The police
who insisted that all possible witnesses be
kept for questioning. But there were no
rational answers to any questions, and, in
the end, Curt was left alone to wait for
Dr. Howard and tell the eminent man
that his museum had become a stamping-
ground for devils,
+ He did not wait in Dr. Howard's office.
He had urgent business elsewhere in the
structure. Marjorie Wallles—he wished
now he had cut out his tongue before he
talked the way he had to her, . ..

It was the madmess of his despair that
made him knock down priceless relics to
see if it would make them show pain. He
thrust pins into the tough unwincing skins
of the fossils and their reproductions, look-

ing for some sign of life in them. Life
which had manifested itselff so violently
and horribly during the day.

By sheer chance he happened into hear-
ing range of the phone in his own office.
It might have been ringing for a long
time—the voice of Dr. Timothy Howard
told him that it had been.

“Isn’t there anyone around to answer
bells "' asked the curator of the Municipal
Museuwrmn.

“No,"” said Curt. “I’m alone here.” He
stated briefly what had happened.

There was a long pause, and then a
shocked voice exclaimed, “Dear me, how
ghastly! I wish you'd leave, Curt; the
place should be investigated thoroughly
before it's open, and it's no safer for you
than for anyone else.”

“No,” said Curt again. Them, “You
wouldn’t have seen Marjorie Welles any-
where, would you ?*

No, Dr. Howard had not seen Midge
since luncheon, but since she had evinced
no intention of coming back to the mu-
seum, Curt should not worry. Besides,
Curt was overwrought, Dr. Howard said.
Imagining things. . . . “I’'m at a trustees’
meeting. downtown. This ought to be
brought up—I want them to take that
diamond away! And you know how badly
I talk to trustees, especially when I have
to retract myself. It was I who fiirst want-
ed the stone there. Please come down and
help e, Curt—pleasel”

“Mayfe,” Curt promised dazedly. He
was going to call Midge—mention of the
Van Houtem diamond reminded him all
the more sharply of her absence and the
quartel which had precipitated it. If he
knew where she was; that she was safe
and sound and ready to forgive him, there
was just an odd chance that he might go
to a trustees’ meeting Instead of straight
to her. A very slender chance. , ..

He felt certain that he was jeopardizing
his position by thus temperamentally
making himself clear to his superior—but
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all the response he got from the other end
of the line was a somewhat petulant, but
wordlessly sympathetic sigh,

64 ® YOU see, gentlemen,” concluded

Dr. Howardl, mopping his bony fore-
head, “we must remove the diamond.
We've had nothing but trouble since it
firgt came to the museur. I know that it
doesn’t quite make sense—but it is too
big a prize with whieh to tempt the ages
: . . CONtemporary of anelent. . .”

The Board of Trusttees of the Municipal
Museum was silent. Each elderly gentle-
man looked at his colleagues for an an-
swer, and it was old Dinhaus, president of
the board, who asked fiinally, “Wihen are
we going to do it? Somehow, I don't like
the idea of handling. . . .”

“Off course not,” agreed Dr. Howard.
“Six million dollars worth of dymamite—
and then the troufble with Mr. Van Hou-
ten, But if you'll permit me to advamce a
suggestion. . . .*

Carefully, Dr. Howard outlined the
plan which had been in his brain for
months, ever since he had prevailed upon
the trustees to build that obviously im-
pregmable showcase and extend old Van
Houten an invitation to exhibit the dia-
mond. He was relieved to find his col-
leagues accepting the need of removing
the diamond without Curt Whelan's testi-
meny. As an afterthought, he said, just
before the meeting broke up, “I have a
young assistant; been with me four years.
An excellent ehap—I move we vote him
an jnerease in salary to four theusand a
yeafr.”

After some discussion, the vote passed.
De. Howardl felt a quiet glow of satisfac-
tion. After all, he owed Curt something
—and it wasnt coming out of his own
pocket, but the city’s. There seemed ap-
ptobation in the blue-and-lavendar eve-
ning sky, as he drove away from the meet-
ing toward the hotel room he sometimes
engaged when business kept him in New

York overnight. Afl the nervousmess of
the morning had vanished—evening had
brought accomplishment and peace.
Everything had worked out for the best,
more swiftly than he could have hoped.
Tonight’s denouement would be almost
autoratic,

He relished the image of a green-eyed
blonde girl who was waiting for him in his
hotel room as a child relishes the anticipa-
tion of ice cream. So lovely, and so use-
ful—surely, luck and genius had followed
him all the days of his lifie!

MMHE silence of timelessness had de-
scended again for a shoft spaee upen
jewels and relies, fossils and fetishes, all
the eurious parapheiialiia of mankind's
thousand ecentuties. Still, Curt Whelan
lingeted In the museurh, theugh he Rad
cofnbed every corner of it. He had the
feeling that it Marjjorie were not hete, she
was semehow safe. He hadn't been able
te leeate her, but If she sheuld return e
find him—no, he eeuldn’t leave, net till
mernipg. He steed In the darkmess, losk-
ing at the fat yellew diamend, hating it
Ambrose Halleran, the night watchman,
had already dozed off to sleep at his sta-
tion at the front entramce. There was no
sign of further disturbance among the life
grouwps, nothing to indicate the presence
among them of a dormant and vicious
spirit, Curt guessed the accidents, if they
were accidents, would hit Timothy How-
ard hard. The curator might even lose his
job because of them. Low and worried
beneath the professional confidence, Curt
thought his chief had sounded, when he
had called after the trustees’ conference.
“You're stifl there, Curt? Well, you'll
have company soon. Don't tell anyone,
but Van Houtem is coming tonight with
his workmen to take the diamond away.
It's being done very quietly, of course,
and I don't think therell be trouble. Van
Houten hirmself may be nasty, but once
he gets out safely with his stone, I expect
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all our lives will be much quieter. And
Curt, they've raised your salary—itlll be
four thousand this year.”

Not a sound in the dark night—or was
there? Someone or something seemed to
be moving on the second fiwar. Curt
groped through shadowed halls to his own
office. Nothing had been disturbed. The
other offices? Howard's was just adjoin-
ing. . ..

The edge of a towel peeped over the top
drawer of Dr. Howard’s desk, gliimmered
whitely and unevenly, Howard, the neat-
est of men, had never left his desk that
way. Curt jerked the drawer open, and
eried out at what he saw there. His cry
echoed dully through the lofty halls—the
thing was impossiblie!

Fat and yellow and opalescent, un-
guarded at last, lay the elewantundred-
sixty-thiee earat Van Houen diamend.
Who had put it there? Whe had Been
able, in the shert spaee of time sifiee Cut
had last visited jts ease, to spirit it st of
teiple glass?

With the distaste he would have felt in
handling a grenade, Curt picked up the
heavy jewel and weighed it in his palm.
There it lay, like any ordinary stone a
man might find in any quarry in the
world—but it was worth six million dol-
lars !

Six million dollars worth of uncut, un-
polished stone in the curator’s desk. But
Howatd was nowheie on the premises,
and the guatds had not been Howard's at
all, they had been Van Houten's! The
natural suspieions which rose 1A Curt's
mind, at finding the stone where he had
found 1t, were untemalle, Ih view eof
Howatdl's refaoteness frem the seene, eef-
talnly in view of the man’s temperament.
But then, what had anyene 8 gain—

As he approached the upper floor where
the diamond should have been, he heard
the faint screech of steel grinding on
glass. Men with lanterns, in overalls and
eye-protectors, were cutting away the ease,

under the direction of the grizzled Dutch
owner himself.

There was no surprise in Van Houten's
old face, no hysterical dismay, as there
should have been, with the diamond in
Curt’s pocket. He looked merely gruff
and put out, and the frown-wrinkles in
his forehead seemed gravem by lamtern-
light.

And then the silence of centuries was
shattered. In the space of a breath, a
shadow moved almost imperceptibly for-
ward, and Curt Whelan screamed a sud-
den warming, The shadow fell swiftly. , . .
Van Houten’s shriek ended in a gargle as
ancient claws met in relentless glasp about
his throat.

The heat Curt had noticed earlier had
grown stifling, more oppressive. It seemed
part of the bizarre happening in tlie mu-
seum. It was as though, Curt was think-
ing, the ages which had spawned the dia-
mond were guarding it jealously even
against a contemporaty owner—as though
not Van Houitem, not any mortal man,
might claim it.

Cumbersome no more, their big gro-
tesque bodies limbered in the moist heat,
the fossils were attacking. The workmen
went berserk, and their shrieks were the
shrieks of the doomed. Atmed only with
his fists and his hatred, Curt joined them.
He was blind with frenzy; was barely
conscious of the fetid breathing of the
enefiy, of the claws that sought revenge
en his person for the Indignities of his
watdenship ovef thef. . . .

Then he realized that Timothy Howard
was pulling him away. The workmen,
those who had survived, had flled. Van
Houtem ceased to writhe, and the fossils
had subsided to a mere twitching, How-
ard asked in a strident, harsh voice that
sounded unfamiliar to Curt, "Wheie’s that
damped stomer”

“Here.” Curt took the big mass from
his pocket.

“Give it to me.” Howard seized the
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Van Houten diamond from his subordi-
nate’s yielding fingers. “['we called the
authorities—I suppose they're the people
to give it to.”

Then the police came, and after Howard
turned the stone over to them, he broke
down into such hysterical stammering that
Curt had to do the telling for him. Later,
he followed his chief out into the autumn
night. There were still a few questions
Howard had not answered to Curt’s satis-
faction, no matter how they satisfied the
police.

CHAPTER FOUR
Curator of Horror

R. HOWARD felt he owed thanks o

someone, but he did net knew {6
whorm. For a moment, when the imifa-
tion diamond eeuld net be feund in his
desk, he had felt that the things were eyt
of his hands for geed==but he eeuld net
have tnanaged better himself! His beny
brow glisteried with eeld sweat that had
fiet yet dried off, but there was a faint
siile en his face as he led Curt t8 the
patked sedan.

For Curt Whelan had actually handed
over the bogus stone on request—and
then, he had not intimated to the police by
one breath that such a stone existed, And
now the Van Houten diamond itself was
in good hands. The police would be some
time in discovering the substitution.

He didn't know what had prompted
young Wihelan to act as he had. Bewilder-
ment, perhaps some remote hope of gain
. .. but Dr. Howard had no time to fiind
out. He allowed the young man to seat
hiesellf before sliding under the wheel
himself. Tight in his fist, he clutched a
bludgeon valued at six million dollars.
As Curt turned toward him, he lurched
forward, smashed the stone with his open
palmm hard against the side of Curt's
hem-' L

Everything was taken care of. Whelan

slumped, groaned. He was out. Dr. How-
ard did not stop to take the cord from the
tonneau until he was on the Hudson’s
far shore, on a little-traveled road. Then,
with a feeling of justifiable triumph, he
headed homeward, his captive ecomming
slowly back to consciousness beside him.

They were no more than two miles
from the house when Curt said, “You
damned crazy fool—let me out of here!”

An odd way, the curator reflected, for
young Wihelan to talk. He asked, curious-
ly, “What was your idea, Curt? Did you
think you could outwit me by not telling
the police about the imitation in my office?
And, by the way, why didn't you ?”

There was anger in the young voice,
anger and pain and futility. “You were
the last person to see Marjorie Welles,
and I wanted to know what happened to
her. I think you're stark, staring crazy.
. . . I was afraid you might hurt her,
might have her somewhere where you
could be pretty nasty.”

“You shouldn’t think that way of me,”
said Dr. Howard reprovingly. “Why,
you're accusing me of spite!”

“Spite!” The young man laughed, bit-
terly. He threshed against the bonds,
lurching dangerously, near the gear shift.
“You're not spiteful—you're insane. Be-
sides, it doesn't matter whether I told the
police or not. They're going to trace
everything to you., You can't just walk
off with a six million dollar diamond, and
have no questions asked. The fossils that
caused the disturbance were your work.
It's going to be traced to you.”

“Now, Curt. . ." Dr. Howard felt the
young man deserved an explanation. Be-
sides, the sound of his own voice, dwelling
as it did on his own security, was reassur-
ing to him. He explained that he had
needed Marjorie, that Marjorie was love-
ly and useful. “Amd it's because of her
that you're going to remain alive, Curt
It would have been too remarkable if both
you and she had disappeared completely.



t>6

TERROR TALES

That was so foolish of you, staying in the
museurn after I told you not to! Now I
don’t know what’s to become of you
eventually,”

“You'll burn,” the young man insisted.
He was being unpleasant, the curator
thought, but it was such ineffectual un-
pleasantmess.

He explained how the fossils could
never be traced to him. “Because I placed
them in the museum years ago—I’m not
respomsible for any tampering that’s taken
place since. Wihen they examine the speci-
mens that came alive, theyll find human
beings—dead human beings. I attended to
that. If the police are clever enough to
penetrate the disguise, they will find most
of them anonymous—the others are all
known eriminals. And further search will
feveal my original fossils and reproduc-
tlenis eaehed away In an east side hide-
eut . . ; khewn to be a gang headquarters.
The gang's going to be credited with
everything that’s happened—esaaiallly as
even the ehemmieals that were used for the
disguise were bought by fembets of the
gang whe petished tonight.”

Curt Whelan snorted. “You mean they
committed suicide so you could get the
diamond? That's ridiclous!”

64™NTOT quite,” demurred the curator.

“You see, they believed they would
be only temporarily disguised. It seemed
a good idea to my friends in the less
respectable parts of the commumity to
take a one-night stand in the museum,
disguised as fossils. That was going to
be their opportumity to seize the diameond.
T imagine they began to suspect, as they
grew utteely helpless under my treatment,
that they had taken more thah they had
bargained for—henee the Immense efforts
on thelr parts which led te these aftacks
on the ehild and the young glel. They
wefe angry, but I rather expected that
would happen, tee. That fitied in well
with my plans, as everything else did. 1t

led to a series of events which made the
removal of the diamond seem a natural
step.”

The young man seemed to have a one-
track mind. Imstead of commenting on
Dr. Howard’s brilliant scheme, he asked,
with agony in his voice, “But now you've
got the diamond—what good is Marjorie
to you ? Wihat good would she have bezn?”

“Youtlll see,” said Dr. Howard. The
questions were making him a little im-
patient. “Your Marjorie is a veritable
treasure—or should I say, a travelling-
case for treasure.”

Ahead loomed a neat, little, white house.

“Wellcome!” said Dr. Howard expan-
sively to his young assistant. He dragged
him into the house, and down the stairs
to the white-washed cellar lzlboratory.

Curt Wielan began to shout at the stiff
half-human unfinished specimens, plead-
ing with them to rise against their satanic
creator. . . “Dom’t be absurd, Curt,” said
the curator. “They couldn’t do a thing
even if they wanted to—and I shouldn't
be surprised if even they knew that they
woR’t be any loss to the world. I've only
been working on them, so that they'd be
ready to substitute if my other subjects
died prematunelly. Fortunaisdly, the need
for them will never arise. It's just as
well=I might as well admit the business
was getting tee toueh-and-go for me.”

He mopped his forehead—he was be-
ginning to get a touch of that migraine
that sometimes came to him after crucial
moments. “I'm not even faced with the
necessity of destroying them,” he con-
tinued. “The calcium compound I've
wortked into their tissue, and the other
chemicals I planted subcutaneously will
take ecare of that autommfiicallly. I'd hate
to lose Miss Wedllles, and if you'll excuse
me, I think I'll see how she's getting along.
I don’t even like to keep her in the same
topim with these people.”

The young man sagged against the
white floor, but the curator had no time



HOUSE OF THE MUMMY MEN 79

to tend to him at present. Later, he sus-
pected, Curt might appreciate some cool
water—but Dr. Howard's headache made
him impatient with other people’s ail-
ments. He still had to take care of Mar- The intent face was blurring before her
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"You'll be all right, child,” said the
anthropologist, rubbing his hands togeth-
er delightedly. "Do you know where I'm
going to take you? To Rotterdam—I've
already engaged the services of a diamond-
cutter there. Best diamond-cutters in the
world, those Hollanders . . .and you'll be
of just as much service as he will. We
don't want any marks on your pretty body.
What would they think of a scientist who
brought a mummy aboard with scars on
it? So while you're in a condition to do it,
we'll have you swallow this. . . ."

From his hip pocket, the man produced
an object the size of a man's fist. Crude
and yellow and opalescent. . Marjorie
stared at it as a condemned witch might
stretching an inner passage, choking tier,
lying at last within her like an embryo of
the death to come. She was helpless and
bound, but another faint wordless protest
came from her lips.

"Steady now," Howard cautioned.
With small surgical prongs he jacked her
mouth open. Numbly, the prong's end
pressed into her palate and tongue

She saw the stone magnify as it ap-
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proached her face—and then it disap-
peared. Howard was shoving it back,

down the entrance to the aesophogus. She
felt no pain, only a terrible breathlessness.
The intent face was blurring before her
eyes. She guessed she would not have the
good fortune of instant death. Death
would come later, after she had endured
more, much more of this. ... She thought
of Curt, and of what life might have been
theirs. Even this place, she thought, would
cease to be hell, if she could see his face.

Suddenly, Dr. Howard was not paying
any attention whatever to her. He turned,
his nostrils dilating like a frightened
beast's . . . and then the walls seemed to
come alive with a crackling sound. The
air in the small room grew thick and hot.

Fire! Marjorie tried to pull against
her bonds, but her muscles were impotent.
She looked at Howard, and to her amaze-
ment. he was bolting the door. Fear made
him drool, turned his eyes reddish. He
was afraid of something else, something
worse than death by burning! It grew
hotter. Marjorie's vision began to blur.
Louder and louder grew the crackling
sounds in the walls, and then there was
another sound, even more thunderous—
the sound of stamping feet. Faint at first,
then nearer and more savage, rose a
chorus of yells, as though the doctor's sins
were rising against him.

They were at the door. Marjorie heard
the pounding of their fists, the blood-lust
in their voices . . . and then a small red
tongue of flame licked the door-hinges,
and the mob was upon him.

The shapes that poured into the room
were nothing that should have moved,
they seemed half-finished pieces out of a
museum, come to a sudden, savage life.
Relentless, hideous, impervious to fire and
heat, they tore into the curator fang and
claw. Some of the hairy bodies were al-
ready smoldering in flame—but even that
did not seem to trouble them.

Curt had come in—a strange Curt with
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singed eyebrows and charred hands. She
could not be dreaming—she felt him stop-
ping the progress of endless belts about
her body, heard him pleading with her not
to die. She tried to answer, and blood
frothed on her lips—then she closed her
eyes. She knew Curt was taking the stone
from her throat; the dull sensation
through her enervated flesh must be the
tearing of membrane., Curt was swearing,
begging, weeping like a gitl. She remem-
bered at the end that he carried her
through the pack of bodies, .through the
fiery house, into early morming sunlight.
She would remember forever the feeling
of eool, dewy grass under her, and Curt's
hot hand on her forehead.

T ITTLE by little, the paralysis seemed
to be going from her bedy. She cotild

not talk, and she could only move her
hands a little bit, but she was beginning
to feel pain. It was sickening, stabbing
pain, but it was better than te feel nethifig.
And there was Curt’s faee, leanlng over
her . ., she tried to touch it, and eould net.
He caught her fiingers In his, held them.
“You're going to be all right? he
asked. There was hysteria in his volee.
“Weell get doctors for you—well fix yeou
up,” he went on. "“Of, Midge, darling. .
Far down the road, a bell clamored.
Someone was coming to put out the fire,
but Marjorie guessed that there would be
nothing left of Dr. Howard's hell-house
when the flames had done their work. It
was just as well, she thought. , , . Curt
was gasping for breath, and he fllung him-
self face down on the grass beside her. He
must have been hurt, himself. She looked
at him anxiowsly, a query In her eyes.
“I'm all right,” he assured her briefly.
“It’s you . ... I saw what he did to the
athers, Midge. He was crazy, perverted.
He shouldn’t have been allowed te live.
He told me how he worked it. He got in
with a bunch of crooks, and actually pef-

suaded them that he could disguise them
so that they’d pass for museum speci-
mens. Then, as curator, he could smuggle
them in so they'd be on hand at the exact
moment when old Van Houten had his
diamond in tramsition from case to case.
Howard double-crossed thern in one way
—he didn't tll them the disguise would
be fatal,

“He brought me here, because I'd seen
too much—and I couldn’t do a thing until
the fire started. One of the poor mummies
back there—he kept a few replicas on
hand. helpless, in case something should
happen to one of these already in the mu-
seum—bhad managed to knock a bunsen
burner out of the laboratory window, so
that it dangled against the wall of the
house. This fellow had discovered that
the stuff Howard had kneaded into their
sking relaxed a little in warmitih, and that’s
why he’d tried to get close to the burner.

“Amyway, that fire started just in time,
and its heat set them all loose, One of
them, in passing, freed me. They were all
out to get Howard.”

Curt paused, as though he were too
tired to go on. . . . Marjorie heard voices,
normal voices, and knew that help would
come soon, Curt had thrown one arm
across her, and she could feel a hard hump
pressing against her side—he had some-
thing in his shirt-pocket.

The Van Houten diamond—she winced,
and he whispered, “Welll get rid of tiwt,
Midge! But it'll be almost worth our
while—there ought to be enough reward
for its recovery from Van Heuten’s heirs
to take care of us the rest of our lives.”

The rest of their lives—no, she wanted
nothing of the diamond to hang over the
rest of their lives! But there would be
time later to tell Curt that—later, when
some of the wounds that were raw tor-
ture now, should heal. It was enough now
that he was beside her, when she had
never expected such blessing again,

THE END
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"Mywa Collins, or Browss, the homvible
pavasyeed fpuyppet e Himnself cecaatel?? Wibich off 1B tiwe kit 10ne gditl
Wiy Joved], a tragic corpse in a wellarr of gore?

E accident snarled traffic into a
tangle of automobiles and glaring
headlights. A policeman came

funning. He pulled the mangled pedes-
trian to the curb. The crowd milled for-

ward, jabbering questions.

“Is he dead? My God, look at him—
all covered with bloosd—"

“Get an ambulance! Somebody send
for an ambulance—"

“Too late—he's dead. The policeman
says he's dead. Which car hit him?”
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“That young taxi-driver.”

The young chauffeur was paliid with
terror. “My God, officer, I know you got
to arrest me, but it wasnt my fault. I
swear it wasn’t. Listen, there must be
witnesses—somebody must have seen I
was innocent. The guy just walked in
front of me—like he was drunk—or in a
daze.”

“I saw him,” a man said. “Take my
name, officar—I'll testify. Good Lord, he
stepped off the curb twitching=stiff-
legged—like an automatom or something.
Wasn't the driver’s fault—"

“Who is he?” somebody else asked,

“Myron Collins,” the officer said.
“Name’s in his purse

“Myrom Collins!” The crowd took it
up- “Mymon Collins, the famous ventrilo-
quist I

A tradesmam in white aprom came run-
ning from a corner store. “Myrom Col-
lins—that's who he is! I know him, He
lives right here.

He gestured to the big brownstone
boarding house. And suddemly, from a
third floor window an old woman
screamed:

“Come up, officerr! Look what his pup-
pet’s done up here! Blood on its hands!
Murder! Murder!”

X Xk ok

Myron Collins, even as a little boy,
seemed a born ventriloguist. He was a
strange, unnatural child, locking himself
in his room for hours. Omece his mother
came and listened outside. She heard him
practicing this ventriloquism, going over
and over a scene so foreign in its
character that it sent a chill of fear
through her.

She called to him to open the door.
As the key and door handle turmed, she
said, “Mymron Collins, I never heard such
talk. What in the world are you doing ?*
But the words chilled on her lips as she
met the weird look on her small son’s
face.

“I was playing,” he said softly. “Just
playing.”

For Christmas, he was given a Puneh
and Judy show. He practiced with the
little puppets for weeks. Them, after a
supper party given by his parents, he
gave a performance for the guests. It
was a weird and exciting experience to
him: his audience stood gaping with
amazement and horror at the cruelty he
displayed in this act he had created. He
seemed to be striving to make the puppets
more real, more appalling—perhaps as an
outlet for a latent, dormant nature of
his own. Wheaitewer it was, the effect on
his audience was one of repugmamce and
disgust. How coutd a child conceive a
thing so vicious as this play?

Not long afterward he was taken out
of school. Amd he was glad. He had a
tutor who made a pretemcc at giving him
lessons, but somehow Myron didn’t seem
capable of mastering them. He quietly,
but determimedly, brushed them to one
side.

TWIS father had set up a carpenter's

workshop for him in the barm. It
was several hundred feet behind the
house, and every day Myron would make
his way there, feverishly. Sormetimes in
his work, he would drop his head to his
arm beside the pretentious puppet he was
making, and he would sob at his inability
to create it to his satisfaction. Fimallly he
would go back to his work. Seometimes,
oh the ranipulation of one finger alone,
he would work for days, a grifm, consums-
Ing haste upen him, At nightfalll, spent
and weary, he weuld go baek te the
heuse, furtively eseape 1ris mother's gues:
tiening gaze, and sihk te a ehair i his
Fee .

When he was seventeem, his mether
died. He always remembered, with a
vague wonder, the strange shuddering
glance she gave him as she passed away,
still holding to her heart his alfest fern-



MURDER PUPPET 83

inine hand. She must have known things
she never mentioned; seen, perhaps, a
tragic vision of the future,

His father died a year later. They had
come to the workshop and told him his
father was sinking. But he was working
on the last detail of a life-size puppet,
and he delayed. At last it was done, and
in an exultant rush, he came to his
fathet’s bedside, a triumphant gleam in
his pale eye.

“Fatther, I've fimisheti him. He~—he
seems almost alive—"

His father gave him one brief, hurt
look. Then he sighed heavily and was
dead.

Myron glanced from his dead father
to the barn behind the house where the
puppet lay—the puppet that almost lived
—and he could not have told at that in-
stant, whether his achievement, or his
father’s departure stirred him with more
emotion.

Three days later his father was buried
and Myron sat in the workshop back in
the old barm. The puppet was on a dis-
carded sofa, beside him. It was a man-
puppet, life-size; with evil carved into
the lines of its wooden face.

Myron said, “Now there’s no one to
stop us, and we must decide how to be-
gin. You're to be the most famous puppet
in the world. Your name is Brutus and
I must train you as carefully as a parent
would train a child.”

He was surprised to hear himsslff make
the puppet say, “Welll start with one
understanding: I am the one who gives
the orders from now on.”

The grim mouth opened and shut. The
words, coming from Myron yet seeming
to issue from Brutws, clicked out with
an almost metallic ring to them. Myron
was becoming so expert, that he worked
the controls of the puppet with com-
patative ease. It would not be long now
before it would be second nature to him
and require no conscious thought.

He realized, and it made him shudder
with a sudden thrilll, that from the fiirst
he must have seen this malignant Brutus
as an evil being. These words of
Brutus® were the keynote of their re-
lationship as it would be henceforth.
Brutus would play the patt of the strong,
cruel dominating character; Myron would
continue to be the quiet, self-effacing per-
son he had been always.

Vaguely he wondeted if those words
were crystalizing a submerged craving
within himself,

TAHREE yeats later—Brutus and

Lamb, as they were new ealled—were
a national suecess. A fad. Peeple en-
gaged Myron to entettain their afters
dinner guests with his puppet, and the
menace and satire huthed at them by
Brutus faselnated even as It ferrerized
them with 1ts uncanmy, demeniaeal
fealism,

On such a night as this Myron met the
girtl he was doomed to love. After his
performamce, he was about to accept his
hostess’ invitation to have a glass of
punch.

“I should like to wash my hands ffiwst,
if I may,” he had said.

In the half-light of a turn in the upper
hallway he saw a young girl leaving one
of the guest rooms. He had not met this
girl, though he had seen her earlier in
the evening, and was disappoimted not'
to see her when he glanced about during
his performance.

“Where were you?” he said softly.
“We missed you."

She, probably thinking he was another
guest, answered his smile,

“O, I came upstairs,” she said. “That
man down there with that hornible dum-
my—it was so revolting—"

Myrom quickly took in the situatien.
“Yes, wasn’t it? And the mam="

Already he was realizing this yeung
girl's beauty and charm were giving him
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sensations he had never before exper-
ienced. Her radiant face with its halo of
golden, clinging curls, her body, lithe and
rounded. . . .

“I haven't seen him. But he must be
despicable. No civilized person could
create such a ghastly travesty. Don’t you
think I'm rightt?"

Her liquid, expressive eyes made his
heart pound absurdly. “Of course you
are. I'm glad you had the sense to stay
up. But now it's over, won't you meet
me on the terrace, say in five minutes?
You remember me,” he found himself
lying glibly, “I’'m Myron Wainwright—"

“I forget names, but I should like to
know you hettier—"

“Your name is—"

“Wamnda Carter. You're not good at
remembering eitiher.”

“Tiere are so many new faces tonight,”
he said quietly.

“Of course. In five minutes, then

“I'll be there.”

But how ? He must be careful. Wanda
must not know who he was. That would
be fatal. Myron knew beyond a doubt,
that he had fallen in love. Strange that
he should have gone for so many years,
and had no interest in women. He made
his way furtively to the tertace. She was
standing there, pallid in the gleaming
moonlight, with the marhle of the terrace
a weird setting for her vibrant youth. ...

TXE saw much of her in the months

following, always keeping his true
identity from her, yet always promising
himself that he would diselose the decep-
tion and trust to heer growing leve for
him, to understand.

Meanwthille he worked untiringly on
Brutws, changing the features, the
mechanisms, as he found their defects. He
had made the lines of its mouth more
cruel, the eyes more human: they sent 8
harrowing chill of exaltation through
him, when they were done. There was a

giant strength in the look of Brutus now,
and in its speech a stark cruelness which
inspired Myron with a shuddering awe.

Moreover, Brutus had become so close-
ly hinged with his every thought and
action, that at times Myron could almost
believe that it was Brutus who was en-
gineering their words and actions, rather
than he. This thought persisted and it
gave Myron a nauseus wave of herrof,
when he realized its consequences if he
did not eurb it.

Then came the day when Wanda wrote
that she was coming to New York.
Waould he meet her at the train? Sud-
denly he was forced to face himself; and
the picture he saw frightened him. He
had not realized where he was heading.
He had not realized that his grip was
gone; that uncertainty of hirself, ef his
other self, Brutus, made hifh a gruesems,
dual personality unfit te be respensible
for the glrl he loved. But he feught away
the theught.

He said softly, “Whem I'm married,
all this will be over. She’ll help me. T'll
get rid of Brutus: that's the way out. I've
been with him too much. My head aches
so I can't think. But when I'm Maf-
ried. . .”

Brutus was beside him as usual, his
sole companion in the apartment. There
were words coming from Brutus now,
metallic words clicking out sharply, un-
expectedly :

“You fooll You can't marry. You're
insane. It isn’t something new. Your
mother knew it. You'd have been locked
up long ago if you hadn’t been rich, You
can't marry, She'd soon realize—and
she’d have you put away. Remember—
she doesn't know you. But I do. Ard I'll
tell her the first chance I get.”

A wave of insufferable helplessness
came over Myrom. He must have said
the words for Brutus. He kamwww he had,
But they were words that had eome from
him without his conscious knewledge—
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words that must have come against his
will. How would such a grisly matter
end?

It was an intolerable situation, with
Wamda coming. How could he explain
such a condition to her? Waouwld she un-
derstand ?

He knew she would not. He must do
something: avoid the issue in some way.,
Perhaps if he were to hide Brutus—that
was it! Lock him here in this closet.
Wihen he was out and away from Bruius,
these things did not happen. Yet a nag-
ging fear still followed him as he left for
the station, after locking the puppet away.
A fear he could not answer,

His moody brooding had made him
late. Wamda stood there, looking about.
She seemed younger, more lovable than
he had ever seen her before. It sent a
strange pang through him.

“Wamdla, I'm sorry to be late.”

“Olh, there you are! It doesn‘t matter.”
She smiled. “I'm so relieved you've
come.”

“You look so lovely, Wamdia,” he said
softly. He picked up her small suitcase.
“Come. I'll take you to my place first,”
he said.

He saw a puzzled wonderment upon
her lovely face, but she said nothing. Why
did she look at him so strangely? And
what a child she was, really, with those
large questioning eyes. A sudden pre-
monition made Myron want to say, “We
won't go to my place, after all. I'll take
you to & hotel—” But the words would
net come,

COON they were in a taxi, heading for

the darkly oppressive rooms which
were Myron’s home. An increasing un-
rest was upon him. Almost he wished
that Wanda had not come. Suppose she
were to see Brutus? Immediately she
would recognize it as the revolting dummy
she had avoided that night. But she
wouldn’t see Brutus; he had locked the

closet door. His fear was nonsense; he
told himself, with the reaction from the
theiill of her soft young lips upon his,
and the tiny trusting hand now resting
within his own.

They arrived at his address and walked
up the three rickety flights of stairs. The
halls were noisome with a conglomeration
of smells. He felt her hand clinging to
his arm. Onmnce she stopped, almost as
though she, too, had become suddenly
aware of some grim menace Jurking
here.

He glanced down at her. “We're al-
most there,"” he said softly, and they con-
tinued on up.

He unlocked his door and they went
into the dim, shadowy interior. There
was a strange ominous silence. It struck
at them. Myron could feel a dank chill of
apprehemsion go down his spine. He
stood for an instant, fightimg the impulse
to snatch Wamdia’s arm and drag her
from the frightening room.

“Myron,” she murmured. “I—I seem
to be afraid. I feel as though we weren't
—uveren’t alone, as though we were being
watched. What is it? Wiy do I feel this
way 7"

From the closet, before he could form
his words of reassuramce, before he could
conttol it, the metallic rasp of Brutus’
voice came to them:

“You feel that way,” it said, “because
the man you love is crazy—imsame. He
hasn’t told you about himself. Let me
out, and I will.”*

Myron stood by, helpless at this thing
he was doing. This was no usual ven-
triloquism and he knew it. There was a
rasp of murderous hate—a hate so ve-
hement that it caught him unawares, un-
able to believe that he was the imstrument
of so flierce an outburst. It was as
theugh some nomadic spirit were brood-
ing within this reom. Was he being used
as its teel? These words had not eman-
ated from his conscious brain. He had
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been used, merely, to say them. Almest
as if he, instead of Brutus, were the
puppet!

Wanda’s agitated cry steadied him.
“My God, what is that—who is that?
Myrom, don’t stand there looking like
that! Do something, say somethimg!®

“Don’t be afraid,” he said softly. “It's
nothing to be afraid of. Sit down and
I'll show you. Then you'll understand,
and I hope youll forgive me=" They
were quiet words, but his heart was
facing.

“Put on the light, Myron. TI'm afraid.
I tell you, I'm terribly afraid.”

He lighted the lamp. “Are you all
right now?"

“Yes,” she said. “But don’t go away.
Don’t leave me. Oh, I'm so ashamed of
myself, but I don’t seem to be able to
help it.”

A nervous tremor was upon him, Why
was he doing this thing? It pounded at
him. What mysterious agency was this,
forcing him on—to what? What was this
terrifying crisis which lay ahead, like
some great abyss yawning beyond its
brink, with him stumbling toward it, un-
able to save himself?

He wanted to cry out, “Wanda—save
us—save us—" But the futility of his
desire, his inability to execute it, numbed
and confused him.

He heard himself saying softly: “Just
a moment Wamda. . .» He was unlock-
ing and opening the closet door. “You'll
recognize it—but don’t be angry.”

TN quick staccato repetition, the ques-
tion hammeted at him now: why was
he doing this? Wy, in Heaven’s name,
was he doing this to Wanda! Was it
voluntary, of was he being impelled by
a force stronger than himself? Was he
torturing this gitl whom he leved, ter-
turing Her and getting a sadistie triumph
from his power te frighten her? What
horror was this, stalking them bedh!

Wamnda was sitting on the edge of the
sofa, her soft blue eyes hazy with tears,
her red lips trembling. As he opened
the door, showing the malignant, evil-
looking Brutus, she let out a scream of
frenzied revulsion.

“It’s Brutus,” Myron said softly, “I
made him. I'm Myron Collims.”

He seated the puppet in a large arm
chair. Wanda glanced at it, shuddering.
“My God, Myron—don’t bring it here.
Wihat made you make it? How could you
—how could you! I thought it was alive
for an instant. Put it back!” She was
sobbing now and cringing.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said softly.
“Youill get used to it." He put it on the
couch between them.

She put her hand to her lips to stifle
the scream of terror. “I can't believe
you're Myron Collins. I can't believe
it, I must be dreaming. , . . Take it away!
Don't let it touch me—it’s touching me !

Its cloying, sodden hand was upon her
arm in a rude caress. It was not a hu-
man caress, yet its palm was resilient.
Then its hand closed upon her arm.
Myton was watching quietly, leaning
forward on the sofa so that he could see
Wanda.

“Youll get used to Brutus,” he said
softly.

Yet there was a tumult within him, as
though there were two of him, each at war
with the other. There rose in him a
fierce struggle to warn the girl he loved,
warn her of this mad storm that was go-
Ing on within him and over which he had
lost all control. But the other, his evil
self, seemed now to be the stronger force.

“Take it way. Make it stop i* She was
tearing at Brutus’ arm, beating its chest
in her panic,

A strange light feeling was coming over
Mytrom, as though he were fitusting, per-
haps. The tummit has eased. He felt as
though he had left his body—been dis-
possessed perhaps—thrown out of the
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temple in which he had lived. He was
hanging in midair, gazing dazedly at this
demoniacal debauchery.

“Take it away! You’re making it do
thist Stop it—Oh, Myrom!”

It was forcing her backwards now. Its
monster face, with set animal greed show-
ing in the pallid lamp light, was bending
over her. Ome hand began methodically
clawing at her soft dress, her hair, in
harsh rhythmic strokes. It came closar;
it seemed to open and shut its mouth
with a click, yet the lips smacked to-
gether in a sound most horrible,

MJYRON’'S hands shook as he gripped

the puppet's arm controls, urging it
with its caresses. Wiithim him, stronger
than the pity he felt, the strange horrible
thrill grew more demanding.

She was fightimy desperatefy now. But
Brutus had her pinned back on the sofa.
Her dress was rent down the front. Soft
silk things were in ribbons and blood
gushed from the claw-like marks on her
firmm, white breasts. There was blood
streaming from her arm where the fllesh
wag torn away, and her face—stark ter-
For was Wweitten In her eyes.

Yet now Myron had no impulse to
make this grisly horror be done. Vaguely
he wondered what had come over him.

Wamnda was struggling and twitching
now in agony. The pallid light showed
her in mortal pain. Her arm had been
broken and hung dangling. Her neck
was twisted, her eyes goggled and her
lips moved spasmodically,

Mytron said, “She is dying.” Or had
he uttered it? He could hear no sound.

Then, incredible horror, he thought he
saw Brutus getting to his feet. From this
sttange detached place from which he
was watching, he saw the dumey stagger
to the door.

Wiy couldn’t he think? Wy didn't
he do something. What in God’s name
was this numbmness upon him! Had he

gone mad! Had he been mad always!

Brutus couldn’t open a door. Yet he
was opening it now, his eyes seeming to
gloat as he turmed to face Myrom, who
was sitting stiffly, with eyes staring, mov-
ing with a rhythmic jerk to cover the ex-
posed bleeding breast of the pallid, dying
Wanda.

The door closed after Brutus. . . .

Myron thought, “I'm dreaming. This
is a dream. I wasn't clever enough to
make Brutus walk as well as that. And
doors were always too difficult for hiim—"
But a dawning, sweeping terror came at
him. There was a mifror across the
roor. In the pallid light, with the room
now a gruesorme silent tomb, in which
Wamda lay dead, Myron saw himself,

Saw himself? Could that be he—so
horrible?

Then what was left of the conscious-
ness of Myron Collins, still housed there
in that strange form, suddenly departed—
stricken into a heap of wood and sawdust.

*k ok Xk

In the dim gaslit hall of the lodging
house, by the bottom of the stairs, the
terrified old landlady stood peering. What
was all that commotion upstairs?

Then she saw Myron Collins come
down—ihis big spare figure walking with
strange steps that jerked mechamically as
he fumbled at the front door and went
out,

The jerking figure crossed the pave-
ment, walking like an automatom. The
body of Myron Collins—the suddenly
dominant, unleashed thing that was
Brutus, not knowing how to use this hu-
man mechanisem, not knowing the mean-
ing of rushing automobiles that could
kill. . .,

Is that what it was?

Brakes screamed. The jerking, weirdly
stalking figure went down—mangled.

Myron Collins, or Brutus the puppet?
Who shall ever know?
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CHAPTER ONE

Lilith, Lady of Death

HE gauge in the wall of the aifr-

I lock showed the *“50 1bs” that
matched the pressure inside the
tunnel. Dan Ryan, night super of the Big
Bore, started for the inner gate. His hand

lifted to the wheel that would unlock it,
but the wheel whirled before he could
touch it. The door burst open, and Ryan
was swept back by a rush of white-faced,
gibbering sandhogs.

A giant Negro, eyes rolling with a
frenzy of terror, kneed a whimpering
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Humky out of his way. An Irish pipe- opposite wall, his wind knocked out.
layer crashed a path for himself with mad The gate from the Tube was pulled
fists. A Magyar riveter made a battering- shut by frantic hands. A hiss signalled
ram of his oilskin-clothed shoulder, and that someone had started the slow half-
Ryan was banged up against the lock’s hour of decomptession necessary before
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anyone could leave for the normal pres-
sure of the outer world without being
tortured by the dreaded “bends.” The
great steel box was hideous with a dmmor
of wordless shouts, frightened whimper-
ings and shrill invocations to the Deity.

“Pipe down,” Ryan howled, getting his
breath. “Pipe down you mugs,” and re-
inforced the order with blistering oaths.
“What is it? What's sent you yellow-
bellies skyhootin’ in here like scutterin’
rats?”

They goggled at him as if he spoke an
alien tongue. “Is it a break?” Ryan de-
manded, and kmew at once that it could
not be any sudden inrush of river silt that
had sent into the lock this tidal wave of
frightened men. He'd worked with them
too long, knew their breed too weil, te
really think that any of the usual forms
which danger takes in the umder-river
workings could so grey their lips and
dilate their pupils, and set the smail mus-
cles twitching in their mud-masked faces.

Iff the Tube’s iron walls were buckling,
if some “blow" in the Bore’s metal armor
had reduced pressure and let river mud
and water come in upon them, they would
be in there battling it with a fine coordina-
tion of brawn and musecle and brain. They
were tunnel-men, hard-headed, hard-
bedied, hard-living and hard-dying. Never,
as leng as there was any hepe of staving
off disaster weuld they fun. If all hepe
were gene, they weuld try to eseape, but
it was ineredidle that, even then, they
sheuld flee in this manaer, iheir faees
glistening with the eald sweat of fear:

They gaped at Ryam, soundless gasps
in their throats, and Ryan’s own skin
crawled with the contagion of the name-
less terror he read in their eyes.

“You, Jon,” he growled, his horny
fingerss hooking into the collar of Jon
Wemncslaw’s leather coat, wet and mud-
slimed. “Whet’s gone wrong? Speak up,
damn you!” Ryan shook the butly Pole
with a viciousness born of wrath at his

own reasonless pamic, shook some modi-
cum of sense back into the crew fore-
man’s pallid visage, shook a gurgle of
speech out of him.

“Ees in dere, da Devil's Virgin,” came
the amazing words. “She ees take Dinny
Mara, an da rest of us run before she
take us all.”

An icy pucker tightened the skin across
the back of Dan Ryan’s shoulders. The
tale of the Devil's Virgin is whispered
wherever human moles burrow through
towering mountaims, or under city streets,
or beneath the turgid flood of mighty
rivers. More beautiful than a hundred
poets can tell, she is, and more evil than
Satam, her brother, by the same measure
that a bad woman is worse than the worst
of men. Seeing her face, no man can re-
sist her. Nor can any man live, having
seen her, and the manmer in which he
dies is such as would make the Grand
Inquisitor himself ill with pity. So dread-
ful a being is the Devil’s Virgin that He
who permits Lucifer to roam the earth
has forbidden her its surface, and that is
why she is known only to the men who
delve into the Plutonian realms.

TRECALIING this legend, a shudder
ran through Dan Ryan’s great frame,
and his lips blenched. Then those same
lips were snatling. “You'te crazy, Jon
Weteslaw. You're blithering mad.”

“He ain't crazy, Mistah Ryan,” Black
Jeff interposed. “She is in dah.’ Jeff
could tie a crowbar into a knot with his
bare hands, and there was none botra of
woman whom Jeff Adams feared. “She
sho is.” But now his face was a sickly
green, his eyes big as saucers, and his
teeth chattered audibly. “We seen her
come right froo de Headin’ Shield, an’
we run. But Dinny, he look back at her,
an’ he turmed aroun’ an’ went to her. He
wuz de on'y one dat seen her full—"

“What you saw was the grey spray of
a blow, you blithering idiots,” Dan Ryan
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broke in. “Amd Dinny was the only one
with guts enough to try to plug the leak
before the whole river fills the tunnel.
You left him to fight 1t alene—Lift that
pressure, you white-livered rats. Lift it
back to fifty so's we ean get baek In and
help him.”

The gauge was already down to forty-
four, and it must go back up to fifty, or
when the lock gate was opened, the conse-
quent lessening of the push of air against
the weight of the river might be just
enough to let the shield blow in, and the
silt of the river bottom after it, and the
tiver itself, and months of labor would be
obliterated. Months of labor and the life
of a black-haired, ex-shouldeted Irish bey
with a never fading gtin and the fiibhing
heart of Beian Beoru.

“Lift the pressure,” Dan Ryan bawled
again.

A beetle-browed Slovak reached for
the switch handle to obey him, but the
Slovak’s hand was batted away.

“No,” a voice from the back of the
lock shouted. “We're not opening the
gate. We're not letting her get at us.”

“Lift the pressure,” Ryan bellowed, and
then he was charging through the press
of fear-crazed sandhogs, shoe and knee
and iron fists crunching on bodies, batter-
ing them out of his way.

He reached the switch, sliced it over.
He jerked its handle-lever out of its socket
and was laying about him with the flash-
ing, murderous hammer of brass. It
cleared a space about him and held that
space clear while the gauge-meedle that
had been dropping, quivered and started
to climb again. To forty-six it climbed,
and to forty-seven, while the great bulk of
Dan Ryan guarded the switch, his mas-
slve head thrust forward on that bull’s
fieek of his, his black eyes slitted and
furieus, To forty-elght and forty-nine the
needle elimbed, and to fifty, and then
Ryan was moving to the inner gate of the
leek, fitinging it opesn.

Dan Ryan lurched out of the lock into
the tunmel, roaring, “Come on you yellow
scuts.” He didn’t wait to see if they fol-
lowed him, but heaved into a run.

A clanging crash reverberated behind
him. Ryan looked back over his shoulder
and gave voice to an oath that would have
seared his tongue were it not made of
asbestos, for that clang had been the sound
of the lock-gate closing, and he was alone
in the great Tube. He flung the switeh
handle at the great metal plate with a
snarling, “Here, you gutless pups!” and
ran on towakd the head of the Bore.

The Big Tube through which he ran
was weird as some minor hell, a huge,
iron-wallled pipe alive with grotesque
shadows and with the throbbing pulse of
the air-pumps that held the river out of it.

The pressure of fifty pounds to the
square inch squeezed the water out of the
air, so that the Tummel was filled with a
thick, steamy fog, stifling the light of the
naked electric bulbs hanging overhead.
The water dripped from the wet-black,
arced ceiling, and dribbled down the
curved iron walls. The water lay in
glistening pools between the rails on which
stood trains of little dumpcars loaded with
mud and silt from the Shield that was the
eutting head of the Tube which nosed day
and night, night and day, out under the
tiver, four feet each twenty-four hours.

Ryan’s great chest labored with the
breathing of the thick air, and despite the
damp chill, sweat bathed his brow and his
back and chest as he ran. The thump of
his running boots echoed hollow and re-
sonant in the tummel, and the pulse of the
pumps throbbed against his ears, and
about him tiny leaks in the airlines hissed
like a million snakes, yet a strange, weird
hush seemed to possess the Tunnel.

Tt was not only that the clangor of steel
on steel was missing, and the deafening
chatter of the riveting gunms, the scrape
of shovels and the rumbling of the dump
car trains and all the other noises that had
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resounded here, for so many months,
There seemed to be another silence here,
underlying the silence of sounds missing,
a curious, taut hush as if the Tummel it-
self bated breath with dread of something
that had come into it, something alien and
evil.

Icy fingers closed on Dan Ryan's heart
as he ran on, the shadows about him slug-
gish, his legs sluggish as though plough-
ing through some invisible, miasmic ffid.
He seemed to have run endless miles, but
it seemed still endless miles to the Head
of the Tube where Dinny Mara was fiigitt-
ing alone to plug some blow in the Shield,

MMHEN Dan Ryam went past a pile of

cement bags and saw the Shield, the
great circular steel wall divided into com-
partmments where the men who cowered in
the leck, far back, should be working.
The Shield was netted by a maze of rub-
ber tubes and lead pipes, but it was whole,
no sign of a break in it, ot of a blow,

In the muck and mire of the Tunnel's
floor beneath the Shield. Ryan saw the
tools the men had dropped in their panic,
and there he saw Dinny Mara.

It must be Dinny Mara, but there was
nothing about the torn and awful thing
that slopped in a pool of rusted, stinking
water like a caught fish, that could prove
it to have been Dinny. Faceless it was,
its flesh shredded, its limbs crushed so
that they seemed never to have been
centred by bones. That which enabled it
to lift and splash down and lift again,
grotesquelly, was not life at all, but some
awful animation of a dead thing that even
Death rejected.

Ryan froze for a horrilble moment, star-
ing at it, and most horrible of all that
moment was a word that croaked from
the gory, featureless mask. A name.
“Uikkth.”

There was neither agony in the sound
of the name, nor a curse, but a strange,
inexplicable yearning. And then that from

which it came dropped down with a rusty
splash, and was still.

Dan Ryan went to his knee beside the
horror that once had been Dinny Mara,
and he saw that Dinny was dead. Ryan’s
hand lifted to cross himself, his grey lips
forming to the first word of a prayer for
a soul that had passed. But Ryan’s hand
never made the sign of the cross, nor did
a syllable of prayer pass his numbed lips.

His eyes, lifting to the Father, had
found a green shimmer all about him, as
if the Tummel were filled, abruptly, with
the green brine of the sea. Through it
the cast-iron wall of the Bore and the steel
loom of the Shield wavered blurrily.

Ryan’s breath caught in his throat, for
fear that, if he inhaled, it would be water
he would draw into his lungs, and almost
he felt the cold caress of the water against
his skin.

And then there was a silvery glint in
the green, and the languid undulation of a
great fiish’s scaly tail. It trailed great
streamers of seaweed black as night, and
through the weaving black masses gleamed
the whiteness of the fiish's bellly—No!

Nbot of a fiish’s belly! That pallid gleam
in the wavering, watery light had the
shape of a human abdomen, and half-
hidden by a streaming mantle of black
hair, Dan Ryan saw the pearly sheen of
a woman's breasts, full-rounded and vir-
ginal. The swan-curve of a woman’s neck
formed out of the green light, and above
it was a wotnan’s face.

Framed in a cascade of raven locks, a
mouth damask-red and sensuous smiled at
Dan Ryam, a smile secret and enticing.
From under a high, white forehead
lustrous, dark eyes promised him such de-
lights as words never have been devised
to describe.

Arms of whitest alabaster lifted, throw-
ing back the ebon curtain of hair and un-
veiling all the wonder of her. The arms
stretched out to Dan Ryam, calling him
to their embrace.
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Dan Ryan rose, heart hammering his
chest, blood in his veins hot with desire,
alt the werld blotted from his mind, only
passion alive within him. He started to
the weran. her voluptuous smile wel-
comlng him. Semething eaught his ankle,
tangling {t. He glanced dewn—saw that
it was a boneless leg that had eaught him,
e eristidd leg of Dibnyy MMpra)

An oath ripped from Ryan’s white lips.
Then he leaped for the womam-fish, his
hands clenched into fists, the fists fHailing
at her.

A white flash of light met him, blind-
ing. Dan Ryam screamed, the sound of it
high and shriill and agomized. . . .

CHAPTER TWO
The Virgin’s Lash

TRHE embrasure of the window was
deep enough fof Diane Foifes and
Jerry Carter te stand within It and be eut
off by the curtains behind them frem the
chatter of the erewded reem. Carler's
arm was areund the slim, warth bedy of
his sweetheart, and the fragranee of her
tawhy leeks was IR his Restrils and his
Reart Beat strong with Ris leve faf her:

“It’s good to be alone with you,” Diane
murmuredi, the tiny oval of her face a
glimmer in the dimness.

The smile on Carter’s big-boned face
was a little bitter. “So you say. But you
insist on dragging me to a brawl like this,
where we've got to sneak off to be alone,
the first night in a week that [’ve been
able to get away from the Twmisdl. Yeu
make me dress up like a monkey IA a €ir-
eus.” His stalwart sheulders wrlggled
uneasily within the blaek strieture of his
tuxedo. "“Amd eheke myself with a
statehed eaHar, te shew me off te a bufeh
of nineempooeps whe never did an henest
day's werk in their Hves”

“You're a big boob, Jerry.” Om her
petal-like lips the epithet was an endear-
ment. “Danlling, it's these nincompoops

who are respomsiible for the tummels and
bridges you design, amd—"

“The dewvil it is,” Carter growled.
“Meygibe they finance them, but it's the
huskies who build them, the bohunks like
Jon Wencslaw, and the two-fisted, devil-
be-dammed micks like Dan Ryan and
Dinny Mata. Look!” He detew her closer
to the windew, so that she could leok out
Inte the night, eut and down frem this
sixteenth story aerie to whete the rlver
was a wide, blask ribben meireed with
gold, far belew. "See, down there where
that spangte of lights i elustered, that's
where the TumiRd is Being Built, et in
this perfumed pentheuse with iis pew-
dered Beldames and its pauniched, psueh-
gyed eapiains of high dinsnee. T wouldn't
&W'% fhe {ittle ﬁ'ﬂ%’é& 8f 8Ae f My sand:

Bgs for the whele mess 8F tyeoBAs 2Ad
vapid glass-eved playheys you  &Rase
Lo WitnS

Against his sturdy young bulk, Diane
was a fairy sprite in silver and gauze,
a nymph spun from the stuff of dreams;
the downy bloom of a peach on her soft
cheek and her hazel eyes aglow with pride
in the brawm and brains of her man, “Oh,
there’s something to be sald for them,
Jekry. Mest of them have fought hard
for what they have="

“How have they fought? Wiith stocks
and bonds and ticker tape, cheating and
swindling one another, the best liar and
biggest thief the winner. Amd when
they’ve won, they go soft. Thete’s a man
down there, where those red sparks show
oh 2 black bulk, ever neat the other
shere just north ef where the line of the
Tumird rubs, Elkan Pond. He invented
a dezen of ihe deviees aut of whieh yeur
tyeosns made their fortunes. BR’S an eld
man Aew, past eighty, but i3 he praneing
3round in a white shirt, and blaek tails?
No. He's dowh on the Bed 8f the fiver
Bvery day. A 4 hew sort of diving ma-
chine he’s devised, doing ihe thing that
gvery smal Bey dreams of huniing fof

ured freasuie. A Bullisn-carrying frigate
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was sunk somewhere out there, during the
Revolution, and he’s searching for it. He
won't find it, of course, but look at the
fun he's havimg—"

“Fun!"” Diane interrupted. “I think he's
pitiful. I know about him. He never
martied, never had a woman to love, a
child to cherish. He’s had nothing, all his
life, except his inventions and his—" A
discreet cough, just outside the curtains,
cut her off. And then they were apart,
turning to a grey-faced man in the livery
of a butler.

“I beg your pardom, Mr. Carter,” the
latter said. “But there is a telephone~
message for you. relayed from Miss
Forbes’ home. It seems that there is some
trouble at the Tuwmmel, sir, and your
presence is required.”

“The devil!” Carter exclaimed. “I
wonder what—" He wheeled back to the
window, peered out. “It’s not a blow, I
don’t see any bubbles coming up. But
Dan Ryan wouldn’t call me if it wasn't
serious. Sorry, chicken, I'll have to go.”

“I’m going with you,” Diane exclaimed,
and then she was runming to keep pace
with Jerry’s long-legged strides, running
through a swirl of tail-coated men and
their jewel-bedizened, pilllow-bosomed
mates.

A TAXI roared into the fidmdeligditied
4 gardl at the Shafthead of the Tunnel,
braked to a screeching stop. Its doer
slammed open and Jerry Carter leaped
from it, his black tie askew, his blond
halr ruffled. “Wait here,” he snapped at
Diane, flungr a bill at the hackman and
pounded through a row of ambulances
toward a eluster of blue-uniformed police-
men who stood somehow dazedly around
the deer te the building whete the elevator
platform of the alrleek entramee te the
Big Bore came to the surfaee.

Onme of the cops grabbed him. “Where
d’you think you're goin’, guy?” the of-
ficer grunted.

“In there!* Carter growled. “I've got
to—"
“The hell you are. There’s trouble

enough without any sigitseems—"

“Sightseer, hell,” Carter barked. “I'm
the chief engineer, here. Wihat's gone
wrong, mamn ?*

“I dumno—"

Carter broke the fellow's grip, lunged
away from him and into the Shaft House.
There were more cops here, and a num-
ber of white-suited hospital intermes. The
latter were bending over a row of men
who writhed on the floor, blood stream-
ing from their mouths and noses and eye-
sockets, their muscles jerking spasmodic-
ally.

“The bends!” Jerry exclaimed. “What
on earth—" He saw a pump-tender,
grabbed him. “Fogarty,” he yelled.
“Whhat’s coming off here ?”

Bill Fogarty stared at him with horror-
stricken eyes. “God knows, Chief. The
whole damn night shift got caught in the
lock when the pressure went off. Less
than a minute’s decompression they had,
instead of a half-hour, amd—"

“The pressure went? How did that
happen ?*

“Maim-line valve to the lock went out,
and I can’t see how. I—"

“The Tummel!” Was the Bore fiilled
with water? “How—"

“Tummel pressure is all right.” Fogarty
jabbed a shaking fiinger at the largest of
a bank of gauges on a near wall. “Steady
at fififyy

“Then what the devil were the boys do-
ing in the lock? They weren't due out
til—"

Carter cut off as brutal fiingers dug in-
to his shoulder. He twisted to a gorilla-
jawed man with the gold-braided cap of
a police captain. “You're Carter, in charge
here, ain’t you ?” the latter demanded.

“I’'m the chief engineer in charge of
construction. Yes.”

“Then you're under arrest. For crim-
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But it will be man-

inal negligence.
slaughter if any of these lugs die. They—"
Jerry jerked from his hold, dropped to
a twitching, gore-masked giant at his feet.

“Chief,” had croaked from the bloody
mouth. “Chief.” It would have taken
more than a grip on his shoulder to hold
Carter from him.

“Yes, Jeff,” he murmured. “What?"

“Dan Ryan’s still in de Bore,” the tor-
tured Negro moaned. “Amn’—an’ some-
thin’ terrible’s happened to him. We—
he hollered we was yaller, an’ some on us
fought ‘twill we got de gate open to go
after him. We heard him scream an—
whoof—dey wasa’t no mo’ pressure an’
de gate slam’ shut on us, an'—"” A gush
of blood from his weithing mouth drowned
the rest.

The captain dragged Carter to his feet
by his arm. “Youw’re under arrest,” he re-
peated. “For crimimall—"

“Negligence,” Jerry grunted. “You
said that before.” And then he was yelling
to an interne. “Doc. You got to get
these boys into the medical lock and send
the pressure up to fifty again, force the
nitrogen back into their blood. There's
one out in the yard—"

“Yeah, buddy,” the young medico in-
terrupted. “We know. We got a half-
dozen of them in there now, and that's
all it will hold.” Ower his shoulder Jerry
saw the elevator platform come up
through the fior. Cops on it had a half-
dozen more sandhogs flung over their
shoulders.

“This is the last,” one of the cops
yelled.

“And the rest of the boys will have to
take their chance,” the interne fifinidted.
“If their hearts are strong enough we may
pull them throwugh—"

“Wbgy isn't good enough,” Carter
snarled, and twisted to the captain.
“Listen,” he grated. “We'we got to get
the big lock working again so we can put
the men back in. I'm going dowm—"

“The hell you are,” the officer grunted.
“Our emergency crew will work on the
lock, but you're going to a nice, quiet cell,
mister.”

“Alll right,” Carter responded, his tone
ominously low and even. “All right. But
there’s something else to be attended to.
There’s a man still in the tuanel. You've
got to send some one in there to get him
out.”

“Well do that when we get the lock
fixed. I'm not going to send any of my
men in there to—" Carter’s fist crashed
the rest of the sentence back between the
officer’s teeth. Then Jerry had jerked
free, was leaping past the elevator shaft-
head. A square, black hole gaped in the
floor here. As Carter jumped for this,
feet fiirst, he heard a cop yell, “The man’s
a maniac—grab him! He’s arazy?*

His legs, his hands, caught the side-
pieces of the vertical ladder that went
down into the darkmess, two hundred and
fifty feet to the level of the Big Bore, an
emergency exit against failure of the
elevator.

TTE HAD no intention of letting Dan
a4 Ryan, who had scrcamed in agony,
wait till fumbling police mechanics had
found the flaw in the lock pummp-line and
adjusted it.

Down the ladder Jerry Carter slid,
friction burming his hands, fraying the
black broadcloth of his dress trousers,
Down he went into a Stygian darkness,
into damp, dripping chill, while above him
shouts broke out and faded. Amd then he
dropped into light again, the light of the
space into which the lock opened.

The impact jarred Carter away from
the ladder, flung him down into trampled,
noisome muck. The last trace of dapper-
ness was gone when he staggered to his
feet again, his tuxedo, his once-white
shirt-bosom dripping mud, his starched
eollar a muddy, limp rag about his neck.

The outer gate of the airleck gaped
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open. Carter leaped through it, slammed
the portal shut. With hasty but sure
fingarss he pulled down the iron dogs that
would hold it shut against anything short
of an oxy-acetylene torch. The meddling
eops would play helt reaching the lock.

He wanted only enough time to get into
the Tummef and find Dam Ryam. The
fault in the air line couldn’t be located
and repaired before he'd be back, and so
he wasn’t harming the sandhogs any.
Wien he brought Dan out he'd let the
cops take him away. Meantime they
couldn’t get at him.

There wass a way by which the cops
could by-pass the big lock, a smaller,
emergency lock, with a hattery-operated
pump of its own. Carter grinned humor-
lessly, thinking how little apt any tunnel-
man would be to tell them of this, and
went across to the other gate.

The switch-handle was gone. That
didn’t matter. It wouldn’t be any use
anyway. But Carter’s heart sank as he
sighted the gauge beside it, the needle
against the pin at zero. He’d had no time
to think of that, no time to realize that
with the pumps inoperative he could not
get out into the Tunnel.

The air-pressure in here was normal,
sixteen pounds to the square inch, and
that in the Tummel fifty. The difference,
thirty-four pounds, lay against every
square inch of the inner gate, holding it
shut. The gate measured six feet by three.
Its area was more than two and a half
thousand square inches, and 8o to open it
Carter must move a weight of over forty
tons!

Hiis hands threw out sidewise, in a
gesture of despair.

He spun around to go back, to open
the outer gate and take the chance that
the police would listen- to him, that they
would let him go through the emergency
lock and bring Dan Ryan out. A small
chance it was, when they thought he was
insame, but it was the only—

He stumbled over something, went
down to his knees. It was an electric
drill, dropped here by some sandhog who'd
clung to it till the out-gush of air had
caught him. Carter snatched it wup,
jumped erect. He reached overhead to the
single bulb that illuminated the interior of
the lock,

The glass burned his fiingers, but he
gritted his teeth and twisted it. Darkness,
velvet and impenetraiblle, closed in. Carter
finisttedd unscrewing the bulb, replaced it
with the plug attached to the long feed-
wite of the drill. Then he groped back
to the inner gate, set the drill’s bit against
the steel, and thumibed the trigger-switch
that set the drill whining.

TPHE bit bored into the steel, and its

whine bored inte Jetry Carter's brain,
and its breast plate vibrated against his
chest, while the thick blackness thumbed
his eyes. Then there was a sharp hiss
above the whine of the dill, hiss of aif
forelng in past the blt, and he pulled the
bit out ef the hele he had made.

The hiss rose to a scream as air under
fifty pounds pressure squeezed into the
lock through that small hole. The black-
ness hbecame something tangible now,
something weighty and alive. It squeezed
Jerry Carter’s chest. It bound his brow
with an iron band and set his ears ring-
ing. He gasped with the pressure that was
heightening three and four times as fast
as it should for his safety, and his heart
hamreted at his ribs as theugh it weuld
erash through them.

Gasping, shaken by the pounding of his
heart, the iron band squeezing his skull,
Carter planted his legs fiirmily on the fituor
of the lock and his shoulder against the
gate, and exerted every last bit of his
strength in a shove that would open the
gate at the earliest split-second the equal-
izing pressure within and without would
permit. He was thankful that the amount
of air taken from the Twmisll, required to
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fill the lock to fifty pounds, would net
endanger the Shield.

After awhile the steel wall started to
move, and then, as air gusted in through
the slit between its edge and its jamb, it
flew open, and Carter was plunging
through it, running headlong toward the
Shield at the edge of the Big Bore, while
the deor elanged shut again behind him.

“Dan,” he yelled. “Dam Ryan!” Only
the echoes of his own shout answered him,
“Dan?” he yelled. . . .

Something was moving there in the fog
ahead of him. Something white—a swirl
of the fog caught in the dim light of the
infrequent overhead bulbs? No. Whiter
it was than the fog, and edged with black,
and there was about it an aura of menace.
Jerry Carter slowed, came to a stop as it
formed mote completely out of the haze.

It was a woman who stood there in the
tunmelf, awaiting him. A woman cloaked
in lustrous black tresses that cascaded to
her knees, but otherwise not clothed at
all. Her tiny feet were pink and perfect
on the wet-black floor of the tunmel, the
skin of her white legs were satin. The in-
curve of her hips was velvet to the eye,
and a torch to set fire to the blood of a
man. The curve of her breasts was a song
of ultimate passion. Her face was
shadowed by the shadow of her hair, but
Jerry Carter knew that there were moist,
ted lips in that shadow, lips half-parted
and the tip of a pink tongue. . . .

The white, slim flingers of the woman
held the handle of a whip, and the lash
of the whip hung sinuous along the pale
whiteness of her thighs, Her thighs
blushed with the pulse of the blood be-
neath their transparemt, blue-veined skin,
and the blood of Jerry Carter answered
that pulse, and the fire that was in his
blood burned ail thought and all honor
from his brain; all thought of Dan Ryan,
and of the sweet Diane who was his be-
trothed.

The hand of the woman rose and beck-

oned Jerry Carter, the lash of her whip
hanging sinuous from it. Somewhere
within him. deep within him, a warning
whisper said to him, “Beware! This is
the Devil’s Virgin, this is Lilith,” but he
did not hear the whisper. His legs water-
weak with desire, he went to her, and as
he neared her the lash she held rose above
her head.

He was near her now, near enough to
reach for her, and his hand came up to
grasp her. The whiplash whistled, slash-
ing dowm. Tt slashed Jerry Carter’s hand,
grooving his fiimgers with red.

The woman laughed; her laugh the sil-
very trill of runming water in a dark
cave; and the whistling lash slashed across
Jerry’s face, cutting deep into his cheek.
The woman laughed, and the Big Bore
took up her laughs, echoing and reechoing
them till it seemed that a thousand imps
laughed in the dim fog of the iron-lined
Tummel under the river. Her whip slashed
across Jerry Carter’s mouth and across his
brow. His face was bathed with his blood
and he saw her through a red haze, her
white curves glinting through a cascade
of raven hair.

CHAPTER THREE

The Metal Monster

TT'ROM the taxi where Jerry Carter had
left her, Diane Fotbes heard swdden
shouts inside the timbeted building into
whieh her lover had vanished. Amd then
a gruff roar eame clear and distinet, “Stop
him! Stop that Carter if you've got to
put a bullet into him. He’s a homicidal
fnamiae bent on wrecking the tunnel!”
“No!” the word choked in Diane's
throat, and then she was out of the taxi,
was running across the ffteatHlighttet yard,
was being swept into the Shaft House by
a surge of the police who'd been stzmding
around its door. Imside, a burly officer
with bleeding lips was bellowing com-
mands inte a boiling confusion, and blood-
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spattered men writhed on a muck-
scummed floor, and white-clad imternes
moved imperturbably through the tumult.
But Jerry Carter was nowhere to be seen.

Diane was thrown out of the rush of
cops like a bit of filotsam thrust out of an
eddy. She stood there, hand to breast, eyes
wide. In that clamor no one seemed to
notice the white-faced girl in her misty
gown from whose chiffon and silver per-
fect shoulders rose, as though Venus once
more was being born out of whispering,
moon-touched sea-foam.

The police were pouring down into a
square, black hole in the floor, and others
were crowding on to the platform of a
cageless elevator that creaked and car-
tied themn down out of sight. A man in
a wet rubber coat and a widie-brimmed
rubber hat was passing her and Diane rec-
eghized him as Bill Fegarty, te whem
Jerty ohee had prowdly introdvced hef.

She snatched at Fogarty’s sleeve. “Why
do they want to shoot Jerry? Wiy do
they think he's a madman?” she gasped.

“He slugged a cop.” The man grinned,
turning to her. “Am’ faith, no Irishman
coulda done it better—But he’s not crazy,
except with the frenzy to save a man in
the Tummel. . . . And what brought you
here, Miss Eorbes?"

“Uirere is Jerry?” the girl demanded,
ignoring the question. “Where—"

Fogarty shrugged. “He went down be-
low, like a streak, an’ they're goin’ down
after him. They—" He checked as a
hollow, faraway shout came out of the
elevator shaft.

The shaft funneled words clear and dis-
tinct to the surface. “He’s not in the
lock. He’s gone through into the tunnel,
an he’s fixed this damn door so’s we
can’t go in after him.”

And then, just as distinct, the gruff
voice of the police captain Jerry had
slugged; “Semd the Emergemcy Squad
down to burm the door im.”

“You can't do that, cap,” another voice

protested. “If the door from the lock
into the tunmel is open, it will vent the
pressure and let in the river.”

“Then you guys wait right here, in
case he tries a rush out, while we get the
lock fiiwed. He's a menace to humanity—
so shoot to kill if he fifiphs™

Fogarty’s grin was tight-lipped and
snarling. “Timyll do just that,” he
grumted. “Heacdiedll Gannon and his
bumech of uniformed plug-uglies. The
toughest bunch of cops on the force, they
are. They get that way fiighting the water-
front gerillas, and they den’t khow when
a man's erazy with coke—or just tough.
But the Chief’s safe eneugh as leng as
he stays in the Twmrl Hendwikd as
they are, they ain't hard eneugh te tackle
the heavy air in the Bere” He started
36ress 18 the switeh-pumps under the
Bank of gaugigi-. “iphh just see that it stays
gt fidy—" The sentence wheesed At 2
F&@Bz_ 304 the puMP-Mak was gaping &

¢ Big central gaude, Bis fips graying.

“What is it?” Diane exclaimed.

His arm jerked up, pointed to the
gauge. “It’s hit the Big Bore itself now.
Look!"”

Diane looked and saw that the needle
on that gauge was moving, already it
was at forty-eight, was dropping to forty-
seven, slowly, inexorably. It touched the
forty-seven mark—

Fogarty leaped to the switches for
which he started, was checking them with
shaking fiingerss, as if to assure himself
by touch that they were really closed, was
listening to the theaih, thwahh of the great
pumps. “Nothing wrong here,” he
groaned. “But the air’s goin’ out of the
Tummef."”

Carter had told Diane enough of the
mechanics of high-pressure work for her
to know what that meant. She reached the
pump-mmam, twitched at his sleeve. “The
river will break into the Tummel and
Jerry will be killed. You've got to stop
it.”
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Fogarty turmed to her, his nostrils fkar-
ing, his eyes dead. “I can't stop it. No-
body can stop it soon enough to save the
Chief.”

“Then we've got to warn Jerry.”

“How ? The 'phone’s are down there in
the compartment where those cops are.
Theylll hear us calling him, an’ they'll be
ready—"

“That’s right. But look, Fogarty. Didn't
Jerry once show me an emergency lock
separate from die other? If someone goes
in through that, and tells Jerry about the
police—"

“Yeah. But I've got to stay here an'
keep these pumps goin’, best as I can,
an’ with the rest of the crew laid out,
there’s nobody elss—"

“Off course there is.” Diane glanced up
at the gauge. The needle was down to for-
ty-six. “There’s me.”

“You!” the tunmel-man gasped. “You
wouldn’t dare go where them tough cops
are afraid to risk their skins. Your life
wouldn’t be worth a wax-candle in helll—"

“It would be worth less than that to me
if anything happens to Jerry. Quick. Tell
me how to work the emergency lock.™

The pump-man’s eyes were wide with
admiration. “By gorry,” he exclaimed. “I
believe you mean it.” And then he was
snatching a set of oilskins from a peg.
“Here! These belong to one of the water
boys on the day shift. Get into them while
I tell you. . .”

And then in hurried, crisp syllables he
was giving her directions.. ..

MWQ hundred and fifty feet down in

the bowels of the Earth, brute-jawed
cops watched the airlock gate with drawn
guns while others scurtied about with all
manner of tools, lashed by the blistering
tongue of Handiiadll Ganneh to hasten in
loeating the trouble with the alf-line pipes.
They wefe teo busy, these cops, te pay
any attention to the boyish form 1A eil-
skins too big for it that stole out of the

shadows where the ladder from the sur-
face ended, and slid unobtrussively along
a dripping wall, and merged with the
shadows behind the gteat alr plpes that
writhed down from abeve, throbbing with
the throb of the pumps Bill Fegarty
tended.

Diane stared into the dimmess behind
the great, throbbing pipes, and she saw
the rivet-studded small doer in a con-
crete wall for which she searehed. Her
slender fiingeis came out of a fiHpgig
slicker sleeve and twisted the elamp that
held that desr shut.

For an instant Diane stared into the
lightless, grease-pungent hele thus re-
vealed, and a sob pulsed in her threat,
Then she went into the hole, and pulled
the door shut behind her, and groped for
the dogs Fogarty had sald weuld be en
{ts innet surface. The degs slipped ints
their catehes, 18cking her inte the black-
fRess that was nartew and sileat as a
grave.

Diane’s hand trailed along cold metal,
came to a tumbler switch and threw it.
There was the whir of a starting motor,
and a throb, somewhere in the dark and a
hiss of ineoming alf that pulsed in rhythm
with the throbbing.

She had only to wait, now, till a click
ahead would tell her that the air in this
gravelike box had reached the density of
the air in the Tummel and the way to
Jerry was open for her. Omiy to wait,
doing nothing, but that waiting in the
dark would be long and terrible.

A THOUSAND fiendts laughed at Jerry
Carter, and all about him was the hiss
of the woman’s lash. Thiough the haze
of the blood that streared from the cuts
the lash made, he could see only her white,
and voluptuous bedy, only het lewghing
lips, moist and. red and desirous.
Carter snatched at the whip, growling.
If he could grasp it, if he could tear it
from her, he could get his hands on her,
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and drag her to him. The lash was a
knife slicing his fimgers, cutting his
fingers, cutting his clothes into rags, pick-
ing the rags away. Already his coat was
gone, and his shirt hung in ribbons, and
the whip-tip was fliicking his skin,

Jerry stumbled into the whirr of the
whip, trying to reach the white luscious-
ness of her who wielded it. He was aware
of no pain but only of the heat of the fiire
within him that her nearness kindled, and
always the gap between them remained
the same as she retreated, always almost
within his reach, and always just beyond
it.

And always the woman laughed, and the
long Tummel took up her laugh and turned
it into the laughing of a myriad tiny imps.
Hallf naked now, Jerry Carter heard that
laughter, and it was like the gurgle of
water, and the hiss of the whip was like
alr hissing Inte the Tunnel.

Coldness, a spray of cold water, struck
his face and washed the blood from his
eyes. Thee sprayy jettédd fram a seam: in
the Tuwalbd's irom walll! A blow!

Carter grabbed with both hands for the
whirring lash, and it cut his hands, but
he held it. He jerked it free and he
sprang. But the woman shrieked and
whirled awav, and was gone; into the fog
of the Bore or into the nothingness from
which she had eome, he could net tell.

He could not tell, and he did not care.
He whirled back to that white jet that
hissed into the Twmied, and he saw that
in the split-second sinee his first glimpse
of it, it had widened. The whele wnlm-
aginable welght of the river abeve was be:
hind that thin speut et water. The whele
foree of the wver was plueking at the
jeinture of iren plates whefe the water
ecafne through, was tearing it asunder.

It must be stopped! Before the seam
opened and a plate was rippedi loose, and
an unstoppafble breach was made in the
Tummel’s defense against the river.

Carter glanced around. He saw one of

the piles of sandbags that were placed all
along the Bore for just this eventuality.
He leaped to this and had one of the bags
in his arms, and was staggering back to
the blow. He heaved the bag against the
place where the water spurted in. There
was a gurgle, and silence . . , and then
the bag was moving back like a thing
alive and the water whose force moved it,
was spurting in again.

But Carter had another bag in his arms
by then. He fell with it beside the flirst
one. His feet caught and braced them-
selves against the edge of a rail, and his
shoulder braced against the two bags. His
lacerated body, the rags of its ffirery fHut-
tering from it, arced with the taunting of
all its muscles. Little by little the bags
moved back to the Twmmel wall and closed
the breach in it.

Jerry Carter had made a bulwark
against the invading river out of his body,
out of its bones and its muscles. But the
monstrous force of the river pressed
against the bags his body held in place,
and Carter knew that his muscles, that
no human muscles, could for long hold
those bags where they must be held if the
Tummel were to be saved.

TTE MUST build a buttress of sand-

bags. The sandbags were within his
sight, but beyond his reach. He couldn't
get them from here, and he dared not
leave hete to get them, or by the time
he got back with them they would be of
no use at all.

“Bbot’!” Jerry shouted. “BiBlaesent”
The long shout that has boomed from the
mouth of many a tunnelman who has held
bags against a break like this, and called
to his fellows for help. “BlBb-wecowt”
Jerry Carter boomed. And then he re-
called that he was alone in the Bore, that
there was none to hear his cry, none to
come to his aid. His cry became a hoarse
inhalation of breath into bursting lungs,
a whimper of protest at the umendurable
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agony in his musdles. His eyes bulged
from their straining sockets, and a dim-
ness came into them.

In that dimness a vague form moved,
babbling inanely. Something was thrust
under Carter’s straining arms. It was a
sandbag! Another sandbag came out of
the shuddering darkmess and, with the
firstt two, the four bags reached as far as
the rail against which Carter’s feet were
braced. He kneed them down, making
thermn more compact, and the strain was
gone from his body.

He rolled, and staggered erect, and
turmed to the stramge, liquid babbling he
heard. He saw a form sprawled at the
base of the sandpile, saw arms reaching
up to claw another bag from its top. It
was a man, but something was grotesque-
ly not man-form about him—

He had no legs! The two crushed and
bloody things that trailed behind that
great, hairy torso could never have been
legs.

The bag tumibled down, and the man
twisted to bunt it along with his shoul-
der, while he shoved his own gargoylesque
body along with his arms. Carter saw a
face wealed with red, empty-eyed, the
mouth gaping open to show the quivering
stump of a tongue from which that weird
babbling came.

“Ryan!” Carter
Ryan."”

The monstrous hulk whose Hallow'en
mask of a face so weirdly resembled Dan
Ryan’s, did not look up but hitched along,
shoving that sandbag ahead of him. Dying,
maimed and mindless, Carter’s howl of
“‘Bévece-aviy,” had touched within him the
deathless loyalty to the job that is of the
very bone and sinew and soul of the tun-
nelmen; had called him from some unim-
aginable limbo where he had been left for
dead.

Carter grabbed the bag and heaved it
on top of the others, and staggered back
to meet the babbling Ryam as the latter

croaked. “Danny

shoved another along with his shoulder,
Thiis took its place on the rapidly growing
buttress, and then another,

As he worked, Carter became aware of
a curious lightness. “It's as if the pres-
sure was lessening,” he muttered, and
then was shaken with the realizatiom that
this was exactly what was occurring.
Somewhere there was a leak of air, for
the throbbing of the airlines was more
rapid than he'd ever heard it, a fever
pulse of pumping over-exerting itself to
make up for that bleeding of pressure.

That was the reason for this blow!
There had been a flaw in the seam-weld-
ing here, and so here the river had started
through fiirst. This one was stopped, but
if the pressure got much lower a thousand
perfect seams would blow in, and no hu-
man power could save the Tunnel!

The leak of air must be semewhere
ahead. Could he find it before it got so
bad the pumps could not keep up with it?
It he found it, could he stop it?

Against the menace to the Tummsll, poor
Ryan faded into insigmificance. Jerry
whirled and started runming toward the
Shield, his eyes scanning the dripping,
iron walls of the Bore as he ran.

He was weaker than he thought. He
sturnbled and fell, and shoved himself
erect—and froze, peering into the steamy
fog.

Something clanged, ahead there, as
though a ponderous mass of metal were
moving toward him. A huge darkening
formed in the luminous dimness, and then
a grotesque and incredible monster loomed
over Jerry Carter. Tuiice the height of a
mam it was, and twice the width, and it
seemed to be all of metal; a globular head
with a single, goggling eye; a cylindrical
torso; ball-and-socket jointed legs; gar-
gantuan arms whose hands were cruel,
hooked pincer-jaws.

Before Carter could turm to flee, be-
fore even he was quite certain this was
real, one of those arms flailed out and its
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pincer hand had closed on his arm, and
it was flinging him into the air.

His head struck the roof of the Tunnel,
and black oblivion crashed into Jerry Car-
ter’s skull.

CHAPTER FOUR
Torture in the Deep

TMHE hissing darkness closed on Diane

Fothes as the Iron Maiden had closed
on the Inquisition’s victims in the Middle
Ages. Slowly it closed on Diane, with in-
creasing, even pressure, almost gentle at
first, almost caressing, and then greater
and greater till her heaving breast had no
room to breathe, and her limbs were
numibed and motionless, and the very
walls of her arteries seemed about to cave
in en the pulsing blood withia them,

With the growing pressure grew the
fear within her, the terrible fear of the un-
known. The fear dragged her hand to the
switch that, pressed down, would reverse
the pumps and withdraw the pressure, and
let her out of this awful place. And then
the thought of Jerry stayed her hand and
it fell away.

“Jerry,” she moaned. “Jerry dear.”

Abruptly there was the click ahead for
which she waited. What must she do now?
She couldn’t remember. Panic struck at
her for an instant. “Jerry,” she whim-
pered, and recalled Fogarty’s directions
and was wrenching at the metallic cold-
ness of a wheel in front of her, and the
door was opening, and light dazzled her,
and she tumbled out into the steamy, yel-
low dimness of the Tunnel.

And then she was running through the
muck and mire of the Big Bore.

The Tummel flung back her high, clear
voice, mocking her with “Jerry” and
“Jerry,” repeated a thousand times, but
Jerry did not answer.

Diane Fortes came to a place where
sandbags were ranged in a row across the
Tummel. She scrambled over the bags, and

on the other side she saw a sprawled and
bloody form. Her legs gave way and she
fell, the rough jute of the bags stripping
the filmy hose from her legs, shredding
the gossamer chiffon and sllver of her
gown. The yellow mud splashed abeut
her, and she was shoving hersellf up s she
could see the face of the man whe lay
across the sendbags.

The face of horror she saw caught
Diane’s throat and wrenched a scream
from it, but it was the face of ne ene
she’d ever knows.,

“Jerry?” she cried at the face, “Where's
Jerry Carter?”

The eyes in the face rolled and the
mouth in the face opened, and a senseless
babble came out of the tongueless mouth.
And then thete was a touch on Diane’s
shouldet.

“Come,” a low, kindly voice said.
“Come with me and I'll take you to
Jerry Carter.”

Diane looked up, and she saw that it
was a woman who spoke, a woman whose
white face was framed in hait black as
the night. “You will?” Diane said, and
for the moment it did not seem curious
to her that a woman should be here in the
Tube, for she thought only of the woman’s
promise to take her to Jerty. “Oh, thank
you,” she said, and stood ip.

The man at her feet babbled more ex-
citedly. Diane looked down at him to see
that somehow he'd flung out his great-
museled arms, and that his horny hands
were crawling up the black-haired wom-
an's legs—innocent of covering! The man
wit}i the face of horror babbled, and his
babble made no words, but Diane heard
entreaty in it, and yearning, and the coo-
ing of a desire that she was too innocent
te understand.

And then Diane saw that the woman
was altogether naked!

“Come,"” the woman murmumred, smil-
ing at Diane and ignoring the man whose
hands were clawing at her, “Come with
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me to your Jerry.” But Diane looked into
the black eyes beneath their slumberous,
shadowed lids, and read something there
that made her blood fun cold,

“No,” Diane managed to squeeze
through her icy lips. “No. I'll not go with
you.”

The woman’s smile was abruptly a
grimace. “Oh, yes, you will," she hissed.
“Yes, you will, my dear,” Her hands
came out from within her nubian cloak
of hair, the white fiimgets of one were
clawed talons flailing for Diane, and the
other clutched a reptilian, hissing
whip. . ...

ERRY CARTER came back to con-

sciousness out of a black welter of pain,
and his eyes opened on a wavering daz-
zling glow unlike the light in the tunnel.
There was 4 salt tang on his tongue. and
a briny prickle in hls nostrils, and so eom-
plete was the Illusien that he was In some
underwater wotld that his breath caught
in his throat and he dared net breath till
his elamering lungs broke the seal on his
laryhx.

But it was air he breathed.

His vision cleared somewhat, and he
saw that he lay on the floor of a circular
chamber in whose walls were windows of
greenish glass through which he thought
he saw the movement of black water. A
sound of movement rolled his head toward
it.

He thrust his hands down on the fitwor
where he lay, thrusting himself up to a
sitting posture. Terror ran through him,
and a fire that was not terror, as he
gaped at the woman with black hair and
luscious lips, and virginal breasts.

The woman who'd whipped him—and
had roused in him such a blaze of desire
which had burmed out of him all normal
reason.

Or was it she? Her langorous face,
her shadowed eyes promising such de-
lights as man would give his soul for, were

not quite the same as that of the one with
the whip. She knelt near him, smilimg—

She was not kneeling! Her wide and
enticing hips did not melt into the quiver-
ing, damask, skinned thighs, the legs of
blushing mother-of-pearl that had tan-
talized Jerry even as the lash had blt his
flesh. It was not legs, of thighs at all,
that coiled beneath her perfest bedy. It
was the silver-scaled tail of a fiith!

Now Jerry Carter knew that he'd gone
mad. The cops must have been right! He
was lying somewhere in the Tumtel mad
and dying. Of course. It was no more
sane that he'd been taken out of the Beore
into this glass-wallled, sea-lighted ehamber,
than that a black-haited mermaiid sheuld
sit there, smiling at him.

“I am real,” a low sweet voice came
to his ears. “See.” Her arms lifted, so
that her black hair concealed none of her
from Cartet’s avid gaze, "“Am I net love-
ly?”

“Lovely,” Carter croaked, and he did
not longer care whether he was mad of
sane, dreaming or awake. He threw him-
self across the floor, to grasp her. . . .

And was stopped by an invisible bar-
riec! His hands flailed against it. It was
glass, so crystal clear as to be unseen. A
silvery laugh tinkled in his ear,

“Not yet,” the mermaid’s voice said.
“Not yet, my sweet. You shall taste of
my charms if you will, but not yet.” She
was just beyond the crystal barrier, and
she was laughing at him. “Thete is some-
thing the master must know before he
perraits our arms to entwine.”

“The master ? Jerry gasped, quivering
with desire denied. “Wihat master?”

“The Master of the Waiters,” the maid
replied. “The Old Man of the Sea.”

Nothing seemed too strange to believe.
“Amd what does your Old Man want to
know 7"

“Omly where lies the main valve that
will empty your silly Tummel of its air.
It you'll promise to tell him that. . .*
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The amazing demand fractured the
spell that had taken hold of Carter.
“What!” More than desire, more than
love, more than honor itself, was the Tun-
nel. Just as his call of"Blo-0-0-w” had
penetrated the torture-maddened soul of
Dan Ryan, so did that threat of destruc-
tion to it quench the heat that blazed in
the veins of Ryan’s chief. “You and your
master can go to hell—"

Carter’s defiance choked off, because
there was no one to defy. The space
beyond the ecrystal screen had gone
black1

“You will tell me what I want to
know,” sere, intonatiomless accents rasped
in Jerry Carter’s ear. “You will tell me,
and in moments.”

“Try and make me.”

“Torture will not wring it from you,
eh?” The voice chuckled. “Wiill it, Jerry
Carter?"”

“Niot as long as that’s my name.”

“I believe you. Not any torture I could
inflict on you. But, look, Jerty Carter.
Look who has replaced the mermaid
whose charms you rejected.”

TYIWIDED by a vertical line its full
height half of the crystal screen was
transparent once more. Beyond this—
Carter came up to his feet, quivering.
Diane was on the floor beyond the seresm!
She was staggering back against the
curved wall of the chamber, unable to
cringe further. Her tawny haif was elot-
ted with mud, her face was mud-splat
tered, and eut ef it her hazel eyes stared
at him, dark with ageny.

“Diane!” Jerry shouted. “Diane!” And
his fists battered at the gleaming barrier
that cut him off from her.

“Jerry,” her answer husked. “What
have they been doing to you? You're all
over blood, and your face—oh Jerry!
Your face!...”

“A touching reunion,” the voice of
their unseen captor chuckled. “Reallly a

shame to add a third to it. Look, Jerry
Carter.”

The other half of the screen cleared.
Ice sheathed Carter’s body, and a sick re-
vulsion shook him.

A pool of water spread on the glisten-
ing floor, only feet from Diane, and that
pool was fed by streamlets from the mot-
tled green and brown shell of a giant crab.
Almost as large as a man’s the seamed
body of the crustacean was, and its great,
toothed claws each spanned three feet.
Tiny, black eyes glistened fiiercely from
under the pointed hood of the carapace,
eyes that were fastened on Diane’s form,

Feelers as long as a grown man waved
slowly above the noisome creature, and
then the horny body heaved and was
moving sidewise, with a terrible leisure-
liness, toward the gleaming form of the
girl Carter loved.

The whispering voice said. “Hawe you
ever seen a crab eat, Jerry Carter? Re-
member how it holds its prey down with
one claw, and with the other tears small
bits from the living fitsh? Tiny bits,
Carter, so that its victim does not die
for a very long time.”

Carter’s fists, his feet, battered at the
crystal shield and it did not yield.

“Nlo use in that,” the voice chuckled.
“That glass is strong enough to withstand
a hundred pounds pressute of air, Carter,
and so you cannot break it. And, that re-
minds me, the space where you are is
now under fifty pound pressute, while
that on the other side is normmal, so that
even if you did break through, the bends
would twist your muscles and bring the
blood bursting from your veins, and all
you would have accomplished would be to
give my pet two delicious tid-bits to feed
on instead of one. The lady has been de-
compressed. She’s more attractive that
way."”

Bruised, his knuckles bleeding, Carter
eeased his efferts. He leaned against the

(Contivmdd on page 10%)
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TERROR TALES

(Gavrtierwed foown page 104)
hard, eeld surface of the sereen and stared
™ through it at the huge erab as it neared
Diage.

“There is one way you can Save your
sweetheart, and only one way.”

Jerry hardly heard that. Diane's
scream had reached him, a scream shrill
with the terror of a small woods creature
who sees a panther leaping down upon it.
The crab’s terrible claws were reaching
for her—a foot from her they halted,
groped oddly.

“She is safe enough for a moment, Car-
ter,” the dreadful voice husked. “There
is another crystal wail between them. But
T can lift that wall and let the crab
through.- See 7

There was a sliding noise. The crus-
tacean's great claws moved upward a
little, and then dropped to the floor, and
groped along it, and passed the Haavtiior!
Only their tips, however. Wihere the
claws swelled they seemed te be catight.

“I can lift it, Carter, till the claws get
through to her, and then the rest of my
pet, to feed on her. See? It is lifting
now.” The sliding noise continued, and
very slowly the groping claws were
squeezing nearer and nearef to Diane, as
the gap they fought to get through wide-
efed. . . . Diane’s goelden skin flppled
with museles In a spasm of herror, and
the threb of her heart was plain in the
pulse of her breast, and her meuth was
agape with a seream that was a rasp. “1
will step it, Carter, the mement yeu fell
fAe hew te reach the main valve ef the
pipes that keep up the Tumpel’s pressure,
and net an instant befere.”

“No!” Diane’s cry came to Carter’s
ears. “No, Jerry.”

Jerry wheeled around. “All right. I'll
tell you!” The sliding noise cut off, “It
is stopped,” the voice said. “Now tell
me.

“Il have to draw you a diagram.”
Carter fumbled among the rags that fllut-
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tered from his whip-torn torso. “It’s too
complicated to—" His hands fell away.
“But I've got nothing to draw it with.”

“Very well." The voice chuckled with
triumph. “I'll bring you writing materi-
als.” The sound ef surfaces sliding on one
another rasped in Carter’s ear again and
he whirled back to Diane, but the crab’s
awful claws were still caught as they had
been, and he whirled back to see an aper-
ture 1n the opposite wall of his cell, and
te see, eoming through lt, the gargantuan
hetal menster that had eaptured him in
the Tunpel.

TT CLUMPED toward him, and Carter

circled it, his eyes watching its pincer
hands warilly. One of those hands clutched
a paper and pencil, and the familiar things
seemed utterly incongruous in this place
of horror.

“You need not fear me,"” the voice said.
“I shall not harm you as long as you com-
ply with my demands. Here.” The
jointed arm lifted with the paper.

Carter’s thigh muscles exploded to hurl
him in a fllying tackle at the Machine
Man! The battering ram of his shoulder
struck just right to send the monster off-
balance. It toppled backward, its metal
arms fllailing, and crashed through the
crystal wall into the compartment where
the great crab was,

The thunderous crash deafened Car-
ter, and glass showered about him, and
there was a great whoof of air past him.
But somehow he'd flung himself away
from the prostrate Machime Man, and had
leaped on the back of the crab, and his
monstrous mount was heaving around.

Pain seared Jerry Carter, rending pain
within his muscles, tearing pain within his
veins as the bubbies of nitrogen came out
of his blood-plasma, reieased by the sud-
denly diminished pressure. Bilood burst
frem his nestrils, and his head seemed to
balleon, and he knew that in another in-

(Cowvirapded on pagee 168)
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TERROR TALES

(Commitimaced fooom page 1057)
stant the dread bends weuld have him
helpless.

And the crab’s great claws were reach-
ing backward for him, gapimg!

In the instant while he still had full
control of his muscles, Carter snatched
up a shard of the thick glass that was
sliding off the shell he rode. Its knife-
like edges ctit his hand almost to the bone,
but he lifted it and drove it down, straight
into the erab's eye eavity, deep down into
whatever brain a efab has. And then the
spast of the bends teek him, and he was
sliding dewn off that mettled earapaee.
But the erab was metionless in death.

Carter struck the floor with a thud that
he did not feel because of the torture that
tore his every cell and sinew, but some-
how he managed to throw out an arm and
send a clinking stream of glass fragments
sliding toward Diane, somehow managed
to ecroak, “Cut yourssdif loose with
these. . , .

He was writhing on the floor, spray-
ing blood, his magnificent frame netted
with twitching muscles. The spasm rolled
him against something hard and round, an
arm of the metal monster, and it was
moving!

The Machine Man, appatently stunned
by his fall, was regaining comscimusness!
The realization pierced the shell of agony
that encased Carter’s brain. The battle
wasn't won yet.

Biting his tongue with the anguish the
effort cost him, he lifted and fell over on
the metal sphere that was the grotesque
being’s head. He got his hands on its
goggling eyes, twisted. The eye was a
glass plate twisting I his hands, unserew-
ing. It eame loose. Carter flung It aside
and his hands went In threugh the gaping
space where it had been and his filgers
elosed en a serawny neek inside.

Hiis fingers tightened, all the agony that
tore him concentrated in their fiiaree
clutch. As through a mist, darkly, he saw
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the face of the man whose throat was
crumpling in the iron grip of his fifiggers.
The face was seamed with wrinkles, and
grey as Time, and it was a face he'd often
seen pictured in the literature of his pro-
fession. It was Elkan Pond, inventor and
scientist, whose gullet his ffipgers
clamped!

A scream picrced Jerry’s car, and the
hissing lash of a whip stung his back, and
he twisted to see above him the face of
the naked woman framed by her black
hair, to see that tertifble lash of hers lift
and flail down. And beyond her he saw
Diane, and Diane’s hand had a splinter
of glass in it. The glass splinter sliced
down into the woman’s back, and then
the woman’s watm flesh smotheted Jerry,
and a gush of her blood mingled with his
owh.

“Jerry,” he heard Diane’s voice, from
far away. “Oh, Jerry!

“Find—pumps,” Jerry Carter managed
to gasp. “Lift pressure—in here,” and
slid down into merciful oblivion.

¥ CARTER, weak as a mewhorn
kitten, lay on the deck of a huge barge.
The dark waters of the river rippled
against the sides of the batge, and the
growl of the city's night was In the air,
but it was Diane’s voice he listened to,
“They’re coming for us. Jerty dear,”
she told him. “I waved a red lantern till
they answered, and now they’re coming
in a boat to get us.*
“The Tummel?” Carter gasped.
“Safe. Whiile the pressure was healing
you, Pond told me where he'd tapped the
Tummel Shield to pump air out, and I
shut off the connection. Pond didn’t dare
cut a hole through the steel wall hecause
the bubbles coming up in the river would
have shown where the break was. He
had to pump the air out through this
barge, and his pumps couldn’t work
enough faster than the pumps that kept
(Cwriitnred en page 116)
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TERROR TALES

(Continsed fiorn page 109)
the pressure up In the Bere. That's why
he had ie try te find eut the leeatien of
the fain valve”

“iife told you that ?*

“Yes, Jerry, before he died. He told
me why he did it, too. All his money
was invested in this installation and the
diving devices he'd invented, the great

»n

metal suit he was in. . ., .

“I'd seen the patent papers for that,”
Jerry cut in. “That’s how I knew there
was a man inside. I remembered calculat-
ing that the thing was topheavy, which
was how I got the idea of tackling it high
and crashing the crystal wall with it, But
go on.”

“He wasn’t money-mad, Jerry, but she
was—the woman with the black hair
whom in his dotage he’d come to love.
She had drained the senile bachelor of
his whole fortune. The only way he could
keep her was to promiise her more, and
he fijgured! he could keep the promise be-
cause he'd at last located the sunken
frigate with its load of bullion.

“But that frigate lay right in the path
of the Tuwbe, and the Tube was moving
toward it faster than he could get set to
take it from above. He had to stop the
Tube somehow, for six months at least,
and he got the idea of doing it by fidodling
the Tunnel.

“He knew of the legend of the Devil's
Virgin, and he got the woman to pose as
that appartition, to scare out the samdhogs.
He figuredi that by chasing them into the
airlock and then venting the pressure
from it to give them the bends, he'd emp-
ty the Twmmel for a whole night, and that
would be time enough for him to pump
enough air from it to flood it,

“He let down a big pipe to the Shield—
maintaining fiifty pounds pressure in this
chamber, and all the way down the pipe—
and sent the woman in. His scheme al-
most worked. He would have vented the
Tube through that pipe, but he had ne-
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escape valves strong enough to carry that
much air through his lock-chamber with-
out blowing up the barge. All the sand-
hogs but Diany Mara ran out, and he
killed Dinny with the claws of his metal
diving suit; but then Dan Ryan came in,
and fought with him, and that delayed
matters.”

“Dhen I came in after Ryan—"

“Yes. But he had gene ashere by
then, and learned yoeu were in the Bere.
So he signalled from shere fof the weman
to get rid of you, and yeu fought her and
stopped the first leak i the Tubr. Mean-
tire, he discovered that the lock was be-
ing repaired. There was ne longer time
for his original scheme to work. He came
back here in his speedboat and got into
his metal diving suit, and went after you
to try and get the location of the main
valve out of you

“The Mmermaid?”

“Pomd had met the woman originally
in a sideshow where she posed as a mer-
maid. He was always interested in curi-
osities of the sea, has a sort of under-
water zoo here, one of the denizens of
which was that awful crab. His paramour
still had the costume. Pond knew no tor-
ture would get what he wanted out of
you, but he thought she eould vamp you.
That dida't work, and then he decided to
use me="

“How did he get hold of you, Diane?
How on egunti—"

“I—I was in the Twmmel, Jerry,” she
mutrnured, her eyes downecast. “I—the
police were waiting to shoot you for a
maniac, and the pressure was going down
in the Bote, and so I came in through
the emergency lock to warn you—"

“You did that!"” Carter shoved up to a
sitting posture. “Diame. You love me
enough to do hat?"

“I love you more than enough for that,
my dearest.” Her arms lifted and
stretched out to take him within them.

S |
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that fits exactly. I never hava them out
of oy mouth except while eclesming
thefd.” Mrs. P, L, Stevens, Depauw,
ndiana.

A BEAUTIFUL SET

Gentlemen: “Rerceived my set . . .
this morning . . . material is beautifull;
workmanship excellent and a fine fit
. « « very well satisfled. Success to you
ih the future” Ruel L. Hopkins, 10th
Air Base, Ramtwodl, Tl

REMARKABLE WORK BY MAIL

Gentlemen: “Betwived my dental
plates. They could not fit any better
It is remaniahile how you can make
uch fita through the mail.” A, E.
Clapp, Lipam, Texas.

Sirs: “A friend who has worked In a
dental office for years looked at mine
and said, You certainly have a good
fit' * G. E. Long. Noble, Okla.

Sirs: “It ie_the best-fitting set I have
ever had and I have had geveral,” H. M.
Clark, Hightamd Park, N. J.

MAIL THIS COUPON ]

FREE BENTRL sl

1665 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. 887X
CHICAGQ, ILLINOIS

Send, mthout obhgal:lon, your FREE impression

easy directions.

We alwo repair and reproduce old ulates—38 hour service.

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY

Exciusive makers ot FIT-RITE False Teetth—C. T. Johnson, Pres.
1555 MILWAUKEE AVE., DEPT. 387X, CHICAGO, ILL.

THE WORLD'S LARGEST LABORATORY MAKING DENTAL
PLATES ONLY
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My Training Pays .

1l am a locomotiFe en-

i gineer with the B. & M.

b Railroad. and work umu
; time in Radiio. In

selling end 1 have mwd@
as high as 0 in

amh an@ av% aa@m tn

in sefy=

W ﬁmm é““

%% é{\ém& %éfﬁ mﬁ]@
DOUBLED SALARY
IN 5 MONTHS
"Shortly after 1 started
(he N. R. T. Course I be-
gan teaching Radio classes
at the Spartam Scheol of
Aeronautiics.  After fivie :
months [ was given a >

chance to join the Amer
ican Airlines at a salary
double that which 1 recenvcd from the

sehool.¥=a. T. BROTHERS. 7T#1%
Marine St.. Oceam Tamk. Calif.

TRV --reg 1200 T6 $300 A MONTH
IN OWN BUSINESS

: “For the last 18 momths

< I have beem in husiness

for myself, making be:

a

thanlk fe stam: A
@ thig bl "'mﬁ € 4
ER!

Texas Ave., Goose Creek. Texas

£ B

Héli ed Hundredi of
¢ More Money

THAT 1} CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

wod
o Rdalco

Wil You ple Lesson
FREE

Clip the coupon amdl maill it. | will prove I
cam traim you at heme in your spare time to
he a RADIO EXPIRIT. 1 will send you my
firde leszon FRER. Examime it. read I, see
hoew Basx It is m unmsxtmm:ﬂw praetical 1
milke learning: ? P Men witheu
Ragio oF elestriea kmu WH& beee e ﬁéals
EXieles, earh Mot MesRY thah Bver

Wihy Many Radio Experts Make
530, 550, $75 a Week

Radiie broadcasting: statichs employ engineers,
Operators, station mamagens and pay up tof
$5,000 o year. Fixing Readiio sets in spare
time pays many $200 to $500 a year—full time

jobs with Radie jobbeis, manytactiners and SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to Help you

doalws ﬁx ml.ml as 830,
Ay & ﬁl@i ﬂmi B

a wee make good momey fixing Radies while lgarming and
rt% aam full v pait time equip you for full time Jobs after graduation
i Al

i DS
!a@mmg am& ;ehh@ﬁ RO LR, et ™ Back Agr t Prot
i@i—‘ﬂ@?ﬁ\%h 1“‘ pax Hp 18 [ am so sure [ cam traim you to your satisfaction
;e that 1 agtee In writing to refund evers penmy you
pay me If you are not satisfied with m S0RS

: Ese C. 'd
Ex f,??' M

Mamny Make $5, $10, $15 a Week son and 84-page book

and Imstruction Service when yeu rrm:m A eopy of
this agreement comes with my Free Book.

Find Out Whau Radio Offers You

Act Today. Mail the coupon new for sample les:
mym free to any fellow

W earni over 16 years old. They point our Radile’s zpare
Extra in Spare Time lle L g time andi full time opportumities and those coming

The day you emmwll I stanr sending Extra in Television; tell about my traiming
Money Job Sheets. show you how to do Radia amd Television; shus you mms fram men

lﬁadi?

repair jobs. Througiout your mlnlm I send traimed, telling what they are doing amﬂ earning.
COUFON

plans and dlm:tmm that made good spare Find out what Rgm@ offers YOU! MAT.

time momey—$200 to $500—for humdiredrs, whl {h ah envelope, OF Daste oh a posteard WOW:

learmime. 1 iena you speeiall me mme
to eonduct éf méms and !k lfeu!‘s
T’hii §a 30 M HERIRING MAkeS

1. E. SMITH, President, National Radio Institute.

Dept. 9CS9, Washimgton. D. C.

Without obligatiom send me the Sample Lesson and your

free book abeourt the spare time amd full time Ra

opl
tumitiees, amd how T cam tiaim for them ac home in smare

time. (Please write plainly.)

i aiemgn BF 4. E. SMITH, President
Natiomat Radio institute, Dept. 9CS8
s W

- o B e —
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Cresterialis give me
mere pleasure than any
cigarette | ever smoked

A HAPPY COMBINATION OF THE WORULDS BEST TORBACCOS

Copyright 1939, L4GGFTT & Myitrs Tasacco Co.



