
CL DdUL PuA&u&aZixrvL

FEBRUARY
COMPLETE 

BOOK-LENGTH 
NOVEL

15<= //

THE S I N I S T E R  
DOCTOR DEATH

IN"12 MUST DIE”



h\She Got *400®-
V ftw a  Half Dollar

Mrs. Dowty of 
Teras .sold B.Max 
Mehl ore  • h a lf  
dollar for $100.00.

I PAID $200
to J. D .M artinof Virginia (or Just OneCopperCent
“ P lease accep t my thanks for your check for $200.00 in pay
m ent for the  copper cen t I  sen t you. I ap preciate  the  in te r 
e s t  you have given this transaction . I t ’s a p le a su re  todobusi- 
ness with a  firm th a t  handles m atte rs  as you do. I wish to  
assu re  you i t  w ill be a  pleasure to  me to tell all m y friends 
o f your wonderful o tte r for old coins.” Julian D. M artin,Va.

Post yourself! It pays! I paid Mr Manning, New 
York, $2,500.00 for a single silver dollar. Mrs. G. F. 
Adams, Ohio, received $740.00 for some old coins. 1 
paid W. F. Wilharm, o f Pennsylvania, $13,500.00 for 
nis rare coins. I paid J.T . Neville, of North Dakota, 
$200.00 for a $10 bill he picked up in circulation. Mr. 
Mehl paid $1,000.00 to Mr. Brownlee, o f Georgia, for 
oneold coin. Mr. Brownlee, in his letter to Mr. Mehl, 
says: “ Your letter received with the check for$l,000 
enclosed. I like to deal with such men as you and hope 
you continue buying coins for a long tim e.” In tne 
last thirty-six years I have paid hundreds of others 
handsome premiums for old bills and coins.

W ill Pay CASH 
for OLD COINS, 
Bills and Stamps
T here a re  single pennies th a t sell for 
$100.00. T here a re  n ickels w orth many 
dollars—dim es, q uarters, h a lf  dollars 

 ̂ and dollars on which big cash prem i
ums a re  paid. Each year a  fortune 
is offered by collectors for rare  coins 
and stam ps for th e ir  collections. 
The prices paid a re  amazing.

1 It Pays to PostYourself 
on the Big Values of Old 

Coins and Stamps
Knowing about coins pays. Andrew 
H enry, o f  Idaho, was paid $900 for 
ah a lf  dollar, received in change. A val
uable old coin mayr come in toyour pos
session o r you m ay have one now and 
not know it. Post yourself.

H U G E  P R E M IU M S  for 
OLD S TA M P S

Some old stam ps bring big prem iums. 
An old 10c stam p, found in an old bas
k e t, was recen tly  so ld  f o r  $10,000. 
There m ay be valuable stam ps on some 
o f your oid letters. I t  will pay you to 
know how to recognize them.

Let Me Send You My Big 
Illustrated Coin Folder —  
It  will open your eyes!

Use the Coupon Below
Send the coupon below and 4 cents for 
my Large Illustra ted  Coin and Stamp 
F o ld e r  and  f u r t h e r  p a r t i c u la r s .  
W RITE TODAY for th is  eye-opening, 
valuable wealth o f  information on the 
profits th a t have been made from old 
money. N o obligation on your part. 
You have nothing to lose -every th ing  
togain. I tm ay  mean much p rofittoyou.

$200 FOR A PENNY
I p a id  J u l ia n  D  M a rtin  $200.00 fo r  
o n e  old C o p p e r  C e n t  o f  th e  y e a r  
1793. T h e re  a r e  n u m e ro u s  o th e r  
C e n ts  w o r th  la rg e  s u m s  in  e v e ry 
d a y  c irc u la tio n .

$50 FOR A NICKEL
A s  p ro o f  t h a t  c o in sd o  n o t h a v e  
to  be  o ld to  b e  v a lu a b le . J a m e s  //*
H ouse . M obile, A la., re ce iv ed  
$50.00 f ro m  m e  fo r  a  1013 L ib - A® < 
e r ty  H ead  N ick e l (n o t  b u ffa lo ) . 'o  g.
T h is  co in  is j u s t  o n e  o f m a n y  •
th o u s a n d s o f  p re m iu m  p ie c e s fo r  
w h ic h  I a m  look ing .

S100 FOR A D I M E
A n o th e r  c o m p a  r a t i v e l y  r e c e n t  fig / 
co in  fo r  w h ic h  I  w ill n a y  a  b ig  lr=  
p re m iu m  is th e  1894 S ” M in t ‘ 
D im e. 1 o ffe r $100 fo r a n y  o f th e s e  
c o in s  s e n t  m e  in  good  co n d itio n .

$150 for a QUARTER
T h e r e  a r e  m a n y  Q u a r t e r s  
w o r t h  l a r g e  s u n s .  F o r  in 
s ta n c e .  1 o ffe r  $150 fo r  1827 
Q u a r te rs .  T h e re  a r e  Q u a r 
t e r s  o f  o th e r  y e a r s  fo r  w h ich  
1 w ill p a y  u p  to  $100.

$400 FOR A HALF  
DOLLAR

T h e re  a r c a g r c a t  n u m b e r  o f  
H a lf  D o lla rs  o f  m a n y  d if fe r 
e n t  y e a rs  l a m  s e e k in g  a n d  
fo r  w h ic h  I w ill p a y  la rg e  
s u m s . I p a id  M rs, D o w ty  o f 
T e x a s . $400.00 fo r  j u s t  o n e  
H a lf  D ollar.

$1,000 FOR O NE  
D O L L A R

T h e re  a r e  m a n y  S ilv e r  D ol
la r s  f o r  w h ich  I a m  look
in g .  T h e re  a r e  S ;lv e r  d o l
la rs  o f  d i f f e r e n t  y e a r s  
t h a t  co m m an d  b ig  p r ic e s .
F o r  ex  am  p i e, M  r  .M an n  i n g  
o f N . Y. w a s  p a id  $2500.00 
fo r  j u s t  o n e  s i n g l e  d o lla r

L a rg e s t Rare Coin C om pany in the U . S. A. Established 3 6  Years.

FILL OUT and MAIL NOW
—  an d  G E T  Large  Co in  F o l d e r !
B. M A X  M E H L , 4 0 5  M ehl B ld g .,

F O R T  W O R T H , T E X A S

A ll K in d s  of O ld Coins, Medals, 
B ills  and  S tam p s  W anted

$1.00 to $1,000 paid for certain old cents, nickels, dimes, 
quarters, etc. Right now I w ill pay $50.00 for 1913 
Liberty Head nickels (riot buffalo), $100.00 for 1894 dimes 
( “S ” Mint), $8.00 for 1853 quarters (no arrows), $10.00 
for I860 quarters (no motto), $200.00 each for 1884 and 
1885 Silver Trade Dollars, etc., etc. I

I Hare Been Buying O LD  M O N E Y  for 36 Years
Any bank in Fort Worth or Dun & Bradstreets will 
testify as to my responsibility. My volume of busi
ness, built on fair and prompt dealings for 35 years, 
is such that I own ana occupy my own building de
voted to my coin business. You will find every repre
sentation I make to be true and not exaggerated. It 
will pay you to do business with me.



DOCTOR DEATH 1

A TIP GOT BILL A  GOOD JO B!
MV RAISE DIDN'T COME THROUGH 
MARY-1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UR. 
fT ALL LOOKS SO  HOPELESS.

\

TOM  GREE.N WtKT 
INTO  R A D IO  AN D  H ( 1  
, MAX. I NO GOOD MOM E X

U lL . JUST MAI U N O  THAT 
COUPON GAVE M l A QUICK 
STAKT TO SUCCESS IN RADIO. 
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

H . R . I .TRAINING CERTAiHLY PAYS.
o u r  m o n e y  vmoaries arc
O V E R  A N O  W E 'V l  A  BRIGHT 
FUTURE AHEAD IN RAOIOV & 

fiCL. 'Ji *OhCXZtVl 
v o u v e  gom£ Ah£AO 
5 0  PAST iN RA0«O.

ILL TRAIN YOU A T  HOME)
In Your Spare Time For A
GOOD RADIO JOBii

H E R E ’ S P R O O F  tfc.l  
m y  t r a i n i n g  p a y s

witfc t. C. A. Victor 
■ l l a  with 8. C. A. 
Victor. I ba»e been 
promoted 3 < * < r i l  
liars. lasts f .  l>«t. 
1 Till A it* *  oU.. 
K en d ertoa  A p ts.*  
ffiliad*lpb:a. Vt.

Mail tbs coupon now. Got th# fscti about Radio— tbs 3 eld 
with » fours. S. £L L trtiala* DU you for Jot»a in coc.nrcUao 
with the aaaoufaciur*. *als tad operation ot  Radio equipment. 
It fits you to (o  la buttneit for yourself, sem es sets, oo em s  
oa board ahlps. in broadcasting. taiertaion. ariatlan. pollcs Radio 
aod aaay other jobt. My MUCH book tella bow you quickly 
learn at baas In rears tuns to Da a Radio Expert.
I  M bny Rm Oc E xparts Malt* SO, $69, *7S a  Waafa 

VTKy ftrugxto alone in a dull job with law d*t  and r.a 
futurer Stan training now tor tbs Urs-wire Radio rtsid. I hara 
doubled and tripled sal an si. Hundreds of successful men now 
In Radio cot their at an  ihrottxb M. 3 . I. training.

M any M aks S5. £10, SIS a  Weak E xtra  
in  Spar* T i im  W hlla L a a m in t  

Hold rour Job. I'Tl not only train you In a few hours of four 
spar* time a week, but tho day you enroll MI send you Instruc
tions, wnich you should master quickly, for doing Radio 
jots common m man ertry neighborhood. I give you Radio 
Equipment for conducting experiments and making test* tb it 
teach you to build and <«r*lc« practically refry type of recoil
ing aet mads t'leo T. Reiter. J9 W. Beerbwood Ava.. Dayroa. 
Ohio wrote " Working only In ip irs l ia s .  i  made about Sl.udO 
while taklof the Course.'’

Final O u t W h a t R ad io  Off era. M ail C oupon
Xfy book has sh^wn hundreds of fellows how tn make a .M  

••trire vnrk mnnfY and win sui*eeu. It's FREE to any ambitious felt/-*
I I . . .  , k.  orer i5  Tears of axe. Intel tig ate Find out what Radio offers
1 “V* 1 '1 “ 5™- R«*-l *hat my Emplorment Department docs to neio you
or being ihe best ka> ge4 into Radio after graausuor.. aoout my Money Back Agree- 
illo aiaa lo town, and meat, and tns many other .Y. R. 1. features. Mail the coupon 
arersga <13 to I-** a la an eoielope, or pans It oa a 1c. poncara TODAY.

c r l ' . ' ’ ,0r J  E - S M I T H . P r f . l d . n t ,  D r p t .  5 B F
Cray. 151 VTuhtag- V a t io n u l  B u rito  i n s t i t u t e .  W i s h i a r t o a .  O . C .  
t i n  R t .  B r o n s o o ,  I 1 1 —  " * •  —  — ■ —  m

I J. E . .SM ITH. P resid en t. Dept. 5 B F
N a tio n a l R a d io  In s t itu te , W ash in gton . D. C.

J. E. 85 fIT H . Pm M enk  
National Bxdio Institute
Tb* OKA w W 9 u  Urmetmd <Sm 
HeaM-SkwA* l.-M/un* of mirw 
■mw (o r u m  t lo u u  in d o a tn r 
Um w k Iw c

Sjtrs Tins Job* Evt 
U i a Wttl

•'I bars no rouble

lilchlgan.

k .  I
Owes H it Svetas t t  , 

Nsdio Tralnlhf j
"Since U - J  1 hate earned I 
mi lirtfi* lo Radio. I ’ 
ow$ a y  Hot threa Jobs to 
N. S. I I now la 
the biuq coairol room sf 
pn« of the luxe broad
casting - lu m i ' Serfs 
A. Os Seaut. 1516 Libra
ry Ate., .New York City.

HAIL
T H I S
N O W

D sir Mr -Smith: Without obligating me. aend your book which points out
ths »p«rs time and full urns Jso opportunities r. Radio and your 5V-JU mstnyd 
at traiucg mea at boms la spare t<m« <o ocrocna Radio E spm s.

i l ’lcaia priat plainly)

ADDRESS

CITT.....................................................................................  STATE

Please aaentiao D u x  Men's Gsoup when answering adverusements
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i Book-Length Doctor Death Novel

12 M ust D ie
A  horror mystery straight from the devil's notebook, as recorded

by Z O R R O ..................
THE STRA N GEST  STORY EVER TO LD

A  mad eld wixard with the power to lummon leathioma gray horrors from helTs 
attic decreet that the country’s 1t most famous men must die as carrion for his 
jhostly vultures. A  whole nation is panicked at the sinister super-scientist's plan I 
to chanye civilisation. O nly one man has a due to the strange power of Doctor -i 
Death and that man faces torture and death to combat the master of carnage.

------- J1 chapters-------
4> -is- ■ ■■■<>------  i i ------------s».....  i s........... sfc ........»s— »» ,

•J

THREE THRILLING STORIES

THE BEAST TH AT T A L K E D .........................Damascus Blount.. 96
For vengeance he relinquished his humanity, then found that he must pay a 
beast’s price for his primal rage.

THE BLA C K  O R C H ID S.................................. Arthur J. Burks.. 104
A  human face was the soil for the noxious flower which flourished in Broadway’s 
hothousa.

THE SKELETON SCREA M S................................O ’Casey Holt.. 114
What strange killer can pick the bones of his victim dry one minute after the 
dying screams?

DEATH  M IXES THE BREW OF D O O M ........... Rudolph Zirn
(Cover design from Doctor Death)

P u b lish e d  m onth ly  and  co py righ ted  1935 by  the  D ell P u b lish in g  Co., In c ., 149 M ad iso n  A ve., N ew  
Y ork, N. Y. A pp lica tio n  fo r second  c la s s  m a ilin g  p r iv ile g e s  pend ing . G. T . D e la co rte , J r . .  P re s i
d e n t :  H. M eyer, V ic e -P re s id e n t: J . F red  H en ry , V ic e -P re s id e n t; M arg a rita  D e la c o rte , S e c re ta ry ; 
C arson  W . M ow re, E d ito r. C hicago A d v e rtis in g  office. 540 N. M ich igan  A ve., C h icag o , III. P u b 
lished  in  th e  U. S. A. A lso co p y rig h ted  in  G re a t B r ita in . Y ea rly  su b sc r ip tio n  $1.50, s in g le  co p ies  
15c. N o C anad ian  su b sc rip tio n s  accep ted .

DOCTOR DEATH ON SALE THE FIFTEENTH OF EVERY MONTH
2



W R I G L E Y ' S  F O U R  
F A M O U S  F L A V O R S

•  SPEARMINT  
^ D O U B L E  MINT
•  J UI CY  FRUIT
•  P. K.

P-2»

Please mention Dell Men’s Gkoue when answering advertisements 3



SHARPEST
BLADE

I've ever used"

says D IZ Z Yy DEAN
off Probak

PROBAK 
JUNIOR

blades

Also Trial Package 
of 4 Blades for 10c 

At Your Dealer

D b a s  “ D iz z y "  D e a n :

T hinks for the compliment. And now 
th it you're a Probak fan, you'll be glad 
to know about Probak Jr.— the w on
derful new double-edge razor blade 
that briags you real shaving comfort 
at a record low price. Imagine getting 
2 } lte e n , sm oo th -sh avin g  blades, 
backed by the Gillette name, for 59̂ 1

Probak Jr. is the p rodu ct o f  un
equalled manufacturing methods and 
sk ill It is automatically tempered, 
boned and stropped to give you a de
gree o f shaving comfort never before 
obtainable at such a low price. G et 
Probak Jr. today — from your dealer. 
See why millions o f  men prefer them.

Probak Junior a  a product of
G illette and fit t  a ll G illette

and Probak razors

DO
YOU LIKE 
MYSTERY

?
■

THE mysterious and unknown have always inter
ested man. A  scientist will spend years in 

seeking out the truth in some obscure experiment. 
When he finally succeeds, the satisfaction and 
enjoyment of conquering the unknown often out
weigh the worth of the discovery.

But he has been entertained and has a definite 
sense of accomplishment which is highly enioyable.

This same keen enjoyment of accomplishment 
is felt by the reader of good mystery stories after 
he has worked with the author in solving, the baf
fling tricks of man and fate.

This fact is in a large measure responsible for 
the popularity of mystery fiction among all classes 
of people. Presidents stay up late to read mystery 
stories. Housewives read them. Business execu
tives find in them a relaxing pleasure. Clerks, 
salesmen, outdoor workers and school children read 
and enjoy mysteries.

That is why our announcement is vital news to 
millions.

For w * are publishing a new mystery-detective 
magazine featuring a new and strange character. 
Both magazine and character are more thrilling, 
more interesting and more gripping than were ever 
combined before.

Imagine a super-scientist, a doctor, with all of 
modern science's powers of destruction at his fin
ger tips! Then imagine this man in full possession 
of ail necromancer s secrets of the mysrer— js cast! 
Suddenly this man turns on the civilization that 
bred him, announces he will destroy it.

That man is Doctor Death. Each issue of the 
magazine contains a 100-page novel featuring fh.s 
master mind of menace.

The title of this new magazine is:

MEET H IM  THE 15th OF 
EVERY MONTH AT ALL 
COOD NEWSSTANDS

4 Please mention Dell Men' s Gboup when answering advertisement!



KWE-®

m

IF I WERE ONLY BUILT

lik e  t h a t  c h a p , w h a t

A HIT I'D MAKEI

m-w.

Don’t let people 
laugh at your

SKINNY SHftPE!
Thousands find new way 

adds pounds quick!
Astonishing gains in a few weeks with new discovery. 
Richest imported brewers’  ale yeast now concentrated 
7 times and iron added. Gives 5 to IS lbs. quickl

T ? O R  years doctors have prescribed yeast to build 
Jl up health for rundown men and women. B ut 
now, thanks to a  new scientific discovery, you can 
get far greater tonic results than with ordinary 
yeast— regain health, and in addition put on pounds 
of husky flesh— and in afar shorter time.

Mot only are thousands quickly gaining solid, 
good-looking pounds, bu t also clear skin, freedom 
from indigestion and constipation, new pep.

C o n c e n t r a t e d  7  t im e s  
This am azing new product. Ironized Yeast, is made 
from specially cultured brewers' ale yeast imported 
from Europe— the richest yeast known— which by 
a new scientific process is concentrated 7 times 
— made 7 times more powerful.

B u t that is not ail! This marvelous, health-build
ing yeast is then ircmieed with 3 special kinds of iron 
which strengthen the blood, add pep.

' D a y  after day, as you  take Ironized Yeast, watch

gaw ky angles fill out, flat chest develop, sk in n y 
limbs get husky. Skin clears, new health cornea.

R e s u l t s  g u a r a n t e e d
No matter how skinny and weak you may be, this mar
velous new Ironized Yeast should build you up in a 
few short weeks as it has thousands. If you are not 
delighted with the results of the very drat package, 
your money will be instantly refunded.

Only be sure you get genuine Ironized Yeast, not some 
imitation that cannot give the same results. Insist on 
the penutne with " l Y "  stamped on each tablet.

Special F R E E  offer
To start you building up your health right atony, we 
make this absolutely FR E E offer. Purchase a package of 
Ironized Yeast at once, cut out the seal on the box and 
mail it to us with a clipping of this paragraph. We will 
send you a fascinating new book on health. "New Facts 
About Your Body", by a well-known authority. Re
member, results are guaranteed with the very first 
package— or mosey refunded. A t all druggists. lionized 
Yeast Co.. Inc., Dept. 3 52. Atlanta. Ga.

Please mention Dctu. iltK 's Guoup when answering advertisements 3



. R I G H T  N O W ,  WE A R E  S A V I N G

550 a month

“ It' s n o t as easy to  save now as  i t  was three o r four years 
ago, because our income haa been reduced. But D orothy and 
X decided, when I  got m y first raise a fte r  finishing th a t In te r
national Correspondence Schools Course, to  save something each 
m onth —  and it s fun I Once we had the  am ount u p  to  $100, 
and tea v td  get it back there one <rf these days.

41I f  I  had not taken tha t I .  C . S. Course I  probably wouldn’t 
even have a  job today. That training has been a  life saver to  
me. I t  gives me a  sense of security, to  say nothing of a  few 
promotions and raises in pay. T he tru th  is, X expect to  capital
ize oo it the rest of xny life.”
I« nuking both ends meet o m  of your problem* theat <5a n ?  The* 
5cm must nuke yuarrelf more raluabia. end nothing wiU kd* » »  
more them an /. O. &  home-etndt * r « r a  UaU th e  ««poa for 
com pi ft*  uforaatktL

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O K  K E S P O  N 0  £  N C  £ S C H O O L S

~ T h s  V a tm e n m l U m in o r* itj~  8 o i  3S40-T, Seriate  a. Peoaa.
Without cost or otnixitioo. piasaa wnd cm a copy of your booklet, 

~Whe W in  and Why/* and fu ll particular* about Lb* subject 
before which I  bar* marked X :

T E C H N IC A L .  A N D  IN D U S T R IA L  C O U R S E S
A utom obile M eeheaie

Q Hi
O  A rchitect
D  A rchitectura l P ra f ta m —
□  Building E stim ating
□  Wood M tilw otkin*
P  C o n trac to r and B uildar

B S tru c tu ra l D raftsm an  
S tru c tu ra l Ecueuicer 

Q  E lectrical En*m**r 
C  E lectric L ighting 
□  W riding. E lec tric  so d  O ee 
f l  Reading dhoo B lucorin ia 
O  rrJ^g rapb  Eogiaeer 
TJ T elephone W ork 
O  M echanical E ngineer 
P  M echanical D ra f’acnsn  
O  M tch im at O  Tool make*
□  lo v c a u a *  an d  P a te n tin g  
O  P a tte n u n a a s r  
Q  M eat r r* a t:» e o t of M eta le  
□  U n d e *  F .qgiaarr _
□  Bride* a n d  B uilding F orem an  □  A gneu ito r*
O  lia s  EnginaeQ  Pineal Engine*  D  P o u ltry  F a n o in x  
□  A v b u o a  C o tia ts  □  M arin*  R m f a w r

BUSINESS TRAININS COURSES

Plum  bine
□  Air Conditioning
□  Sh**a M*tal Wocfcat

□  S team  LI oc trio  T n a i r n f  
B c w  E d s b m t
D  f tir re y in g  a n d  M a c s ta c  
O  ri*Jn«*rat»oa
D R .  R . L ooorootifr*  □  Air Brakes 
D R .  R . S ectio n  Forem an

BR . R . B ride*  and  B u d d in g  F o rem an  
R. R . S i f s i l m i a  
□ Hub way Engineering 

O  C h em istry  Q  P harm acy
□  C oal Mining Engineer
t j  N a r r a t i o n  C  B oilerm aker
D  T ex tile  O v er*er r  o r £upU  
O  C o tto n  M anufactu ring  
G  W oolen M an u factu rin g

□  Fruit Growing 
□  Radio

O  Bnaiucea Management
□  O tBce M anagem ent
O  I O 'liw tnai M anagem ent
□ I ralfic Management.
O  A ccountancy  and

C .P .A . C oaching
□  Bookkeeping 
C  S '.r e ta r ta i  W ork
□  Aoooua’a a t

P  Bueineaa C otreepo ndenoe
□  L etter in g  Show  Card*
P  b’teaocranby and Typing 
D  C ivil Sem oe
□  M ail C a rr ie r
U  Railw ay M ail Clerk
□  G rad e School S eb jrc ta  t 
P  High School 9ob.-ec.te 
Pf'ullw “_  __ re Preparatory

□  S.JceoiaiiaGiD C  A d e e rta in g  C  F irs t T e a r College
□  .'•••rvic* stauon an.ansbia C  Illustrating □  Specie*
C  Vt i if>*oer I ‘-oo rating  Q  C artoon ing  O  F rench

C  Lumber Dealer

Nemo..................
A udres*,«^..._ .................
City .......................... ....

OtcupaUoo......................
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SERGEANT Ryan and Officer Mul- 
rooney watched the big limousine 
speed along the boulevard.

“ That’s Colonel Atherstine,”  Ryan said 
of the distinguished looking gentle
man lounging in the back. “ He invented 
that centrifugal gun that is doing away with 
gun powder and high explosives and— ” 

The sergeant’s voice sobbed out of him 
in a wild shriek.

“ Did you see it?”  he screeched, pulling 
at Mulrooney. “ Did you see it?”

“ Holy Mary, protect us,” Mulrooney 
was muttering, watching where the big car 
had swerved, jumped the curb, and smashed 
into a tree. “ It’s gone 1 It's gone!”

Ryan, staring at the empty space where 
the car had suddenly vanished, was tug
ging at his whistle with leaden hands.

“ It’s gonel” Mulrooney kept sobbing. 
“ Holy Mary, protect us!”

“ Somebody 11 have to protect you if you 
don’t shut up that wailing! Come on." 
The other man’s terror steadied the ser
geant and he shrilled a blast on his whistle.

Half dragging the choking officer, Ryan 
ran toward the vacant spot where the lim
ousine had been only a moment before.

From down the block came the shriek 
of an answering whistle as the traffic cop 
at the comer leaped to the rescue. From 
all sides the crowd surged in, hurling ques
tions.

The two officers reached the spot where 
the car had leaped the curb. They stopped, 
their eyes bulging. There they stood, gap
ing, until the lieutenant piled out of the 
riot car.

“ Now what happened?” he growled.
“ Tw as a huge thing,”  Ryan babbled. 

“ It was a man, higher’n the buildings 
roundabout— a man with a frightful shape 
and eyes! Dark he was and indistinct—  
just like a puff of smoke. I saw him grab 
the car and lift it up and throw it through 
the air like a kid throws a baseball . . .” 

“ Nonsense,” snapped the lieutenant. 
“ Let’s get this straight. There were a lot 
of people on the street Did anyone else 
see this thing? Did you see it, Mul
rooney?”

The officer shook his shaggy head.
“ I did not, sir,”  he responded. “ But 

I  did see the car disappear. Headed right 
for the tree it did, all of a sudden as if the 
driver had lost control. Crashed into it. 
Then— puff! It was gone. As for the other 
thing that Ryan’s talking about, I— ”

“ Curse it, man, I ’m psychic 1” Ryan 
roared. “ We’ve a banshee in our family 
and— "

“ It’s the heat,”  the lieutenant volun
teered. “ A day or two in the hospital will 
put you all right again.”

“ But, I ’m not crazy!” Ryan howled as 
two burly attendants pushed him into the 
wagon. “ I ’m— ”

He was still raving as the wagon shot 
around the comer, siren shrieking.

The lieutenant turned to Mulrooney.
“ The heat and the sight of the acci

dent— ”
Mulrooney scratched his head again. .
“ There’s the busted glass, sir. And 

there’s plenty of U3 saw the car disappear, 
just like it had dissolved in air, sir. How 
you going to get around that?”

The lieutenant shook his head.
“ Maybe the heat’s driven you nuts, too,” 

he growled, taking out his notebook. 
“ Grab off a bunch of witnesses and let’s 
get their names.”

CHAPTER II

Cray Things of the Dark

HIGH above the city streets, a man 
leaned out of a window overlook

ing the boulevard, his deep set eyes tak
ing in every .“ tail of what had happened. 
He shook his nead sagely. Then, stepping 
back, he pulled the window down and 
seated himself at a desk piled high with 
typed papers and penciled memoranda.

“ Number one,” he muttered to himself, 
his sad eyes wearing a strained, far-away 
look. “ But no. Atherstine was of too 
small caliber to be number one. He was 
more in the nature of an experiment. Now 
I must revise my list.”

He took a small memorandum book
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from a drawer and thumbed its pages care
fully, making changes and alterations here 
and there. Finally he tossed it back into 
the pile. Again his eyes took on a sad, 
weary expression.

•‘John Stark,”  he muttered. “ It has 
to be him. There is no other way. He 
is my friend— the best of them all. But 
because of his money, his position, his 
philanthropies, he can do more damage 
to the world than all the others.”

A newspaper lay among the papers atop 
the desk. On the front page was the pic
ture of a man with iron gray hair and the 
ruggfd, clean-cut face that goes with the 
highest type of manhood. The seated 
man picked it up and gazed at it for a 
moment, a look of agony creeping over his 
countenance.

“ Farewell, old friend,” he said sadly, 
laying the paper down. “ When next we 
meet it will be— death.”

He strode across the room and, opening 
the door, stepped into the hallway and 
pressed the elevator button. A moment 
later he was on the sidewalk mingling with 
the throng.

The newsboys were selling extras on the 
streets— extras telling of the strange dis
appearance of Colonel Robert B. Ather- 
stine and his chauffeur before the very eyes 
of two policemen and hundreds of on
lookers.

The thin man purchased a paper from 
the stand on the corner and, leaning against 
the side of the building, glanced over the 
glaring headlines.

“ They make much over this,”  he mut
tered to himself. “ What, then, will they 
say when the real news breaks— when they 
learn that the death of Atherstine was but 
an experiment?”

Folding the paper, he stuffed it into his 
pocket and moved silently through the 
throng. There were those who turned to 
gaze at him a second time, so gaunt and 
cadaverous did he look and so weirdly 
glaring were his deep-set eyes.

“ He locks like Death, itself,”  whispered 
a woman to another, turning to look back 
at him.

Her companion shuddered.
“ The thinnest man I ever saw,”  she 

responded.

B EFORE the great fireplace in the draw
ing room of his magnificent home. 

John Stark, America’s greatest financier, 
philanthropist, backer of a thousand ven
tures in the field of science and invention, 
sat brooding over a letter. Laying it on the 
table at his elbow, he gazed searchingly 
into the fire as it seeking in the glowing 
coals the solution of his problem.

“ Somehow, this doesn’t appeal to me as 
the work of an ordinary crank,” he said, 
gazing frowningly at the printed page 
again.

John Stark:
The world has gone too far. It is time that 

we returned to the simple life of our lore- 
fathers. I am sending a  letter similar to this 
to a number of other men— scientists in the 
main— whose brains have made this country 
what it is, a nation of machines. One by 
one, they Jnust go. The great buildings must 
crumble into dust. Factories must cease their 
activities and man must again live by the 
sweat of his brow.

I have selected you as the first to go. 
Others have preceded you; they were but ex
periments. I have nothing against you per
sonally. In fact, I  esteem you highly as a 
man. But because of your money and po
sition I must make an example of you that 
the others may know that I do oot threaten 
in vain. Perhaps, when I have shown my 
power the worid will take heed and cease its 
madness.

I am the possessor of a mighty force so 
weird, so sinister, so extraordinary that you, 
like every other man, would scotf if I but 
mentioned it to you-. Y et with it, I am as 
great as Jehovah.

For obvious reasons, I must remain un
known. Therefore, I merely sign myseif.

Doctor Death.
P.S. You have my permission to show this 

to the police if you wish. All the stand
ing armies of the world could not prevent me 
from carrying out my resolution.

John Stark arose and paced the floo: 
his brow corrugated in thought. In th 
fireplace the logs crackled merrily. H 
loved the open blaze. It always reminde 
him of the days of his youth— days spen 
on the plains, under the clean, blue sk>
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Even in the summer, he always had a fire 
laid in the evening. Tonight, for some 
reason, the smell of the burning wood 
brought no solace. He stopped his nervous 
pacing for a moment as a log toppled and 
fell, shooting a shower of sparks chimney- 
ward.

“The man is right,” he muttered. 
“Whoever he is, he speaks the truth. The 
world has gone mad—money mad—mad on 
science and invention. God, if we could 
but return to the days of our fathers. But 
it can never be.”

“ I am glad that you agree with me,” 
a quiet voice interrupted.

•Stark whirled on his heel, a startled
Iooic on his 'ace.

Just outside the circle of light cast by 
the burning logs stood a shrouded figure, 
tail, masked, clad from head to foot in 
somber black. His eyes gleamed sinisterly 
through the slits of his mask.

“ I am Doctor Death,” he introduced 
himself. “Again let me say that l  am glad 
that you agree with me, although I cannot 
grant your statement that we can never go 
back. We can, we will, and we must. 
Nevertheless, your remarks make my task 
the easier, knowing that you are in full 
accord with my views.”

John Stark smiled in spite of himself.
“May I ask how you gained entrance 

to my house?” he demanded.
The sinister figure shrugged his shoul

ders.
“You may ask, but I need not reply,” 

he said with a low chuckie. “Are you 
ready to die, John Stark?”

Stark leaned forward, his every faculty 
alert. Something told him that this calm, 
cold figure garbed in the habiliments of 
the grave was no bluffer. His fingers stole 
toward the row oi buttons beneath the 
desk, but the outer halted him with a ges
ture.

‘Tt will do you no good to ring,” he 
said quietly. “Your servants are all asleep 
—put out of commission by a method 
known only to myself.”

John Stark was a man of action. For 
an instant he poised, then leaped.

He halted, staggering back, his hand 
before his eyes as if to shut off the light.

‘God!" he murmured.
The sinister figure had merely extended 

his hand. From the long, bony fingers 
leaped sparks as if from an electric dy
namo. Around the figure of John Stark 
danced a yellowish-blue flame; his body 
covered with it. A change came over his 
face—a look of astonishment, of deadly 
fear. His ruddy cheeks grew pinched, his 
great body seemed to shrivel and shrink.

His legs buckled and he sank in a little 
heap to the floor, pitched forward to his 
face, twisted and lav upon his back, arms 
outspread, eyes staring straight at the 
celling.

T HE masked man made no move. For 
what seemed ages he stood there, arm 

extended, his gleaming eyes pensiyeiy 
watching the sparks that shot from his 
finger tips and the dancing flames that 
surrounded the huddled figure on the 
floor.

His robe rustled as from a gust of wind. 
He whirled. The cowl dropped from his 
head, revealing a thin, cadaverous face, 
a great hooked nose and sunken eyes that 
gleamed from beneath their brows like 
the twin fires of hell.

“ Back!” he roared. “Back, you devils!” 
In the background hovered a mvnad 

of shadowy things—monstrous, deformed, 
twisted, indistinct shapes. They cowered 
before him, their gangrenous jaws slaver
ing, their long, taion-like fingers twisting 
and untwisting. They seemed about to 
launch themseives at him, yet they re
treated before his advance.

“He was my friend, you spawn of hell.” 
the man who called himself Death snarled. 
“When I am gone you may satiate your- 
seives. But wnile I am here, keep your 
distance. I have left him—for you.”

Slowiv the dancing flames died down. 
The worm-gray things in the background 
drew a bit closer, glaring at him with their 
sulphurous eyes. Shrugging his thin shoul
ders, the robed man turned away. For 
an instant he bent over the desk, search-



"Back, you devilsl”  Doctor Death cried to the grotesque monsters. "He was my 
friend, and he is not your food—yet."
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ins; among the papers for that which he 
sought. It was the letter. Picking it up, 
he laid it upon the breast of the dead man.

“ Number one,” he said in a hollow, sub
dued voice. “ Number one—and the best 
of them all.”

He turned sadly away. The hell-pack 
swept over tne body of the murdered man. 
They pawed at him, pulling his hands, his 
arms, his body, satiating themselves in the 
vitality that still remained before rigor 
mortis set in. The library reeked with a 
hellish charnel scent . . .

CHAPTER III

The Living Dead

D e t e c t i v e  i n s p e c t o r  J o h n
RICKS was a policeman of the old 

school. His broad shoulders slight
ly stooped, he had worked himself up from 
a humole beat to the position of head of 
the greatest detective force in the world. 
He was a “copper ’ frotn the soies of his 
square-toed shoes to the top of his head. 
His cold, gray eyes glared at an unfriendly 
world from under a thatch of graying 
brows, his mouth was hard and uncompro
mising, his mustache, cropped short, seem
ing to accentuate his bull-dog jaw.

His general attitude was one of dis
trust and antagonism. He had ciubbed and 
fought his way to the top, was honest to 
the core, a disciplinarian, a driver, be
loved and feared by his subordinates— 
a man who demanded obedience and who 
was willing to enforce it, if need be, with 
club and fist.

Just now he was glaring across the big 
desk in his private office into another pair 
of eyes as cold and gray as nis own. The 
name of Hezekiah Spafford was c-ne to con
jure with in the world of science. He 
was an LL.D., an F.R.S., an .VI.D., a 
Ph.D., and innumerable other things, most 
of which, accumulated during a more than 
ordinarily busy life, he had forgotten him
self.

A Vermont Yankee by birth, he had 
forged his way through the field of educa

tion until there were no other worlds to 
conquer. Loaned to Oxford University, 
he had spent several years in England and, 
upon his return to America, had devoted 
himself to chemical research.

Hezekiah Spafford was the man who 
had discovered the process of making dress 
goods out of corn silk. It was he who 
had demonstrated that radium exists in 
considerable quantities in ordinary water 
and that synthetic coal can be manufac
tured at a much less cost than the real 
article can be extracted from the ground. 
His services had been sought by the fi
nancial magnates 01 the nation; his word 
was law in research and discovery.

“The work of a crank,” Ricks snapped, 
tapping the letter he heid in his left hand 
with the blunt forefinger of his right. “ I'll 
give you a couple of guards. They'll take 
care of you.”

Hezekiah Spafford leaned forward, his 
lantern jaw outthrust belligerently.

“ I disagree with you,” he said bluntlv. 
“Crank though he may be, the man who 
wrote that letter is dangerous.”

The sudden jangle of the telephone 
halted Ricks’ tart reply. He crooked 
his elbow, shifted his half-smoked cigar 
to the opposite comer of his mouth and 
pressed the receiver to his ear. For a 
moment only did he listen. Then, replac
ing the receiver with a bang, be pressed a 
button on his desk, leaned to his feet and 
jammed his hat atop his head, seemingly 
at a single motion.

“Maybe you're right, after all,” he 
snapped. “John Stark has been murdered. 
One of those letters was lying beside him.”

He turned on his heel as a dozen men 
rushed into his office. His eyes were glow
ing with suppressed excitement.

“You, Hanson!” he roared. “Assign 
two good men to euard Spafford! Tell ’em 
that I ’ll hoid them personally responsible 
for his safety. Tell them to stick with 
him day and night. The rest of you come 
with me. John Stark has been killed— 
murdered!”

He charged out of the office at the head 
of a squad of picked men.
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"Whatever it is, it must be a damned 
big case,” Desk Sergeant O’Rourke whis
pered to Lieutenant Piquot as he watched 
the cavalcade dash to the cars waiting, 
motors running, at the curb. ‘‘The old 
man’s taking charge himself.”

An instant later the air was split with 
the doleful wailing of the sirens.

Ricks knew what to expect before he 
entered the door of the Stark mansion at 
the head of his men— knew before the 
white-faced butler, shaking like a man with 
the palsy, led him to the library where 
the lights were now turned on in every 
socket. Yet, hardened policeman that he 
was, he was not prepared for the sight 
that met his eyes— the sight that brought 
him up with a cry of astonishment at the 
threshold— the sight of the horrible thing 
that lay stretched upon the carpet.

In life John Stark had been a strong, 
robust, middle-aged man. In death he was 
but a semblance of a human being— a th:"g 
of dried skin stretched over a framework 
of bones. He resembled a toy balloon from 
which the air had been removed, his skin 
wrinkled and parchment-like, as if he had 
been dead for many years.

Ricks recoiled from the sight as if from 
a blow. He stared down at the stiff, con
torted figure, the outspread arms doubled 
unnaturaily, the fingers clenched.

‘‘That’s Stark, all right,” he said, half 
to himself. Then to the men who grouped 
around him: “ But, what the hell hap
pened? What killed him? He looks as if 
he’d been dead for months. Yet it was 
only this afternoon that I saw him, talked 
with him, and he was as healthy and robust 
as— ”

He stopped in the middle of the sen
tence, sniffing the peculiar odor that filled 
the room.

“ What do you say, doc?”  he demanded 
of the medical examiner who was kneel
ing by the dead man’s side.

The physician looked up with a startled 
expression.

“ You say that you talked with him to
day?” he asked.

Ricks nodded.
“ Just before three o ’clock,”  he answered.
The medical examiner shrugged his 

padded shoulders.
“ Yet I ’d be willing to swear in any 

court in the land that he’s been dead for 
at least a week,” he said stubbornly. “ And 
what killed him? There’s not a mark or. 
his body. Who said he was murdered?”

“ I did,” Inspector Ricks answered, sniff
ing the air again. “ Do you get that awful 
odor? It’s like sulphur and something 
musty— like a tomb that’s been closed for 
a long time and— ”

“ I ’ve heard of the odor of death,”  the 
medical examiner said, rubbing his sleeve 
across his sweating forehead. “ But this 
is the first time I ever actually smelled 
this. It’s the smell of death mingled with 
the brimstone of hell.”

Ricks whirled ana confronted the trem
bling butler.

“ Who found him?” he roared. Then 
to his own men: “ You fellows listen to
this. Take it all in. For we’re going to 
get the man who killed Stark. Get that? 
Stark was a friend of mine.”

FOR a  full five minutes the Inspector 
quizzed the servant, cross-examining 

him with the skill of a veteran. And through 
it all the man’s story remained the same. 
For the first time in his life he had gone 
to sleep at his post. Suddenly he had 
awakened. The house was quiet. John 
Stark was a childless widower and kept but 
a few servants.

There was a feeling of death in the 
house. Something— some vague, sixth
sense, had told him where to look for it. 
Rushing to the library, he had found his 
master— dead. There was nothing more 
to be told. He had immediately tele
phoned to the commissioner before waking 
the other servants.

Inspector Ricks turned on his heel and

They Stared, Yet Couldn’t Believe, A s  The Blood O f Every Veteran 
Ran Cold In His Veins!
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faced the squad of plainclothesmen under 
his command.

"Get busy,” he snaoped. “You, Casey 
and Harrigan, talk to the servants. Con
ners and Gillespie, go over the locks; you 
heard what this man said about everything 
being fastened up as far as he knew. You 
fingerprint guys do your stuff. The rest 
of you comb the house.”

' Got to perform an autopsy, chief,” the 
medical examiner said, rising from where 
he had been kneeling beside the body. If 
he was murdered it must have been with 
some subtle poison. There isn’t a sign of 
a wound on him that I can find.”

Ricks grunted disdainfully.
“Did you ever see or hear of a poison 

that would leave a man looking like him?" 
he questioned. “No? Well, neither did 
I. So that's out.”

He whirled and faced his men again.
“ Yet we know that he was killed—killed 

in some bizarre, outlandish fashion,” he 
said. “ He didn't die a natural death.” He 
picked up the letter that had been found 
on the dead body and tapped it signifi
cantly with his finger. “ Here's an open- 
and-shut confession of the crime. I t ’s up 
to us to find this killer—this man who 
calls himself Doctor Death. He— ”

HE stopped for an instant, his startled 
eyes glaring at his subordinates. De

tective Conners had dropped to his knees, 
tearing at his breast for his crucifix, his 
eyes bulging from their sockets, his lips 
mouthing prayers. The others had, with 
one exception, fled shrieking from the room. 
The one exception, Inspector Jimmy Holm, 
pointed a dramatic finger at something be
hind the Inspector’s back.

Ricks whirled. Then he sucked in his 
breath and staggered back as if from a 
blow.

“ Almighty God!” he said tensely.
Joint Stark had risen to his jeet!
Dead though he was, he was standing 

in the middle of the room, one emaciated 
hand resting on the edge of the desk, the 
other extended unnaturally in front of 
him. The light from a bridge lamp struck

him squarely in the pupils, reflecting from 
his glassy eyes glitteringly.

Ricks’ heart constricted, jumped a beat, 
then burst into activity again as the goose 
flesh chased itself up and down his spinal 
column. He took a step forward, his fists 
doubled.

“We were friends in life and I ’m not 
afraid of you now!” he snapped.

He stretched forth his hand and touched 
the fingers of the other. Again he shud
dered. For the parchment-like skin was 
cold with the awful chill of death. Yet 
John Stark had risen from the floor and 
was now standing before him.

Conners gave a horrible, screaming cry 
and, leaping to his feet, rushed from the 
room in the wake of the others.

John Stark was movingl
Slowly, automatically, he lifted a foot 

and thrust it forward, dragging the other 
after it. Every movement was stiff arid 
mechanical. His dead face turned neither 
to the right nor to the left, his lifeless eyes 
gazed unblinkingly straight ahead. Across 
the room he moved, raising each foot 
stiffly, setting it down again, dragging the 
other after it. He reached a chair. His 
body doubled at the joints and dropped 
into it, his eyes still staring to the front.

“ Zombi!”
Ricks whirled on his heel to the man 

who had made the ejaculation. Tall, slen
der, dark, keen-faced, Jimmy Holm was 
leaning forward, his eyes taking in every 
detail.

“ Meaning what?” the Inspector de
manded, his brusque voice shaking in spite 
of himself.

“The voodoo curse,” the younger man 
answered. “The man who killed him won’t 
let him sleep in his grave. He’s a slave to 
his murderer. I saw the same thing in Haiti. 
Dead men working in the cane fields.”

•H uh!”
Ricks cast another glance at the awful 

thing that sat, glaring icy-eyed, straight 
ahead. Then he stepped to the door and 
roared at his subordinates.

“ Come back—if you've got the gutsl” 
he thundered.
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Shamefacedly, they trooped back into 
the room, casting fearful glances at the 
dead thing in the chair— the thing that 
was dead and was yet alive.

“ Cowards!” the Inspector snapped, a 
world of sarcasm in his tone. “ Examine 
him again, doc.”

The medical examiner stepped forward 
and touched the dead man’s wrist with fin
gers that trembled. Then, jerking a stetho
scope from his pocket, he applied it to the 
chest over the heart and to the jugular 
vein. His task completed, he straightened 
up, a puzzled expression creeping over his 
beefy face.

“ In spite of what we saw— what I saw 
myself,” he said slowly, “ the man is dead 
— as dead as he will ever be until the 
resurrection comes. He’s— ”

He leaped backward with a startled 
scream.

For again the dead thing was rising.
“ Oh, God, stop it!”  Conners, the de

vout. exclaimed in a hoarse whisper.
Ponderously, laboriously, John Stark 

came to his feet. For a moment he stood 
there swaying as if seeking to gain his 
balance, his one arm thrust stiffly forward, 
the other hanging by his side. Then from 
his gray lips came a sound as from a great 
distance.

“/  ant Doctor Death" a hollow voice 
said. “I  speak through this, my chosen 
instrument. I have demonstrated my 
Power. Now /  relinquish my hold over 
him, for l  have no wish to punish this man 
who was my jriend."

The living dead man toppled forward 
and fell, as stiff as a board, to the floor 
at their feet.

CHAPTER IV

From Beyond the Veil

FOR a moment there was a tense, awed 
silence. Then Ricks reached forward 

and. seizing the whimpering Conners by the 
coat collar, jerked him to his feet.

“ Be a man, you hound!” he roared.
He turned to the others, glaring at them 

with cold gray eyes.

“ Policemen!” he snarled. “ Women! 
Babies! Scared of a dead man. You’re 
a disgrace to the force— all except Holm.”

He turned to the one man who had re
mained by his side.

“ You were wished onto me. Jimmy 
Holm,” he said in a more kindly tone. 
“ I’m making no apologies when I tell you 
what you and all the rest of the depart
ment already know— that I didn’t want 
you. I’ve got as much respect as the aver
age policeman for scientific methods of de
tection— fingerprints, ballistics and the 
like. But when it comes to telling me that 
science can go farther than that. I say 
now, as I told the mayor to his face, that 
it’s bosh, flapdoodle and poppycock.

“ And yet,” he continued, “ I ’ve seen 
what I ’ve seen. I ’ve seen that which I 
never expected to see on this earth. I ’ve 
seen a dead man walking and talking. 
And I ’m man enough to acknowledge that 
I ’m licked. I. the senior member of the 
force, am willing to admit my inability to 
cope with this crime. I ’m asking you. the 
newest member, what the hell it’s all about? 
Can you answer me?”

All eyes were focussed on Jimmy Holm. 
He flushed slightly. Then he nodded.

“ I thank-you for your confidence, sir,” 
he replied. “ If I may venture an answer 
to your inquiry, I would say that this is 
an occult crime—-a murder that can only 
be solved by occult methods. Has it oc
curred to you, sir, that this man might 
have been killed by the power of sugges
tion?”

Ricks scratched his stubbly chin reflec
tively.

“ Power of suggestion?”  he said wonder- 
ingly. “ You mean that— that he was 
hypnotized into thinking that he was dead 
— that he isn’t dead, but just imagines that 
he is? Or do you mean that we— me and 
al! the rest of us— are hypnotized and that 
we’re just dreaming that we re seeing what 
we’ve seen?”

Jimmy Holm smiled in spite of himself.
“ Neither, Inspector,”  he answered. “ It 

is not the first time that men have been 
killed by the power of thought. There are
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death cults in India who kill by concen
trated thought. Right here in America, ac
cording to the press reports, an organiza
tion of strange people was recently uncov
ered in one of the large cities— Boston, 
I  think— which, for a certain stipulated 
sum agreed to make way with a person. 
The man who killed Stark is, in my opinion, 
a master of concentration— a thinking ma
chine, if you will. In plain words, he 
thought John Stork to death. And he re
tained his hold over him, dead though he 
was, until he had served his purpose.” 

“ Meaning— what?"
“ That when John Stark was being killed 

— thought to death, certain things were 
impressed upon his dying brain. At a cer
tain time he was to rise and walk across 
the room. At a specified moment he was 
to say certain things. His dead brain 
cells still obeyed the dictates of a master 
mind in spite of the absence of life.”

FOR a long time there was silence. In
spector Ricks paced the door nervously, 

his huge teeth damped upon a agar. His 
men, unused to seeing him in this mood, 
gazed at him wonderingly, their gaze shift
ing from his face to that of the young man 
who had made the startling statement.

Every instant they looked for Ricks to 
explode. Under ordinary circumstances 
his withering sarcasm would have been 
turned loose upon the head of any man 
who dared make such a  suggestion. And, 
too, they knew that Holm was far from 
being a favorite with the martinet who 
ruled the detective bureau.

It was as Ridu had said: Jimmy Holm 
had been forced into the bureau against 
the wishes of the man who commanded 
it. Left an orphan at an early age as a 
result of an automobile accident, his father, 
dying, had placed his guardianship in the 
hands of his dosest friend and attorney, 
the man who afterward became mayor of 
the great dty.

From childhood, the boy had shown an 
indination toward the occult, the bizarre, 
the sdentific. He had rounded off a career 
in college, distinguished by his achieve

ments in chemistry, psychology and occult 
research, by taking a  trip to far off lands. 
There, for several -years, be had delved 
in his hobby to his heart’s content Re
turning to America to take over his fortune, 
he had astonished his guardian by asking 
for a place in the detective bureau. And 
the mayor, after considerable argument, 
had finally acquiesced.

And now Jimmy Holm, several times a 
millionaire— a man who might have droned 
through life to at least a comfortable old 
age without turning a finger— found him
self, less than a month after his appoint
ment, being consulted by the man who 
ruled the department with a  mafi fist. A 
man who, under ordinary circumstances, 
would never have even noticed his exist
ence was asking bis advice.

Ricks slowly lighted his cigar, the wrin
kles around his eyes growing deeper. Turn
ing, he gazed down at the body of his dead 
friend again. Then he whirled and once 
more faced Holm.

“ His condition?” he snapped. “ Does 
that go with this voodoo curse you’re talk
ing about? And what about Sergeant 
Ryan’s story? The yam  about the giant 
ghost that sucked up the automobile with 
Athersdne in it. Do they all go together?”

Holm shook his head.
“ I ’m puzzled, sir,”  he said frankly. 

“ There seem to be three elements entering 
into this case. Have you ever heard of 
elementals, sir?"

Ricks shook his head.
“No,”  he said savagely.
“ An elemental,”  Holm said calmly, “ is 

a spirit form that has not evolved. They 
exist along with other spirit forms on the 
other side of the veil that divides the spirit 
world from this in which we live. Some
times it becomes possible for a spirit form 
to break through this veil and manifest it
self on the human plane.

“ Because of their inferiority, elementals 
hate humans. But they must draw their 
sustenance from humans in order to exist. 
Usually they establish contact with some
one whose vitality is at a low ebb— the
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"It’s A  Devil That Did It. Listen I Here'* A  Letter From Him 
And  Look What He Says!'*

sick, the weak, the injured— drawing their 
vitality from their victims somewhat as a 
vampire draws blood.

“ That appears to have been the case 
here. This man was stricken down in a 
manner unknown to us. Afterward, al
though still alive to a certain extent— for 
certain organs continue to function after 
the dead are made Zombi— he was turned 
over to the elementals, You see the re
sult.”

“ Am I daft?” Ricks growled.
“ To get to my case of Atherstine,” Holm 

went on. “ There are many eiememais. 
Among them are air elementais— vast things 
that extend as high as the clouds. What 
are they? I do not know. Possibly there 
was a race of giants here on earth in days 
gone by. If so, these air elementals are 
their lost spirits wandering through the 
mare. They are said to suck up human 
beings— to lift them from the ground as a 
magnet picks up a pin. There are hun
dreds of people in the north woods who 
can vouch for this and for the fact that 
anyone who has ever gazed upon one of 
them dies before the next sunrise.”

INSPECTOR RICKS leaned forward.
“ Sergeant Ryan passed away just be

fore we left,”  he said. “ I thought that it 
was the heat. And I ’m beginning to think 
you're a bit cracked yourself. Holm. Where 
does this Doctor Death come in? There's 
nothing ghostly about his letter.”

“ Elementals are ghosts in a malignant 
form,” Holm said quietly. “ Just as a 
spiritualistic medium can materialize those 
who have gone to the other world, so are 
occasional humans able to materialize these 
wandering spirits. Doctor Death may be 
one of these people who has developed his 
uncanny ability to an incredible degree. ’ 

Ricks grunted. Suddenly he bestirred 
himself. He glanced down a second time 
at the body of the murdered millionaire, 
then at a little knot of reporters who had

entered the room in the wake of the police 
and who had been listening intently to the 
conversation.

“ You've heard him, boys,” he snapped. 
“ For the first time in my life, I ’m willing 
to admit that I ’m stumped. Maybe Holm’s 
theory is correct. Maybe it's all wrong. 
In any event, it’s as good as any for the 
present. I ’m playing along in the resru- 
lation way and trusting to luck and God 
Almighty to help me solve this mystery. 
And. meanwhile, I ’m giving Jimmy Holm 
a free hand. Get that. If he can figure 
out the solution by means of his knowledge 
of the supernatural, I ’ll be the first to 
take my hat off to him.”

“ Holm, the supernatural detective.” 
someone sneered in a loud whisper.

“ I’m telling you that the man who killed 
John Stark is going to be caught!” Ricks 
snarled. “I'm going to fry him, damn 
him— this man who calls himself Doctor 
Death— if I have to break down the doors 
of hell to get him.”

The sudden entrance of the butler halted 
his tirade. Plugging in the extension tele
phone, the servant handed the instrument 
to the burly policeman.

For a moment Ricks barked into the 
receiver. Then, handing the instrument 
back to the other, he turned to them.

•‘They’ve got Spatford,” he said, his 
voice dry and husky, his face drawn. “ Got 
him in his own door yard while two of my 
men looked on. That was one of them now 
— scared to death. Says that the professor 
simply disappeared— vanished into thin 
air. Just as Atherstine did.

“ There’s no human agency in the world 
that couid snatch Spafford away from the 
two men I had assigned to guard him." he 
went on. “ I ’m trailing along with your 
air elemental, Holm. Trailing along, I say. 
For if the spirits of hell are turned loose 
on this world, there’s no chance for an 
ordinary copper like me.”
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Inspector Ricks was his own blustering 
self when he faced his men at the roundup 
next morning. For a moment he said noth
ing, gazing from one to another as if seek
ing in their faces an opportunity to single 
out some one offender more guilty than his 
fellows.

“ And you call yourselves detectives!’’ 
he said finally. “ Detectives, ba il Two 
murders have been committed within the 
last twelve hours. Both of them big men 
— not only the biggest men in this city, but 
the nation as well. And not a clew turned 
up. Not an arrest made. And this man, 
Atherstine. When the matter was first re
ported to me, I thought that Muhooney 
and Ryan had been drinking. From in
dications, Atherstine and his chauffeur 
were killed the same as the others.

“ I told you last night,”  he went on, 
“ that I ’d string along with Jimmy Holm. 
He’s the only one of us that knows any
thing about the supernatural. But that’s 
not saying that this is a supernatural kill
ing, just because we don’t understand it. 
You’ll agree with me that the chances are 
a million to one that when we get at the 
bottom of it, it will be so simple that we’ll 
be ashamed of ourselves for not thinking of 
It in the beginning. And there’s no excuse 
for any of us laying down.”

CHAPTER V  
Death Calls to Jimmy

HE paced back and forth for a minute, 
his bulldog jaw outthrust, his big 

fists doubled belligerently.
“ There’s a devil loose in this town, 

boys,” he said finally in a more kindly 
tone. “ A devil who is bent upon the whole
sale destruction of the big men of the na
tion. Since the death threats received by 
Stark and Spafford got into the papers, 
several other men— men of prominence, 
•dentists mostly— have appealed to me 
for protection. I ’ve got half the harness 
bulls on the force guarding them. Mean
while— ”

He stopped and turned at the entrance 
of a sergeant bearing a letter.

“ Pardon the interruption, sir,” the latter 
said, bringing his hand to his forehead in 
a brisk salute. “ But this letter just came, 
special delivery, sir. It’s addressed to you, 
as yon'll notice and marked, ‘ Important 
information m re. the Stark murder*. I
thought it was best that you should have 
it immediately.”

Ricks seized the envelope from the ser
geant and tore it open. For an instant his 
eyes took in the contents of the page. Then 
he turned to his assembled detectives 
again, his face livid with rage.

“Listen to this!" he roared. “ It's from 
him— the man who calls himself Doctor 
Death. Listen:

Doped or Ricks:
The body of John Stark was not destroyed 

as were those of Spafford and Atherstine be
cause, had he, too, disappeared, you might 
have imagined my letters merely a hoax. I 
left his body to demonstrate to you that. I 
have the ability to perform miracles.

I am, as I stated in my letters to Stark and 
Spafford, as well ss several other gentlemen 
who have probably already consulted you, 
bent upon the destruction of the world of 
science. We have become a nation of ma
chines. We must return to the old fash
ioned simplicity in order to survive. I am 
the chosen weapon of this generation to bring 
this about.

Within the next few days I will b fl others.
I will continue until every scientist and in
ventor has been wiped out, or until the hum 
of the factories ceases and the grass grows 
upon the streets as it did in the days of our 
fathers.

The next to go will be Doctor Karl Mun
son of New York University. He b  num
ber three. The others already selected are, 
in order or precedence, as follows:
No. 4. Amos Bosworthy, financier.

No. 5. Thomas Whipple, the airplane mag
nate.

No. 6. J. P. Hamilton, the automobile king. 
No. 7. Professor Phineas Drexell of Yale 

University.

No. 8. Professor Levi Henworthy of Har
vard.

No. 0. Professor William Munz, the elec
trical wizard.

No. io. Dr. Daniel Darrow, chemist of Phila
delphia.

No. 11. James Peabody, head of the experi
mental dept, of Eastern Electric
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No. i i .  Herbert C. Hallover, head of the de
partment of chemistry of the same com
pany. Respectfully yours

Doctor Death.

P.S. It may be necessary that others be 
killed, too. I  sincerely hope, however, that 
the deaths of these twelve men will prove
sufficient.

For a moment there was an awed si
lence. Munson, Bosworthy, Whipple, 
Hamilton, Drexell, Henworthy, Munz, 
Darrow, Peabody, Hallover! The brains 
of the nation. And all marked for slaugh
ter! I t  was astounding. Incredible. A 
grizzled captain forgot discipline and gave 
vent that which was uppermost in the 
minds of all of them.

“My God!” he exclaimed. ‘ He’s liable 
to strike at the President himself.”

There was no answering rebuke from 
Inspector Ricks. Instead he shook his 
shaggy head.

“And what the devil can we do to pre
vent him?” he questioned.

Detective Jimmy Holm was puzzled. 
Scientist though he was, delver in the oc
cult, the weird outrages already performed 
by the uncanny creature who called him
self Doctor Death surpassed belief. Was 
there such a man? Or was he of the spirit 
world? No. The letters he wrote were 
those of this sphere, insane though the 
writer might be.

What reason did he have in murdering 
the best brains of the nation? Was it 
jealousy? Or was he telling the truth 
when he said that he was inspired solely 
by a desire to force the world back to the 
simple life? Was there some other un
accountable purpose behind this wholesale 
murder plot that was driving the police 
force of the country frantic? Already 
every man of prominence was under a 
heavy guard. And Holm knew, as did his 
colleagues, that a guard meant nothing. 
Doctor Death was a monster—a fiend. 
But he was possessed of some strange 
power which enabled him to kill at long 
range—to cause those at whom he had 
pointed the clammy finger to disappear 
at will.

The soft whir of a motor close at hand 
drove the problem momentarily from his 
brain. He looked up with a start.

“Jimmy Holm!” a woman’s voice 
drawled. “Don’t tell me that you intended 
passing me without speaking.”

HOLM raised his hat with a smile and 
gazed into a pair of amber eyes that 

filled him with a sudden thrill. She was. he 
decided, a more than ordinarily pretty 
woman. A taunting smile rested upon her 
full, red lips. Watching her as she half 
reclined against the cushions, the thought 
flashed over him that Sappho or Aspasia 
must have been such a woman as this.

Her smooth skin was slightly tinted— 
the color of ivory, he decided. The eyes, 
which gazed into his own, seemed filled 
with knowledge of the buried past, yet they 
were brimming over with life. Slighdy 
inclined to the oblique, they set off to 
full advantage the delicate oval of the rest 
of her face—a face that was filled with 
strength in spite of its beauty. She was at
tired in the height of fashion from the 
tip of her tiny shoe, above which appeared 
a glimpse of a delicately turned ankle, to 
the top of her smoothly coiffured black 
hair.

Suddenly he recollected that he was star
ing at her. His gaze shifted from her 
face to the hand, delicate as the petals of 
a rose, that rested lightly on the wheel.

“Don’t teil me that you have forgotten 
me,” she exclaimed with a tuny pout. 

Holm smiled whimsically.
“ I ’ve a rotten memory for names,” he 

toid her. “ I recall your face, however.” 
“Think hard,” she smiled, leaning for

ward and opening the car door. “Climb 
in and I ’ll take you where you’re going— 
wherever that is.”

Jimmy Holm stepped into the roadster 
obediently and settled himself beside her. 
He was playing a hunch—a hunch that 
told him that this girl was, in some way, 
linked with the mystery he was seeking 
to unravel.

“Which way?” she asked.
He shrugged his shoulders.
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“ To be honest about the matter, I was 
merely taking a constitutional,” he an
swered. “ What about driving down Broad
way until we strike a boulevard, and then 
a spin into the country?"

She nodded and stepped on the starter. 
For a moment she busied herself threading 
in and out of the traffic. Then, when they 
were in the clear, she glanced at him from 
the corners of her eyes.

“ Confess that you don’t know me,” she 
demanded.

He grinned back at her cheerfully.
“ Oke,” he answered. “ And now tell me 

something, please. Who are you and 
what’s your game?"

“ My game?” A puzzled expression crtpt 
over her beautiful face.

She was driving with one hand now, 
fumbling, as she did so, with the ring on 
the third finger of her right hand. Holm 
watched the movement of her slim fingers 
out of the comer of his eye. They fas
cinated him.

Half turning, she laid her hand upon 
his own.

“ Doctor Death,”  she said quietly, “ has 
read of vour theories in the morning 
paper. He has taken a sudden fancy to 
you. It is his wish that you visit him.”

He felt a sudden pain in his hand as of 
the prick of a pin. He attempted to jerk 
back, but his entire arm was benumbed. 
He noted that they were passing a police
man. He tried to open his mouth to shout 
an alarm. His throat was paralyzed.

Then a feeling of lassitude and drowsi
ness swept over him. He saw everything, 
realizing what was going on as in a dream. 
Finally, with a tired sigh, he leaned back 
against the cushions.

Then consciousness left him.

CHAPTER VI 

In the Power of Death

C o n s c i o u s n e s s  returned to jimmy
Holm slowly. He was dazed. The 

thought came to him that he was dead. 
He was in a tomb surrounded by Zombi—

gibbering, shrieking, howling corpses. He 
had never heard of Zombi talking, yet 
these dead men were dancing about him, 
chanting a weird, runic rhyme as they 
gazed at him with blood-lustful eyes. He 
was one of them, condemned to a living 
death. Yet, strangely, movement was de
nied him. He wondered why. And they 
hated him. That much he knew.

A woman came into the picture— the girl 
who had tricked him so neatly. She moved 
toward him as if to protect him from the 
charnel horde. He felt that she was only 
an image— that her smooth body was 
a carving made by some great artist. Yet 
she seemed real as she drove back the 
living dead things that gibbered and ca
vorted around his pall, striving to reach 
him with their talon-like hands. She bent 
over him, her amber eyes gazing down at 
him. Her cool, slim fingers touched his 
forehead lightly— caressingly, he thought.

Then came awakening. And with it a 
flood of memories.

She was standing beside him, her ripe, 
crimson lips smiling down at him.

“ He is coming out of it,”  she said to 
someone behind her.

She was speaking to the dead men. 
Holm could see them In the background 
again, lurking just at the edge of a circle 
of light, waiting to pounce upon him. He 
cowered back. He tried to seize her by 
the hand, to hold her . . .

Somewhere a gong struck.
Something whimpered. He wondered if 

it was the dead men crying because the 
girl had robbed them of their prey. They 
whistled and moaned. No, it was not the 
Zombi. Zombi did not make such noises. 
And this thing gurgled like the slobbering 
breathing of some inhuman monster. 
Holm shuddered. It must be the Zombi. 
They were talking to each other . . .

“ Doctor Death!”
He opened his eyes at the call. The 

girl was standing close to him. Behind 
her were grouped a horde of bloated, mis
shapen, verminous, gray creatures— dead 
things— things from the grave; grotesque 
caricatures of humanity; they grimaced



12 MUST DIE 23

and 3lavered, gazing at him with eyes that 
glittered, their slobbering jaws dripping 
slime. She was warding them off, it seemed.

“ Back! Back, you devils! This man 
is not for you I”

The voice was sharp, snarling. At the 
command the horrible creatures shrank 
back . . . disappeared.

He closed his eyes again. Then fell 
asleep. When he awoke his brain was 
clear. He was lying on a low davenport, 
unbound, yet when he tried to move, his 
limbs felt like leaden weights. He man
aged to twist his head slightly and noted 
that he was 
in a vast 
room, simply 
f u r n ished, 
lighted b y 
s e v e r a l  
s h a d e d  
bridge lamps 
s c a t t ered 
about t h e  
lloor. In the 
distance h e 
c a u g h t  a 
glimpse of an 
open d o o r  
and of a bril
liantly light
ed r o o m  
p a i n t e d  a 
dazzl i ng 
white; upon 
t h e shelves 
were r o w s  
and rows of bottles; innumerable scientific 
instruments, chemical paraphernalia and 
test tubes were upon the table. The odor of 
ether was in the air.

He heard the strange whimpering, 
whining noise again. Then a sharp veip 
of pain. It came from the other room. 
The girl frowned and, stepping to the 
open door, said something in a low voice 
to someone inside. A man answered in 
rumbling tones. Then she returned to him.

“ Close your eyes again,” 9he said with 
a smile. “A drug unknown to science—  
related to cannabis mdka— viaa injected

into your veins. Its after effects are it3 
worst feature. It will wear off shortly.” 

He shut his tired eyes again, noting a3 he 
did so that she was attired in a scarlet 
lounging robe of so fine a texture that it 
revealed the seductive curves of her body 
as she stepped away.

“You are feeling better, I trust.”
Holm opened his eyes. He must have 

dropped into a dreamless sleep, for now 
the girl was seated in a chair some dis
tance away, her lips still curved in that 
same mocking smile. Over him was bend
ing a tail man, gaunt almost to the point

of emacia
tion. He was 
clad in a 
white surgi- 
c a 1 c o a t  
while o v e r  
his thatch of 
snow white 
hai r  was 
d r a w n  a 
knitted cap 
of white such 
as surgeons 
wear; below 
it the long, 
s t r a  ggling 
locks hung in 
d i s orderly 
array.

“ I am 
D o c t o r  
Death,” he 
bowed as he 

introduced himself in a low voice.
“ You are Doctor Ranee Mandarin,” 

Holm corrected, his voice suddenly return
ing to him. “ I heard you lecture once, 
several years ago, on ‘The Ceremonies and 
Mysteries of Conjuration’.”

A smile crept into the tall man’s sad, 
sunken eyes. He laid one bony hand on 
Holm’s chest in a gesture of approval.

“ I am pleased that you have remem
bered me so long,” he said. “However, 
in this place I prefer to be known by the 
title I have assumed— Doctor Death.”

He turned to the girl.
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“ My assistant you have already met,” 
he said with a kindly smile, “ although 
not by name. Mr. Holm, my assistant, 
Miss Nina Fererra.1'

The girl acknowledged the introduction 
with a slight bow, then moved back out 
of the circle of Holm’s gaze again.

For a moment the old man stood there 
gazing down at the detective. Then, draw
ing up a chair, he seated himself at the 
other’s side.

“ I read in the papers your solution of 
the murder of John Stark,”  he said quietly. 
"It struck me as peculiar that you, out of 
a whole city filled with people, were the 
only one capable of solving the puzzle. 
I made a hasty investigation of your past, 
found out who you were and what you 
have been doing. I have need for an
other assistant; the work is too great to 
rest upon Miss Fererra’s shoulders alone. 
I sent her for you and— you came. We 
need not go into the details of your com
ing; the fact that you are here is suffi
cient.”

HOLM clenched his fists and attempted 
to pull himself erect. He dropped 

back against the pillows with a groan.
“ Am I to understand that you are offer

ing me a position on your staff?” he 
snarled.

Doctor Mandarin nodded.
“ Exactly.”
“ Then,”  said Holm angrily, “ you can 

go to the devil! If the effect of this 
hellish stuff your assistant pumped into 
me wears off, it will give me more 
than ordinary pleasure to turn you over 
to the executioner.”

Doctor Mandarin chuckled.
“ The anesthetic which Miss Fererra 

gave you was merely to put you in my 
power,” he said slowly. “ That was fol
lowed by another and more subtle dose 
which, after considerable experiment, I 
derived from an obscure genus of Indian 
hemp. Its effect is far more lasting. In 
fact, you will remain paralyzed for the 
remainder of your life, unless I see fit to 
administer the antidote . . . ”

He stretched forth one lean arm to the 
table and, selecting a pipe from the bowl 
at his elbow, filled and lighted i t  Lean
ing back in his chair, he gazed at Holm 
quizzically through the smoke.

“ I am,” he said finally, “ the greatest 
scientist the world has ever known. Com
pared to me Einstein is a pigmy in intellect. 
I say this, not in the spirit of ego, but 
as a statement of fact. And I, peer of all 
scientists, am about to destroy all other 
men of science— all scientific inventions. 
Let me illustrate.”

Rising he stepped out of Holm’s range 
of vision. A moment later he returned, 
pushing ahead of him from the white en
ameled room a small operating table on 
which was strapped a dog on which he 
had evidently been experimenting, for the 
lower part of the animal .was covered 
with a light rubber blanket. The dog 
stared up at him, a pathetic look in'its 
liquid brown eyes, and moaned. Now 
Holm knew whence the sounds had come 
that he had heard in his delirium.

“ You— devil!” he gasped.
Doctor Death paid no attention to him. 

Placing the table within the range of light, 
he turned to Holm again.

“ Watch!”  he said. “ You are about to 
witness that which no man has ever gazed 
on before and lived.”

Jimmy Holm’s skin tingled. It seemed 
to him that his bed heaved dizzily like a 
ship in a storm. He fought off the ver
tigo.

There was no magic involved, no sped, 
no pentacle. Yet out of nothing evolved 
a great shape— a formless, indistinguish
able shape like a grotesque statuette. It 
seemed to come from nothingness like a vast 
cloud of smoke, growing bigger and bigger 
until it nded the room. Shapeless though 
it was, it i.ad the semblance of a man—  
a man with dapping, widespread arms. It 
was colossal, diabolical, uncanny. The dog 
shrieked.

The thing hovered over the wailing 
puppy, bending lower and lower. Its great 
mouth drew closer and closer to the little
animal.
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Then, suddenly, it struck. Dog and 
table disappeared. Gone, too, was the mon
strous thing.

Jimmy Holm gazed with startled eyes 
at the spot where the table had been.

Doctor Mandarin chuckled.
“ Did I not promise to show you some

thing that no other man has ever gazed 
upon and lived?” he demanded. “ It is an 
air elemental. I have an army of them 
under my control. You know, now, what 
happened to Atherstine and to Spafford. 
With these things I can destroy the world 
if I desire. What government would not 
be prepared to offer, not millions, but bil
lions for my services? The nation that I 
elected to serve could rule the globe. But 
I will never sell my services.”

to aid me. I am an old man. Soon I will 
be taken to my reward— perhaps. On the 
other hand I may stumble upon the secret 
of everlasting life.

“ Men have sought for it before and 
some have come close to finding it. Be that 
as it may, I must have young people to 
assist me now and, if it is fated that I 
should die before my task is finished, they 
must carry on. T o that end I have com
menced the task of forming a small group. 
Miss Fererra is the first. You the second.” 

“ But," Holm gasped, “ I told you that I 
am against you— that I am sworn to nip 
this preposterous thing in the bud;”

Doctor Mandarin shrugged.
“ Did I not say that I am the world’s 

greatest scientist?” he exclaimed petu-

"Together —  The Three O f  U* —  We Shell Change The World." 
Jimmy Agreed: He Was A  Puppet.

Mandarin sat down beside the couch 
and smoked for a moment in silence.

“ I am master of the occult,” he said 
finally. “ I could, if I so desired, turn my 
great knowledge to base uses. Instead, I 
have elected to devote it to my work of 
remodeling the world. But, I think I hear 
you say, is not murder base? I answer, 
bah! What is human life? Nothing. 
We are but cogs in the Creator’s vast 
machine.

“ God gave us a world on which to live 
— a beautiful world. He made it perfect. 
And we, His creatures, have attempted to 
improve upon His work. Millions of men 
have died fighting for a principle; nations 
have gone to war over a scrap of paper. 
Think you, then, that the deaths of a dozen 
— yes, a hundred men— will be counted 
against one who seeks to bring the world 
hack to its original state?”

Again he hesitated, seemingly lost in 
thought. Then:

“ I, the greatest of all scientists, know 
that I have been given the brain with which 
to accomplish these things. I am but an 
object to the end. Alone I can do great 
things. But with the help of others, I 
can do more. I have already commenced 
the work of recruiting a group of people

lantly. “ Do you think, then, that I would 
be fool enough to overlook any contin
gency?"

RISING, he walked slowly into the 
white enameled laboratory again. 

When he returned there was a small leather 
case in his hand. From it he extracted a 
hypodermic syringe filled with a dull, 
brownish liquid.

“ The antidote for the paralysis serum 
which I  injected into your veins,” he said. 
“ In a moment I will use it. You will sleep 
for a few hours. When you wake up, you 
will be entirely normal in every way.”

He drew back Holm’s sleeve and, roll
ing up his shirt, pierced the flesh of the 
forearm with the needle point and drove 
the plunger home.

A  feeling of lassitude swept over Holm. 
He was suddenly transfixed by the glare 
of the cavernous eyes. They seemed to 
hold him in their awful power. They dis
solved and in their place appeared a face. 
A human face. Hard, crafty, ruthless. He 
tried to close his eyes against it, but in 
vain. It danced before his vision. The 
lips were speaking. As from a  great dis
tance he heard what they said:

“Sleep! Sleep! I command you to
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sleep/ /, Death, will it! When you awak
en all memory oj your past will be gone. 
My thoughts are to be your thoughts. My 
ideas will be your ideas. Only that which 
/  will to remain will remain . . . sleep . . . 
sleep . . .”

Jimmy Holm slept.

CHAPTER V II

Death Claims an Ally

HOLM stretched and yawned. Then 
came true awakening— and mem

ories— vague, indistinct, yet memories, 
nevertheless. He sat up with a start, his 
cverv nerve tingling with suppressed ex
citement.

Who was he? What had happened to
him?

Something tcid him that his name was 
Jimmy Holm and that, at some time in 
the past, he had gazed into a pair of green
ish eyes that bored into his brain like gim
lets of hell. There was a man . . .  an aged 
man . . .  He had said than Jimmy was to 
forget. Forget what?

Obviously, then, it was his duty to 
obey . . .  He must concentrate his mind in 
an effort to subjugate himself to this man's 
commands . . . This man was the master 
and obedience was essential. For some 
reason he felt no curiosity regarding him
self. He was but a tiny cog in a great 
wheel, subservient in every way to the 
master mind.

Doctor Death! He remembered now 
that this was what the man called him
self. It was a splendid name, even though 
a grim one. Doctor Death killed people 
in many curious ways. Well, why not? 
Doctor Death was the master. His brain 
was the brain oi all brains. His word 
was law . . .

Who was Doctor Death? But did that 
matter since Doctor Death was everything 
— the beginning and the end? Doctor 
Death was the mouthpiece of the Almighty, 
the leader of God’s hordes upon this earth. 
It was an honor to work with him . . .  

What was it that Doctor Death had said

about the world? That it had moved t o  
fast, that it had violated God’s laws, that 
it must return to the days of hand-made 
simplicity . . . Doctor Death was right. 
Airplanes, automobiles, electricity— die 
thousand and one things that were in daily 
use— wrong. All wrong. They must be 
eliminated. The men who made them, the 
men whose brains made them possible, must 
die. He, Jimmy Holm, was one of the 
chosen instruments to bring the world back 
to normalcy. He was glad. Doctor Death 
had so stated and was not Doctor Death 
always correct?

He gazed about curiously. The room 
was strangely unfamiliar. It was a huge, 
Oriental-appearing chamber with stone 
walls, covered with lavish trappings and 
rich draperies. On the table in the center 
of the vast room was a huge vase of freshly 
cut flowers. Rare books were in the cases 
along the walls, rugs of exquisite workman
ship were spread upon the floor. Light 
came from a cluster of concealed globes in 
the ceiling.

A movement beside him brought his 
meditation to a sudden close. A man 
walked into the room carrying a tray. His 
movements were jerky, lifeless, automatic. 
He stared straight ahead unwinkingly, his 
eyes glassy.

The man was dead. Holm knew it, yet 
he had no fear. It was the most natural 
thing in the world to be waited upon by 
a corpse. Doctor Death had so willed it 
and Doctor Death’s commands were im
mutable. He was merely filled with in
terest as he watched the Zombi jerkily lay 
the table by the side of the bed. He 
munched the buttered toast and the crisp 
bacon and eggs, swallowing the coffee lei
surely, vaguely wondering whether thecook, 
too, was a cadaver. he thought intrigued 
him. He was amused, rather than horri
fied. Doctor Death was a wonderful man 
. . . And he was to be Death’s assistant . . .

The Zombi prepared the bath and laid 
Jimmy’s clothes neatly on a chair. Now, 
as the detective shaved, the dead thing re
moved the breakfast dishes, put the room 
in order and left, carefully closing the door
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behind him. Holm completed his toilet, 
selected a cigar from the humidor on the 
table, lighted it and picking up the news
paper gazed at the headlines.

The paper teemed with the name of Doc
tor Death. Various articles told of the ac
tivities of the mysterious murderer, of his 
methods and of his threats. The entire 
police force of the continent was searching 
for him. The President had ordered the 
Department of Justice and the United 
States Secret Service to drop everything else 
in an effort to apprehend him. There were 
interviews with the big men of the world. 
They were a unit in their declaration that 
the man who called himself Death was a 
deadly menace to civilization— yet the most 
dangerous maniac that had ever walked the 
globe.

Played up in the feature column was 
the story of the disappearance of Detective 
James Holm. Holm, the supernatural de
tective, the writers called him. The 
theories of the young detective were given, 
together with a statement in bold black let
ters from Inspector Ricks advancing, as 
his belief, that young Holm had been re
moved by the same method, that had 
snatched Atherstine and Spafford from life. 
Why? Because the mysterious Doctor 
Death had recognized in Jimmy Holm an 
antagonist to be feared. With Holm alive, 
he was in danger.

Holm chuckled as he read. He under
stood vaguely that it was himself who was 
referred to— that it was his picture that 
smiled back at him from the printed page. 
Yet he did not understand. Detective—  
he a detective? Had he not always been 
linked in some unfathomable way with 
Doctor Death?

He frowned and tossed the paper aside. 
What he did not understand was not to be 
questioned. Somewhere, deep within his 
subconscious brain, Doctor Death had so 
willed. And the will of Doctor Death was 
his law . . .  It amused him to think that 
the papers believed that Doctor Death 
feared him. Why should Death be afraid 
of him? Was he not Death's assistant?

"Good morning!1'

Holm turned quickly. Doctor Death 
had entered and was standing before him. 
There was a cold smile on the aged scien
tist’s cadaverous face; his sunken eyes 
glittered like those of a snake as he pointed 
to the newspaper that Holm had tossed 
aside.

“ You read?’1 he asked.
Holm nodded.
“Without understanding,”  he answered. 

“ There is something vaguely familiar about 
it ail— something that I cannot compre
hend. It is as if I had lived another life 
and that now I am dreaming about it.’ ’

Death chuckled low, mockingly.
“ Time is but a fleeting thing at best,” 

he answered. “ Eternity is everything.”
He leaned forward, his voice vibrating 

with energy.
“ I needed you. What I  need, I take. 

You are a scientist. I, too, am a scientist. 
Science, as you know, recognizes no law 
except the law of truth. You pleased me 
because you, of all the world, had brains 
enough to recognize the truth. And that 
is why I seek to destroy the so-called 
scientific world. Let me read you some
thing.”

HE selected a book from the pile on the 
table and, turning the pages rapidly, 

found that which he sought.
“ I quote from a statement made back 

in 1933 by L. A. Hawkins, executive engi
neer of the research laboratory of the Gen
eral Electric Company. Listen:

“ Labor has been taken away from human 
beings and given to machines to do. That 
change is an important new factor in the 
depression of the last four years, but we 
are not going back to muscles instead of 
machines. The human race never has 
known happier times than in Athens of old, 
when slaves did all the work. Now we of 
today must learn how to get used to our 
slaves— the machines . . .

“ Wrong— all wrong,”  he said, laying the 
volume down. “ The same erroneous im
pression that the entire world is laboring 
under. A  generation ago Jack London,
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one of the greatest of the Socialistic fra
ternity, shocked people by his romance, 
The Iron Heel, in which he pictured a 
tyranny of organized industrial plutocracy 
which lasted for centuries. London was 
wrong and yet, to a certain extent, he was 
correct in his surmises. An industrial plu
tocracy is being swiftly erected, but it is 
a plutocracy of machinery. A plutocracy 
brought about by science. The world is 
already staggering beneath its yoke. It is 
the iron heel of this plutocracy that we 
must battle.

“Science—and I am a scientist, remem
ber—has reached a stage where it is as 
malevolent as a harpy, eating into civiliza
tion like worms into a dead body, drooling 
with poisonous hunger for more civiliza
tion to destroy. We are nearing the end. 
The world must either be set right or die. 
I am the chosen vehicle to bring this 
change about.”

He leaned forward, his eyes gleaming.
“ You see, the Almighty's plan has gone 

wrong,” he said. “The devil and I have a 
better one. My mind possesses the power 
to raise the dead. You have seen it demon
strated. There, my young friend, Is your 
answer. I have no hatred in my heart for 
these men whom I must destroy, I am 
merely fulfilling a mission. Have I made 
myself clear?”

Holm nodded.
"You have made yourself clear,” he an

swered, parrot-like.
Doctor Death leaned forward again and 

touched him on the knee with his bony 
forefinger.

“Together we can work wonders—the 
three of us—you and Nina and myself.
Is it not so?”

Holm's eyes glistened excitedly.
“We can change the world,” he said. 

“You will be in supreme command. Miss 
Fererra and I will execute your orders.”

Doctor Death nodded benevolently.
“With two assistants such as you, I can 

win on every front,” he said solemnly.

Holm leaped to his feet, his face tense 
with excitement.

“Let us get to work!” he exclaimed. 
“There is no time to be lost.”

CHAPTER V III 

The Cave of Death

D EATH rose slowly to his feet, a look 
of triumph in his cavernous eyes. 

“Come,” he said. “There is much that 
I must show you, since you are to be my 
assistant. Miss Fererra cannot handle 
everything herself and these dead people— 
these Zombi—have no intelligence. They 
.follow a beaten path. You majored, I un
derstand, in chemistry. It was one of your 
favorite studies.”

“Was it?” Holm answered dully. “I 
seem to have a knowledge of it, yet I can
not remember where I acquired it.”

Doctor Death chuckled again. For an 
instant he gazed at Holm, a look of inter
est In his deep-set eyes. Then he asked 
him a number of questions, each meant 
to test the memory of the younger man. 
Satisfied, at last, that the detective’s am
nesia was complete, he made his way 
through the narrow door with Holm in his 
wake.

Entering a narrow passage, he stepped 
into a room which seemed strangely fam
iliar to the detective, yet he had no recol
lection of it.

"You recognize this place?” Death 
asked.

Holm shook his head.
“I seem to know it, yet I cannot remem

ber of ever having seen it before,” he an
swered. “ It is like gazing upon some
thing of which, some time in the past, you 
have dreamed.”

Death smiled grimly.
“ It is the room where you awakened 

last night,” he said. “See? There is the 
little room beside it. I t is where I pass 
my leisure time. It is a well-equipped 
laboratory. However, compared to that 
which I am going to show you, it is noth
ing. And now for a sight that you, as a 
chemist, should be able to appreciate.”
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He threw open a narrow door and 
pressed a switch. A thousand lights sprang 
into life. Stepping inside, he made way 
for Holm to enter.

The detective gasped.
It was & huge cave in which he found 

himself— a cave as vast as the interior of 
a great cathedral. And, like a cathedral, 
it was arched, for scattered here and there 
were gigantic pillars of clear, translucent 
stone— stalactites. They were colossal like 
the place itself, some of them ten or fifteen 
feet in diameter at the base and wrought 
with a delicate tracery baffling description. 
In every direction the great aisles stretched 
almost as far as the eye could reach, while 
the reflection of the thousands of lights, 
dancing and scintillating, gave the huge 
cavern the appearance of a gigantic fairy 
grotto.

Out of the vast main aisle, there opened, 
here and there, smaller caves or grottos. 
Death led the way to one of the larger of 
these and waved his arm at its contents 
with an air of ill-concealed pride.

Even this side room was big— larger than 
the average hall used for assembly pur
poses in great municipalities. Scattered 
about it were innumerable tables and 
benches, carved for the most part out of 
the solid rock. They were covered with 
flasks and bottles and beakers of every 
description and size. Around the great 
columns which supported the roof, shelves 
had been cut; these shelves were filled 
with bottles.

Holm drew closer and examined them. 
Here were chemicals of which he had no 
knowledge. There were test tubes, too, 
microscopes of the finest quality, Bunsen 
burners, pipettes— everything needed for 
research work down to the finest detail.

His face betrayed the excitement under 
which he labored. Death smiled broadly.

“ You like it?” he asked.
“ It is wonderful!" the young man ex

claimed. “ It must have cost thousands to 
assemble all this apparatus.”

“ Say m.llions, and you will come closer 
to the mark,” the old man answered. “ And 
It will be yours in which to work. Here,

in company with Miss Fererra— as clever 
a chemist as ever manipulated a test tube 
— you will spend your days carrying on my 
experiments. I have many things in view. 
Chemistry is my hobby— my one relaxa
tion."

Death’s saturnine face lighted up with 
a happy smile. For a moment he was like 
a little child who has been praised by its 
elder.

“ Ah, but you have not seen half," he 
said. “ Let us hurry.”

He led the way down the big aisle to 
another cave. His long, bony finger 
touched a button and another battery of 
lights sprang into life.

“ Look!” he exclaimed.

ON every side were fungi— mushrooms, 
toadstoob, foul-looking, fetid-smelling 

growths. The huge cave was filled with 
them; some of them were of enormous 
size, bloated, puffy monstrosities of the 
vegetable world, unclean looking, venom
ous. They filled every nook and comer of 
the gloomy cavern. Their odor was over
powering, nauseating.

“ Some of them are deadly poison, even 
to the touch,”  Death said with pride. “ I 
gathered them from the four comers of 
the earth. It has taken me years to prop
agate some of them, crossing them, nour
ishing them as one nourishes a baby. From 
them I have made many weird potions. 
From them I expect to make many more. 
Some day I will explain them to you more 
fully, for I expect you to use them in your 
work. They fill a different place in the 
scheme of things, however. They seem to 
know me. Note how they lean toward 
me, waiting, child-like, for me to caress 
them. They realize that I love them.” 

For an instant he fluttered here and 
there amidst the loathsome growths, pet
ting, fondling, caressing. Finally, straight
ening up, he gazed at Holm benevolently.

“ Now for something different," he said. 
“ Watch and, watching, fear not.”

He turned out the lights. Holm drew 
a long, tremulous breath.

Where, but an instant before, there had
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been only empty space, now something was 
moving in the darkness around them!

He felt it, sensed it. Yet he could not 
see it. He knew, that it was monstrous, 
devilish, sinister, unclean. I t  seemed to be 
reaching out for him—stretching its mighty 
arms toward him. I t was of the black
ness—a part of it—and yet apart; some
thing that wa3 striving with all the force 
at its command to break through the veil, 
yet fearing to do so.

Doctor Death chuckled.
“It is where I incubate my elementals,” 

he said. “They require the darkness—foul, 
unclean places. They come from nowhere 
—from beyond the veil—fearful, loathsome 
things, viewing all humanity with an un
quenchable hatred. Yet I am their master 
and so you need have no fear of them. 
They come only when I call and the aura 
of my protection surrounds you like a man
tle. The very air inside here is filled with 
them. At a word from me they ■ would 
cover the earth. Within a year life would 
be extinct, living as they do upon vitality. 
But there are other wonders. Let us go.”

AGAIN he led the way down the wide 
A  aisle to another great cavern. A bat 
Buttered past them, almost brushing Holm 
with its great wings. The place was dread
ful. uncanny. Yet so strong was Death's 
hold over Holm that he had no fear.

Then, as Death touched a hidden 
switch in the wall, the semi-darkness was 
dispelled and he gazed up on the weirdest, 
most ungodly sight that human eyes ever 
rested upon. ,

“ Skeletons'." he exclaimed. “ Human 
bones! Dead bodies! A charnel house!”

Death shrieked with laughter.
“ Bones! Bones!” he chortled. “ Mil

lions of bones! All that remains of strong 
men and fair women. Tn their day many 
of them achieved prominence. Others were 
but common clay. Yet here they lie— 
preacher and harlot, honest man and thief,

society women and creatures of the streets 
—upon a common level.”

He pointed to a great pile of bones. It 
extended almost to the ceiling. Even as 
he spoke a bat brushed against it. A dozen 
skulls came tumbling down, leaping and 
bounding. One of them brought up with 
a crash against Holm’s feet. Death kicked 
it contemptuously aside.

“The ancient and the modern,” he 
gurgled. “Once this great cave was the 
burial place of a great nation—a race that 
must have existed before the Mound Build
ers. When I found this place, I put my 
Zombi to work bringing other bodies here 
—the bones of modern men and women. 
I  needed them. And of what avail are 
marble tombs and costly sepulchers to one 
whose life is extinct? Now here they lie 
in a common heap.”

He gazed at the pile of skulls specula
tively.

“I  discovered this cave by accident,” 
be went on. “Where do you think it is lo
cated? The entrance is through my resi
dence. My house is a scant quarter mile 
from Lake View cemetery. But why, I 
hear you ask, do I mention this? Come, 
I will show you.”

He led the way into another cavern. 
Then, as Holm stared wide-eyed, he un
derstood the answer to the question.

Ail along the walls were piled other 
dead bodies— aewly dead: some of them 
seemed barely to have parted with this 
life with no signs of dissolution having 
set in. Men and "omen, clad in the cere
ments of the grave, were stacked, like cord- 
wood, as high as the arm could reach. 
Zombi, straight-faced, glassy-eyed, were 
constantly bringing more in, placing them 
in fresh piles.

Doctor Death was speaking.
“I t  is thus that I  recruit my Zombi,” 

he said. “A Zombi, as you are perhaps 
aware, is a soulless human corpse, still 
dead, but taKen from the grave and en
dowed by sorcery with a mechanical sem-

Animated Corpses, Knowing O n ly  The W ill O f  The Doctor, A re  
Deadlier Than The Worst Humans, Because They Cannot Be Killed I
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blance of life. It is a dead body that is 
made to walk and act and move as if it 
were alive. People who have the power 
to bring this about— and there are few, 
1 assure you— must obtain a body from 
a fresh grave before it has had time to 
rot, and galvanize it into movement by the 
power of thought.

“ I am anticipating the future. When 
the time comes that all mechanical activity 
ceases, there will be need— for a time at 
least— for additional labor. It will be hard 
for man to adjust himself to changing con
ditions. Nor is it the Creator’s desire that 
humanity should become a race of slaves. 
These Zombi, then, must do the drudgery.”

He took his battered pipe from his 
pocket and filled it thoughtfully.

“ But not every dead person can be made 
Zombi,” he explained, striking a match 
and applying it to the tobacco. “ In fact, 
there is not one out of fifty thousand that 
can be so changed. I must, therefore, ex
periment on many before I  succeed. And 
where is there a better place to obtain 
the dead bodies than in a cemetery?”

He chuckled reminiscently.
“ So my Zombi search the graveyards 

nightly,”  he went on. “ They bring all of 
the newly dead here. At my leisure, I 
work with these bodies, constantly aug
menting my army of Zombi. I already 
have several hundred at my command.

“ And there is still another use for these 
carcasses.”  His brow clouded as he spoke. 
“ My elementals. Ah, my friend, there Is 
my problem. Elementals, as you are prob
ably aware, must draw their sustenance 
from humans. Obviously, it would be un
fair for me to turn loose upon the human 
race this horde of creatures from behind 
the veil. Yet I  cannot allow them to 
starve— and starve they will unless I can 
secure for them a certain amount of hu
man vitality. And when they are hungry, 
they are unruly.

“ Death,”  he went on, “ is a slow process. 
We say a man Is dead when the last breath 
leaves his body and when his heart has 
ceased to beat. Not so. For hours, days 
— sometimes even weeks and months— the

soul still lingers about the form of clay 
it has quitted as if reluctant to leave its 
earthly home. And surrounding the body, 
then, is an aura of vitality. It i9 upon 
this vitality that I let my elementals feast.

“ You saw John Stark,”  he went on. “ M y 
elementals were half starved. They fell 
upon him, sucking him dry. For Stark, 
my friend, was not Zombi when he walked 
and talked to Inspector Ricks. He is not 
the stuff of which Zombi are made. He 
was simply obeying an impulse that I had 
implanted in his brain just as he passed 
away. He responded to my commands. 
Then, this done, my will ceased to rule 
his body and he became, once more a dead 
thing.

“ But come,”  he ended abruptly. “ I  have 
shown you enough wonders for one time. 
And we have much work to do.”

CHAPTER IX  

Attack of the Zombi

“ 'T 'O N I G H T ,” said Doctor Death at
J. the dinner table, “ I will unleash the 

forces of bell against the world. Doctor 
Karl Munson must die. I had thought 
that, perhaps, there had been enough 
deaths— that those who are in high places 
would take warning. Instead, the wheels 
of industry continue to spin as they have 
spun in the past. There is no let up. The 
police, according to the papers, have merely 
doubled the guards about the men who 
have made this possible and have increased 
their activity in searching for me. I must 
strike again.”

They were dining in a huge room just 
across the passage from the library. It too, 
Holm guessed, was built inside the cave. 
The walls, apparently of concrete, were 
paneled, while the ceiling was beamed. 
They had completed their repast, the plates 
had been whisked away by the solemn
faced Zombi. Now Death, toying with his 
wine, leaned back in his chair and surveyed 
his two assistants quizzically through the 
haze of cigar smoke that surrounded him.

Nina Fererra shuddered. She raised her
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glass to her crimson lips and sipped deeply. 
Holm noticed that the jeweled fingers with 
which she held the thin stem trembled.

“ Is it necessary?” she asked. “ Can't it 
be postponed?”

Death shrugged his shoulders.
“ I have warned them enough,”  he said 

gruffly.
Holm turned to Nina.
“ You have been with the doctor long?” 

he questioned.
It seemed to him that it was ages before 

she answered. Yet the same enigmatical 
smile that he had noticed before hovered 
around her mouth as she made reply.

“ For years,” she said finally. “ I was 
formerly his secretary. Later— when he 
decided upon his present course— I became 
his assistant.”

“ She helped me plan it, in fact,”  Death 
said musingly. “ Her assistance has been 
invaluable.”

Holm imagined that the girl shuddered 
again. She gazed at him queeriy as the 
a red scientist leaned forward and looked 
him squareiy in the eyes.

“ I will need your assistance tonight,” 
he said. “ You are quite willing to aid 
me?”

“ Quite willing,” Holm responded.
Nina Fererra rose slowly to her feet. 

For an instant Holm gazed at her, imag
ining that she was about to speak. Then, 
with another shudder, she turned away and 
left the two men alone.

INSPECTOR JOHN RICKS was sitting 
alone in his office when the telephone 

suddenly rang. Shifting his cigar, he leaned 
forward and picked the receiver from the 
hook.

“ Yes!” he snapped.
The reply that came back to him caused 

him to sit up with a jerk.
“ This is Doctor Death!” said a cold 

metallic voice. “ M y warnings have been 
in vain. The world still goes on as usual. 
Tonight I  strike again. Doctor Karl Mun
son will, as I told you, be the next. It 
would please me if you would double your 
guards about him and invite the newspaper

men to be present. And, as an added 
feature, will you please take command 
yourself . . . ”

The metallic voice suddenly died away. 
Ricks leaped to his feet with an oath, 
galvanized into action. Jiggling the hook 
up and down for an instant, he placed the 
receiver to his ear again.

“ Trace that call!" he commanded of the 
officer at the switchboard.

“ What call, sir?” the other demanded.
“ The call that just came to me, you 

idiot I" Ricks shouted.
The switchboard operator gulped.
“ I beg your pardon, sir, but there was 

no call," he answered. “ There hasn’t been 
a call for the past ten minutes. I— ”

But Ricks had hung up with an oath.
From every direction policemen were 

moving toward the palatial home of Doc
tor Karl Munson, American’s number one 
scientist and the man marked for assassi
nation by the sinister being who called him
self Doctor Death. Sirens shrieked and 
rent the air with their raucous wails. Mo
torcycle policemen halted traffic and pa
trolled the streets for blocks in every di
rection. Little squads of blue-clad men 
filled the yard, the alley, the side streets.

Inside the spacious drawing room Detec
tive Inspector Ricks sat, revolver drawn, by 
the side of the white-faced scientist. With 
him, coldly alert, was the Commissioner 
himself, summoned from a theater party 
to see that no stone was left unturned. 
The room was filled with uniformed police
men and detectives all armed to the teeth. 
In the hall stood two sergeants, a box of 
tear bombs on the little table before them.

“ This is once that the devil will be 
foiled,” Ricks growled. “ He made a mis
take in telling me what he intended do- 
ins.”

Munson's teeth chattered.
“ Nevertheless, I must confess that I am 

frightened,” he said whimsically. “ I feel 
like a condemned man must feel just be
fore the execution.”

“ Brace up,” Commissioner Quigiy said 
kindly. “ I have personally gone over the 
defenses. Nothing has been left undone.
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Even the other houses in the block have 
been searched. Their occupants have been 
sent away. The rooms are filled with 
guards. A thousand armed men are with
in a  block of us, all waiting for a chance 
to get a shot at this fiend. A fly couldn’t 
get through the cordon that we have placed 
around you.’'

“ Is there nothing else that we can do?" 
Munson asked, his voice quivering.

Ricks glanced at him contemptuously. 
Because there was no fear in his own make
up, he loathed it in others.

“ We’ve got every available man on the 
force here now,” he growled. “ Do you 
think we ought to have the regular army, 
too?"

“ Yes-s,”  Munson gulped. “ If this crea
ture is what reports say he is, even that 
would not suffice. I  feel— feel, gentle
men— that I  am as good as dead."

“ Bunk!” Ricks roared. “ Leave it to the 
police!”

EVEN  as he spoke there was a shot. He 
leaped to his feet with a startled ex

clamation and rushed to the window. Then 
another shot Shouts! A  fusillade!

“ M y God!" he exclaimed, gazing out 
at the panorama that spread before him.

Down the sidewalk marched a group 
of men. There were half a hundred of 
them at least— strange-acting, peculiar 
things, their faces white and pasty, their 
eyes staring straight to the front. They 
walked with a slow, jerky motion, lifting 
their feet carefully, their legs acting as 
if hinged. From another direction came 
a second group. The sound of shots at 
the rear of the house told him that still 
a third party was there.

His men were firing rapidly, turning 
loose a hail of lead from machine guns, 
rifles and revolvers. The bullets had no 
more effect on the oncoming horde than the 
spray from a hose. Tear bombs were 
thrown. But still the strange, weird be
ings came forward. He saw a bullet strike 
the head of one of them— saw the black 
mark that appeared on the white, putty
like skin as the slug entered. The thing

staggered, thrown off balance, then 
straightened itself and continued its on
ward march.

They made no movement in defense. 
Instead, they walked with arms hanging 
stiffly by their sides, charging steadily 
forward like a tank upon a battlefield. 
The policemen fell back, firing as they 
ran. And still the horde pressed on.

Now they were inside the yard. The 
policemen grouped to meet them. They 
plowed through the massed rank* of the 
bluecoats like a football team on a scrim
mage field.

“ You can't kill ’em l" a sweating police
man shouted up to his superior. “They 
are like putty. Bullets bounce off from 
them, curs* ’eml What the hell are w« 
going to do?”

“ Club ’em!” Ricks shouted. “ Give ’em 
the wood. Knock ’em over. And stop giv
ing ground, damn you! Stand up and 
fight 'em like men!”

“ You can’t fight dead men,”  the blue- 
coat retorted doggedly. Nevertheless he 
turned to the others.

“ At 'em with the wood, the boss saysl”  
he shouted, dragging his own dub from 
its holster.

Ricks heard the dull thud of wood as 
it crashed against flesh and bone. Some 
of them went down. But they got up 
immediately, fell in behind the others. And 
always their advance continued.

Clomp l  ClompI Clomp l  They were on 
the porch now. They swarmed into ±8 
house, pressing the bluecoats hack by sheer 
weight.

“ It’s ghosts we're fighting,”  a policeman 
shouted as he hurled his dub into a pasty 
face and broke for cover.

They were in the room. Ricks fired his 
last shell, then dropped his gun and charged 
at the onco:ning horde like an angry bull. 
The dead aings went down like tenpins 
before his mad rush. They arose and con
tinued coming. He was trampled on, 
crushed beneath the weight of their feet 
He caught a glimpse of the Commissioner, 
his dress coat tom from his back, his white 
shirt in shreds, battling like a fiend.
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In the background Munson cowered in 
a  corner.. They were on him now . . . 
Dead hands encircled his throat; . . .  He 
shrieked . . .

When Ricks recovered consciousness the 
Department doctor was working over him. 
The house was tilled with bruised and 
maimed bluecoats. They were scattered 
about like wounded men on a battlefield. 
In one comer the Commissioner lolled back 
in a big overstaffed chair, his clothes nearly 
tom from his muscular body.

On the floor lay Professor Karl Munson, 
America s greatest scientist. His eyes pro
truded from his head. His tongue lolled 
from his mouth. His face was mottled 
and black.

Doctor Death had kept his word.
Ricks pointed at the body, too horri

fied for utterance. The great form was 
losing its shape. The skin was growing 
wrinkled and parchment-like— like a lemon 
that has been sucked of all its juices . . .

There was a chill in the air— a feeling of 
horror and loathsomeness. They sensed 
some sinister thing about them. A sturdy 
bluecoat, dying, gasped and struggled, his 
huge hands clutching at his throat.

‘T t’s got me!”  he shrieked. “ Par God’s 
sake, take it away. I feel its . . . aims 
about . . . me . . . Sucking me . . . dry 
. . .  Drawing the life and vitality . . .  from 
me . . .

He died, shrieking and struggling like 
a man who sees himself on the brink of 
hell.

And over everything was a peculiar odor 
— the horrible stench of death and decay. 
It choked them— overpowered them . . .

CHAPTER X

Public Enemy No. 1

UBL1C  Enemy Number o n er  
The words glared at Doctor Death 

from the newspaper. They were printed a 
second time beneath his picture. “ Scientist 
Is Evidently C r a z e d they said. Professor 
Ranee Mandarin scowled. To be branded 
as the arch-enemy of mankind was bad

enough; to be dubbed insane was worse. It 
was something that he had not anticipated.

"Orders mere issued today to every police 
agency m the country to get Doctor Ranee 
Mandarin, alias, Doctor Death."

He crumpled the newspaper angrily.
“ The devil! The clever, clever devil 1”  

he snarled.
“ Eh?”
Jimmy Holm looked up, a perplexed look

on his face.
The old man’s mood changed. His face 

lighted up with a smile.
“ I merely remarked that your Inspector 

Ricks is a very clever man,”  he said quietly.
“ Ricks?”  Holm’s face wore a quizzical 

expression. “The name has a familiar ring 
about it. Yet I do not seem to remember 
anyone by that name.”

“ You worked for him— once," Doctor 
Death said with a low chuckle.

It was as he had said. Inspector John 
Ricks was the man who had pointed the 
finger of suspicion in his direction and had 
definitely linked him up as being the sin
ister Doctor Death. Identification was 
the one contingency that Mandarin had not 
anticipated. He imagined that he had left 
nothing undone. Yet Inspector Ricks had 
uncovered him.

For days the search few Doctor Death 
had gone cm relentlessly. Spurred on by 
the press, the police of the nation had 
waged a war such as they had never fought 
before. Petty politics, graft— everything 
was forgotten in the frenzied search for 
the mysterious killer who called himself 
Death.

The underworld had been combed. Men 
were being arrested by the hundreds, only 
to be turned loose again for lack of evi
dence. The newspapers had assigned their 
best men to the case. Everything else was 
forgotten in this, the biggest piece of news 
that had come their way in a lifetime. The 
presses couldn’t keep up with the demand 
for news.

The President had taken a personal hand 
in the affair. Under bis direction the 
cream of the Secret Service and the best
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men of the Department of Justice had been 
called in from important cases and put to 
work on this, the sensation of the century. 
Postoffice Inspectors were assigned to it 
to the sacrifice of everything else. Even 
the narcotic men and such prohibition 
agents as were left had been ordered to 
drop their work and give the regular police 
their assistance.

COMMISSIONER CANFIELD, head 
of Scotland Yard’s Big Four, had 

come to America to assist his fellow detec
tives on this side of the Atlantic. The Paris 
Surety had sent Hercule Bloc, its star oper
ative, on the lame assumption that a 
Frenchman might be at the bottom of the 
affair. Germany and Italy had loaned their 
best men. For, they argued, if the wheels 
of industry were dosed in America, the 
whole world would suffer.

Yet, in spite of all this array of brains, 
it was Inspector Ricks, the least scientific 
of them ail, who had finally settled upon 
the man and set the pack aright. And 
his discovery was due more to accident 
than to deductive ability.

Yet it was deduction, nevertheless, that 
had brought about the solution of the prob
lem. The capture of Doctor Death had 
become an obsession with Inspector Ricks. 
Day and night it was never off his mind. 
The bringing into the case of the star op
eratives of the nation and the world irked 
him, angered him.

“ I l l  beat them all,” he growled to him
self in the solitude of his own office. “ IH 
beat them all. But how? That’s the ques
tion: how?”

For the thousandth time he went over 
every detail of the case in search of what 
the Scotland Yarders call “ the essential 
clue.” Suddenly it came to him.

“ Some scientific sharp is jealous of the 
rest of them,” he said, sitting suddenly 
erect. “The question is— who?”

He jammed one of the many buttons on 
his desk. A sergeant responded.

“Beat it to the public library and get 
me a copy of Who’s Who in the World of 
Science and Invention," he commanded.

The book spread out on the desk before 
him, he had carefully, painstakingly checked 
off the names Stark, Munson, Bosworthy, 
Spafford, Whipple, Hamilton, Drexell, Hen- 
worthy, Munz, Darrow, Peabody, Hallover 
— and several score of others— all were 
there. Looming at the head of the list—  
a leader in many lines— was the name of 
Doctor Ranee Mandarin. Mandarin, he 
remembered with a start, had not been 
among those whose frenzied appeals for 
help had come his way.

“ Now why the hell hasn’t he received 
a letter?”  Ricks asked himself.

Picking up the telephone, he put tn a 
call for Sneed, head of the Sneed string 
of newspapers.

“ Who the dickens is Doctor Ranee Man
darin?” he demanded, once the newspaper 
magnate was on the wire, “ and where is 
he? Where does he live and what doeS he
do?”

“ Your first question is easily answered,”  
the newspaper man replied. “ You've prob
ably heard of him, but can’t place him. 
He’s the world’s greatest occultist Years 
ago he occupied the chair of psychology 
at Yale. Left that to go on a lecture tour. 
Traveled in Egypt and India and studied 
occult science with the best of them. After
wards— ”

“ Hell’s bells! Who's Who tells all 
that!”  Ricks roared. “ Where is he now? 
What’s he doing and where does he live?”

For a moment there was silence at the 
other end of the wire.

“ I ’ll have to find out,”  the newspaper 
man finally cut in. “ You don’t think, do 
you, Ricks, that he’s— ”

“ It doesn't pay to think in my business,” 
Rick3 interrupted. “ I ’m just a dumb cop
per and coppers are not paid to think. Get 
me the dope and ring me back.”

Half an nour later the information came 
across the wire that Doctor Ranee Man
darin had sailed for Egypt several weeks 
before, accompanied by his secretary, one 
Miss Nina Fererra. State Department of
ficials confirmed the Information. A pass
port had been issued to each of them.

But, said the Egyptian government when
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appealed to, no such persons had landed 
in Egypt. A search of the passenger lists 
of the larger boats sailing for Egypt had 
disclosed the two of them as booking pas
sage on the Transatania. The ships’ of
ficers remembered them; they had landed 
at Alexandria. Where, then, had they 
gone?

Someone remembered a  small boat that 
had been waiting at the dock. It had sailed 
within an hour after the Transatania had 
docked. A man and woman answering 
the description of Mandarin and his secre
tary had been seen going aboard. The 
Alexandrian police so reported to Inspec
tor Ricks. And Ricks, wise old man hunter 
that he was, nodded his head and issued 
several hasty orders. Whereupon the de
tective bureau, which had already been 
stirred to a pitch of frenzy, was galvan
ized into renewed activity.

is linked with this,”  Jimmy Holm said, 
gazing down at the picture on the printed 
page from which the beautiful eyes of 
Mandarin’s secretary smiled back at him. 

The old man nodded.
“ True,” be said. “ But, when the time 

comes that the world is free, these papers 
will be priceless because they will show 
martyrdom at the start.”

‘He read the description of himself aloud, 
chuckling at some of the phrases.

“ T T  had to come some time.” he said.
X  “ Yet I had hoped to stave it off. I pre

sume that it is natural to fight the in
evitable, just as we, knowing that death 
is oniy around the comer, ding to life as 
long as we can. Nevertheless, it was care
less of me to leave that tom letter in the 
wastebasket. However, water that has 
gone over the dam cannot be recalled. It

" I t  W ill Be Necessary To Remove Ricks," The Doctor Said. 
Jimmy Nodded. “ Ricks Must G o ."

That night Inspector Ricks, armed with 
a search warrant, headed a party of packed 
men which surrounded the residence of 
Doctor Ranee Mandarin. Receiving no re
sponse to their repeated rings, they broke 
in. The place was deserted.

In the bottom of an overturned waste
basket was a bit of paper. It was only s 
scrap, tom half across and thrown away 
— a part of a letter written weeks before 
and for some reason, never mailed.

But the paper on which it was typ>ed 
was similar to that upon which had been 
written the letters signed by Doctor Death.

Experts in the department confirmed the 
evidence. The same typewriting machine 
that had written the Death letters had been 
used to type the words on the paper.

Whereupon Inspector Ricks issued his 
famous onler— an order which went thun
dering over the wires to every d ty  and 
hamiet in the civilized world:

“ Get Doctor Ranee Mandarin, alias Doc
tor DeathI"

"Get Doctor Ranee Mandarin, Public 
Enemy, Number One!’ ’

“It is too bad that Jfiss Fererra’s name

merely means that we must place more 
work on your shoulders since neither Miss 
Fererra nor I can show ourselves again 
until our noble purpose is achieved. But 
no; you, too, would be recognized. Now 
they believe you dead.”

“ Do you know anything of the science 
of metempsychosis?” he said, changing 
the subject abruptly.

The young detective nodded.
“ It has to do with the transmigration of 

the soul, does it not?”  he asked. “ I seem 
to have read up on it at some time, but re
member piaying little attention to it.”

“ Probably thinking it the idle dream of 
a diseased mind,” the old man chuckled. 
"Then let me enlighten you, Jimmy. Me
tempsychosis as a lost art has been re
vived. Several years ago. while I was in 
Egypt, I had occasion to dabble in the 
subject a bit. It intrigued me. I searched 
the records. The ancient Egyptians were, 
as you are probably aware, experts in the 
Black Arts. Necromancy, sorcery, demon
ology, divination— all were as open books 
to them. But of all the arts, metempsycho
sis was developed to the highest degree."
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He stopped suddenly. Leaning back in 
his chair he smoked in silence.

“ There is no such thing as death,”  ha 
said finally. “ The Egyptians proved that. 
In the beginning the Creator made a cer
tain number of souls— entities. There are 
just as many today as there was in the 
beginning— no more and no less. What 
we call death is merely a passing on. 
Metempsychosis is merely the borrowing of 
a body— a shell— just as we borrow an 
article of clothing. You and I can exchange 
bodies at will.”

“ Do you mean that?”  Holm asked ex
citedly.

Doctor Death chuckled.
“ You will have an opportunity of wit

nessing a demonstration— of taking a part 
in it— soon,” he said. “ For I  tell you, 
thought is  everything.”

“ You mean,” Jimmy Holm said excited
ly, “ that I can be made to occupy the body 
of someone else— that they can occupy my 
shell at your command?”

Death nodded.
“ Not alone that,”  he answered. “ So 

strong is my power of concentration that 
I can remove my own soul, entity— call it 
what you will— and float through space. 
When I so desire, I  can return and reoc
cupy my framework. That is why, sooner 
or later, I believe that I can stave off death. 
How? Merely by transferring my soul on 
and on and on. How would you like to 
live forever, Jimmy— forever with Nina by 
your side?”

Holm's jaw dropped.
“ I— I do not understand," he said.
“ Look at me!”  Doctor Death com

manded.
Holm looked up at him. The instant 

their eyes met, a peculiar feeling came 
over him. His head swam. He felt him
self being drawn apart. He was sinking 
. . .  sinking . . . sinking . . .  Down through 
an endless void he seemed to drop . .  .

He saw himself as in a mirror. He was 
sitting in a chair. Doctor Death was 
standing before him . . .

Something seemed to snap inside his

head. For an instant everything was 
blank. Then he found himself gazing into 
deep-set orbs of Doctor Death again.

“ You see what I can do?”  the old man 
said, chuckling.

“ Sometime,”  he said, changing the sub
ject abruptly, “ I  will be hailed as the 
savior of the world. And you and Nina 
will go down in history with me.

“ But,”  he added as an afterthought, 
“ this man, Ricks, is showing a brilliancy 
beyond my calculations. It will be neces
sary, I fear, to remove him from my path.”  

Jimmy Holm nodded assent.
“ Ricks must go,”  he echoed.

CHAPTER X!

The Woman of It

T HAT Nina Fererra and Jimmy Holm 
would fall in love was inevitable—  

as certain as fate itself. Both were young, 
susceptible and, thrown together as they 
were, nothing else could be expected. Wise 
though he was, skilled in the sciences and 
the higher arts, the machinations of the 
chubby little god, like the episode of the 
scrap of paper left in the wastebasket, was 
a contingency that Doctor Death had 
overlooked.

Following the assassination of Professor 
Munson came a long period of inactivity 
on the part of Death. For days at a time 
he locked himself in his room, holding 
converse with nobody, brooding in moody 
silence. He had expected this Munson 
coup to be the final one, believing that it 
would bring the world groveling at his 
feet. Instead, came the renewed activity 
of the police, then Inspector Ricks’ broad
cast that he, Doctor Ranee Mandarin, was 
the sinister Doctor Death.

Insane though he undoubtedly was, his 
mind disordered from too much reasoning, 
the man was sincere— a fanatic. Like 
John Brown, he believed that he had a 
mission— that an All-seeing Creator had 
sent him to this earth to do certain things 
and that the mantle of sanctification made 
it impossible for him to commit a wrong.
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And so, brooding, thinking, his mind 
seemingly in another world, he wandered 
about by himself, seldom eating, saying 
little, his eyes wearing a strange, far-away 
look.

During these periods of inactivity he 
would spend days and even nights in his 
gloomy caves, caring for his fungi or, in 
all probability, communing with the spirits 
of his strange, weird gods. Jimmy Holm 
and Nina Fererra were thrown constantly 
into the company of each other. Occasion
ally the old man would lay out work for 
them to do— experiments in the laboratory, 
the bringing up to date of his notes. But 
for the most part, he left them to their 
own devices.

Yet not a word of love was spoken by 
either of them.

It was one evening when, wearied by a 
hard day in the laboratory that Nina 
Fererra, half asleep on the couch, with 
Holm seated close beside her reading, sud
denly sat up with a startled gasp, her lithe 
body twitching nervously, a strange fear 
clouding the loveliness of her amber- 
colored eyes.

“ Oh!”  she said in a suppressed scream.
“ Dreaming?”  Holm asked, looking up 

from his book.
Another shudder rocked her slim figure 

and, for an instant, she shook as from a 
chill.

Rising, she seated herself on & stool 
at the feet of the man she loved.

“ Jimmy,” she said shudderingly, “ it was 
a warning. You’ve got to cut it out—  
leave before it is too late.”

Holm gazed at her wonderingiy.
“ Leave?” he said quizzically. “ I— I 

don’t understand. What do you mean, 
Nina?”

For an instant she made no reply, her 
liquid eyes wearing a strange, far-away 
look.

“ Ricks,”  she said in a hushed, awed 
whisper. “ It was of him that I dreamed. 
He was pursuing you. He caught you. I 
saw them leading you to the electric chair. 
I— it wa3 then that I woke up. It was a 
warning, I tell you.”

“ Ricks?” he said questionmgly. “ The 
detective? What have I to do with him? 
The name is strangely familiar, as I told 
Doctor Death. He said that I once worked 
for him.”

“ You mean then that— that you cannot 
remember?”  she interrupted.

“ Nothing. M y past is a complete blank. 
You know that.”

She nodded. Then she leaned forward, 
her slim, white hands clasping his knee, 
her face upturned to his.

“ You were his assistant— once,”  she 
said. “ Death captured you, caused you 
to forget— made you a traitor to those who 
fought by your side. Your hands are dean 
— now. Tomorrow they may not be. Think 
— think hard. T ry  to remember.”

HOLM’S face twisted into a troubled 
frown.

“ I seem to have some recollection of a 
[last life,” he said. “ Whenever the name 
of Ricks is mentioned it strikes a respon
sive chord in my subconsdous mind. I 
have noticed the same strange stirring 
within me when I read certain things in the 
papers. Yet, try as I  will, I cannot re
member.

“ From the day, a few weeks ago, 
that I found myself here, my mind is a 
blank. He— Death— mentions things to 
me— things that he says happened in the 
past— probably to test me. It is as if I 
were hearing of someone else— some 
stranger. Even things that happen here—  
now— I forget them, it seems. I seem to 
live only a day at a time, knowing nothing 
of the past and caring naught for the 
morrow. Really it is a happy condition." 

Her eyes clouded.
“ You remember what he wants you to 

remember and forget that which he wants 
you to forget,” she said sadly.

Rising, she stepped across to' the table 
and, picking up a dgarette, lighted it with 
fingers that trembled slightly. Then she 
pulled up a chair and seated herself again.

“ You’ve got to go,”  she said with fi
nality. “ Death is planning another coup 
— a coup so monstrous, so gigantic that



40 DOCTOR DEATH

the whole world will tremble at his name 
— a thousand times more than they do 
now. You will be forced to assist him.”  

“ Doctor Death is a great man,”  Holm 
answered parrot-like. “ He is the world’s 
greatest scientist, the— ”

“ BoshI” she snapped. “ He is a half- 
erased old dotard with the ability to do 
things that the average man cannot do. I 
frankly admit his ability as an occultist. 
But his learning has driven him insane. 
Can’t you see that? Don't you understand 
it?"

He looked at her strangely.
“ I— I do not understand,” he said.
“ You were a  leader in the movement- 

to stop him,” she went on Inexorably. “ In
stead of halting his career of crime, you 
fell a victim to his wiles— thanks to me,” 
she ended bitterly.

Jimmy Holm leaned forward excitedly, 
his face twitching with emotion.

“ You?” he gasped. “Thanks to youl 
What do you mean?”

“ I mean,” she said, speaking distinctly, 
making every word count, “ that I, the tool 
of Doctor Death, lured you here so that 
he might use you. I did not know you—  
then— Jimmy. And, too, my hands are 
tied as your hands are tied. I could not 
help myself. Will you forgive me?”

“ I have nothing to forgive," he re
sponded. “ I am happy here, Nina, with 
you and him.”

SHE doubled her little fists in her ex
citement.

“ But you must gol Must, I say. You 
must tell Ricks everything— everything 
that you can remember. This thing— this 
monstrous, awful crime against civilization 
must be stopped.”

She stopped suddenly and held up her 
finger for silence.

“ He is outside,” she said. “ I feel his 
presence. I am as psychic as he. M y 
power in some ways is greater than his 
and yet I am his slave."

Her eyes glistened with tears. She dried 
them hastily and lighted another cigarette. 

Tha door opened and Doctor Death

entered. There was a strange, insane glit
ter in his eyes and his body trembled fever
ishly as he faced them.

“ M y mind is made up,” he exclaimed 
harshly. “ I strike tonight, at midnight, 
when graveyards yawn and tombs give up 
their dead. I have given the world fair 
warning. There are ten more left. They 
die in a body— die, I  tell you, every one 
of them. The world shall learn that Doc
tor Death must be obeyed. It will be the 
final warning. If it has no effect, then I 
will turn loose every devil at my command. 
The entire world of science will be wiped 
out at a single stroke.”

He paced the floor excitedly, his pipe 
glowing, his whole body tense with sup
pressed activity.

“ I shall have need of both of youl”  
he snapped. “ Hold yourselves in readi
ness— at the stroke of twelve. Meanwhile, 
you must rest. As for myself, I have much 
work yet to do— many preparations to 
make.”

Whirling on his heel, he strode from the 
room.

For a moment neither of them spoke. 
Then Nina leaned forward.

“ It must be tonight— of all nights,” 
she said excitedly. “ You must go, Jimmy. 
Go back and take the leadership again. 
Fight to throw off this horrible thing that 
he has placed upon you and resume your 
place in the world. It is up to you to save 
the nation— the world.”

Jimmy Holm seized her white fingers in 
his own big hand.

“ And you will go with me,”  he said.
She shook her head sadly.
“ You— do not understand,”  she said in 

a whisper. “ M y place is with him. I 
am tied to him by bonds that death alone 
can sever. But you— can’t you under- 
derstand, Jimmy? It’s because I love you 
that— that I ’m asking you to do this— to 
save yourself?”

Jimmy Holm shook his head. Placing 
his arm around her slim shoulders he drew 
her to him. And she did not resist.

“ If you stay, I stay,” he said stubbornly.
He pressed his lips to hers.
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For a moment she yielded, returning kiss 
for kiss, embrace for embrace.

“ You love me so much?”  she said bro
kenly.

He nodded. Then he kissed her again.
“ I love you,” he said hoarsely. “Love 

you, Nina, as a man has never loved a 
woman before. I won’t leave you.”

For a moment she nestled to him. Then 
the same enigmatical smile hovered over 
her face. She drew away from him.

“ We have no time to lose," she whis
pered, glancing down at her wrist watch. 
“ It is already past ten. And he will strike, 
he said, at midnight. M y thoughts will 
be your thoughts for the nonce. M y mind 
will fight against his mind. To a certain 
extent I  can restore this stolen memory of 
yours— help you to find yourself. But only 
to a certain point can I go. The rest you 
must do for yourself. Come!”

Hand in hand, they stole like shadows 
from the room.

In the white enameled laboratory which 
Mandarin called his study, he was bend
ing over a test tube, his brow furrowed in 
thought. Close beside him stood one of 
the strange, weird living dead men whose 
master be was.

He did not look up as they passed the 
door.

CHAPTER X II  

Vassal* of Death

INSPECTOR RICKS sitting alone In 
his office, a half-smoked cigar between 

his teeth, his eyes closed in meditation, 
looked up as the door of the outer office 
crashed open and a man and woman 
rushed fn. He leaped to his feet, his eyes 
bulging, his huge jaw dropping.

“ Jimmy Holm!” he gasped. “Am I see
ing a ghost? Where have you been? We 
imagined that you were dead— wiped out 
like the rest of them. We— ”

“ I've no time for explanations!”  Holm 
snapped. “ He— Death— strikes tonight—  
at midnight. It will be wholesale slaughter 
— a massacre!”

“ God! We must stop him!”
Ricks’ fingers leaped to the row of but

tons on his desk— the buttons that would 
summon a small army to his aid. A small 
hand was laid on his arm, restraining him.

“ Wait!”  she snapped. “ What is your 
plan?”

“ Call out the reserves,”  he snapped. “ I ’ll 
put all of these men under guard— ”

*“ As you guarded Munson.”
“ Humph!”  Ricks growled. “ Why rub 

it In?”
“ To call your men would be useless,”  

she went on. “ Ordinary methods will not 
do in fighting this man. There are other 
things. You have a list of those he has 
sent threatening letters to. Put your men 
to calling them. Center upon a  church 
and have them come to it. Have it open 
so that they can get as dose to the attar 
as possible— ”

“ Who are you?”  Ricks questioned, half 
angrily. “ You appear to give orders rather 
freely.”

“ I am Nina Fererra,” she answered.
“ Nina Pereira/”
He took a step forward. “ Then I ar

rest you— ”
“ Cut out the foolishness, Inspector," 

Holm snarled. “ Miss Fererra is here to 
help us.”

“ But she is wanted. There Is a war
rant for her arrest— ”

“All right,”  the girl said wearily. “ That 
can come in good time. Our task now is 
to save these men.”  She glanced down 
at her wrist watch. “ We have less than 
half an hour left. Some of them are 
probably a long distance away from any 
sacred place. Don’t you— won’t you 
understand that you are dealing with a 
power greater than that of any human?”

For an instant Ricks was nonplussed. 
He dropped into a chair, motioning the 
other to do likewise.

“ I— I have had enough experience with 
this devil who calls himself Death to real
ize the truth of your remarks,”  he said 
slowly. “ Yet, at the same time— ”

He stopped and gazed at Holm quiz
zically.
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“ Explain yourself!”  he commanded.
“ You are Inspector Ricks, are you not?” 

Holm asked.
The Inspector looked at him savagely.
“ You know damned well that I am.'1 he 

snarled. “ Why ask such a question?”
“ Because,” Holm answered, “ I am not 

sure whether I am Jimmy Holm or some
one else. I have no recollection of you, 
although there is a vague, familiar look 
about yon. Your name is on the door. 
They say I worked for you. If so, from 
the moment I left this office a few weeks 
ago, my memory ceased— thanks to the 
machinations of this man who calls him
self Death— ”

“ Doctor Ranee Mandarin,”  Ricks inter
rupted.

“ Doctor Ranee Mandarin,”  Jimmy ac
quiesced. “ He threw me into a condition 
of amnesia— dulling my brain so that I 
knew nothing and know nothing now save 
what he has allowed me to know. This 
girl, his assistant once— but no more, thank 
God!— came to my rescue. To a certain 
extent her thoughts are my thoughts. She 
lias never seen you, so she cannot be cer
tain that you are Inspector Ricks.”

“ Well, I ’m damned!”  Ricks ejaculated.
“ It was she who pleaded with me, ask

ing me to come to you, not only to save 
myself from becoming more deeply in
volved, but to prevent the wholesale 
slaughter of the nation’s brainiest men— ”

RICKS gazed at Nina Fererra quizzi- 
. c a l l v .

“ Thanks, young lady,”  he said briefly. 
“ Perhaps I was a bit abrupt. But I ’m a 
common, everyday policeman. This occult 
stuff has got me beat. I ’m much obliged 
to you for bringing Jimmy back— although 
the story would have, sounded like hooey 
to me a few months before— until I ran 
afoul of this rascal who calls himself Doc
tor Death.”

“ For God’s sake, listen to me!” Nina 
Fererra interrupted.

Ricks nodded.
“ You can’t hurry a policeman,” he said. 

“ Now what’s this about churches and the
like?”

“ You must get them into some sacred 
place— immediately,” Nina Fererra said 
breathlessly, driving home her words with 
her slim forefinger. “ Remember, here is 
no ordinary mortal, but & devil incarnate—  
a man who believes that he has a mission 
and who will leave no stone unturned to 
carry it out. Tonight— at midnight— all 
the forces at his command will be turned 
loose. The fiends of hell will be unleashed. 
Get them— these condemned men— get 
them, I say, into churches, as close to the 
altar as possible.

“ Summon every churchman— every
preacher, every priest, every rabbi— that 
you can find on this short notice. Put a 
dozen— a hundred men— to telephoning -if 
possible. Have these holy men surround 
the condemned, crucifixes in hand, throw
ing the protection of God’s mantle over 
them. Let them pray in unison. They will 
be surrounded by evil on all sides. Warn 
them that, whatever they see, they— these 
men of God— need have no fear. Death’s 
fiends will not touch them. But you must 
move fast.”

Ricks jerked the telephone receiver 
from the hook and roared his commands 
into the mouthpiece.

“ St. John’s church!” the girl said, a 
sudden thought coming to her. “ I remem
ber that there is a splinter from the true 
cross there. Have them gather there. That 
holy relic will help and every bit of as
sistance that can be secured will be 
needed.”

Ricks nodded and continued issuing his 
commands. The task completed, he turned 
to the girl again.

“ Hamilton and Munz?” he said. “ Both 
of them live too far away to get here in
time.”

For a second she thought deeply, her

"The Forces O f  Evil A re  Gathering For Battle. See Ominous 
Looking Clouds With The Strange Colors."
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shapely white teeth biting into h a  lower 
Up.

“ There is only one thing for them to 
do,”  she said, her face paling. “Let them 
get to sanctified ground and stay there 
until daylight comes. I  doubt if even that 
will save them, but it may help to a  cer
tain extent"

His work completed, Ricks dropped back 
into his chair again and mopped the per
spiration from bis steaming face.

“ You? You will go with us?"
Jimmy Holm looked at Nina Fererra.
“ If you so desire," she said in answer, to 

his unspoken question. “ In fact, it would 
be my wish. I  have no fear for myself. 
But Jimmy— Doctor Death is liable to 
wreak his vengeance on him. He, too, must 
be given a place in safety. He means 
more to me than all the others combined. 
Remember, Inspector, that Jimmy is still 
under the sinister influence of this weird 
man. He must be restrained— kept in a 
place of security at any cost until the 
storm has passed. Let that be a part of 
my bargain with you.”

Ricks nodded agreement.
“ And Doctor Death?”  he snapped. 

“Would not this be the time to get him?”
Nina Fererra smiled.
“ It is evident that you do not know 

Doctor Death in spite of your recent en
counter with him,”  she said. “ Neither you 
nor your entire command could reach him 
tonight. A  thousand unseen forces will be 
surrounding him, guarding him at every 
hand. As well try to capture the devil 
himself as this sinister being. Later, per
haps, when he is resting and sleeping—  
for he does rest and sleep like all ordinary 
men— you may be able to catch him off 
his guard. But tonight it would be use
less.”

“The preachers?” Ricks growled. 
“ What’s the big idea of them? I'd rather 
trust myself with a single squad of my 
flatfeet than a regiment of sky pilots."

Nina Fererra smiled in spite of her 
anxiety.

“ It is apparent that you are not psychic, 
Inspector Ricks,”  she answered. “ Perhaps I

can illustrate: Giving forth a  current of 
evil and sinking from that current of evil 
into a state of bestial ignorance, man has 
enveloped himself in douds of darkness 
which provide a dwelling {dace for these 
elemental!. To disperse these, his own 
spiritual mind must send forth the light 
reflected from sources of light— omnis
cience.

“ The average man, Intent only upon 
the pursuit of the almighty dollar, has 
given little or no attention to this source 
of light. But the man of God walking 
with his head in the douds thinks not of 
this life, but of the one beyond. There
fore, he is safe from the attacks of the 
powers of the darkness. And by his holi
ness he can protect others. Have I made 
myself dear?"

Ricks shook his head sadly.
“ No,”  he said bluntly.
“ Every evil thought of man passes into 

another world the instant that it is 
evolved,”  she went on hurriedly. “ It  be
comes an active entity by assodating it
self with an elemental. Thus Doctor 
Death, or Ranee Mandarin, if you will, 
has by his power of thought conjured these 
foul things out of the darkness. It will 
take the united thoughts of spiritual men 
— many of them— to ward off the evil 
which this one man has done. Now do 
you understand?”

Ricks’ face was a study.
“ I— I guess so,”  he said finally. “ In 

any event,”  he added hastily, looking at 
his watch, “ it’s time to go. You will 
kindly come along.”

IT  was an order rather than a request.
The girl nodded. The blank look on 

Jimmy’s face indicated that he had not yet 
succeeded in orienting himself to what was 
transpiring. He was the center of a gi
gantic plot, one of its working parts, yet 
so dulled was his intellect for the time 
being that he failed to recognize i t  But 
Nina Fererra 1 It was she who ordered, 
and be knew that he loved her. There
fore, he would obey her commands.
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“ We must hurry,” she said to Ricks.
He nodded.
Outside the air was split with the shriek 

of sirens and the howls of horns as the 
police reserves rushed to the post of action. 
Ricks’ car was waiting at the door, its 
motor softly purring. They stepped inside 
and he gave the order. It glided out onto 
the smooth pavement and down the street 
in the wake of the others.

The sky was filled with peculiar clouds 
— dark, ominous looking, tinged with a 
greenish-yellow. A  feeling of hushed ex
pectancy was in the air.

“ The forces of evil are gathering for 
the battle,”  Nina Fererra said with a 
shudder, glancing up toward the heavens.

“ Yeah,” the maiter-of-fact Ricks re
sponded. “ Looks like a thunderstorm to 
me.”

CHAPTER X II I

The Elemental* Attack

T HE crowd around St. John’s Cathe
dral was vast— almost terrifying in 

its size. Thousands of people were packed 
in the streets surrounding the big church. 
Curiosity seekers largely, brought to the 
spot by the police cars, they blocked traffic 
in every direction. Cars were tied up; 
after-the-theater crowds poured by the 
hundreds into the already jammed thor
oughfares.

Around the subway kiosks the jam was 
so great that the people could get neither 
in nor out. Street cars stood in a solid 
line for blocks, their clanging bells adding 
to the noise and confusion. Taxi drivers, 
stalled, cursed and swore. Police dubbed 
and fought in an effort to get humanity to 
moving again.

A spirit of panic hovered over every
thing— a nervous tension, unexplainable, 
tense, strained. It was like a great army 
waiting for the zero hour. The crowd 
knew not whet was coming, but there was 
a fear— a fear of the unknown.

“ What if a fire were to break out now!” 
whispered one man to another, gazing

down from an elevated platform over the 
heads of the gigantic throng.

“ Couldn’t get the apparatus through,” 
the other answered. “ What's it all about, 
anyway?”

The other shook his head.
“ I wonder, too,”  he said.
Inside the great cathedral was all light 

and color and activity. A midnight mass 
had just been celebrated. Now, grouped 
about the altar were half a dozen men—  
the world’s leaders in science and inven
tion. Churchmen of every denomination 
stood about them, crucifixes— the badges 
oi their office— held aloft. For the mo
ment theological differences had been for
gotten; Protestant, Catholic and Jew had 
joined hands in an eriort to thwart this 
evil that menaced the nation.

Ricks was the guiding spirit of it all. 
He stood in the center of the little group, 
giving his orders like a general on the field 
of battle. Beside him stood Nina Fererra 
and Holm. The former made her sugges
tions in a low voice to the big Inspector. 
Around them stood a picked squad of men, 
tall, broad-shouldered— giants all of them. 
Nina Fererra gazed at them admiringly.

“ Husky brutes, eh?”  Ricks said with a 
note of pride. “ They would go to hell 
and back for me.”

“ If you filled the church with them they 
could not prevail against a single one of 
Doctor Death’s weird monsters,” she an
swered.

He shrugged his broad shoulders.
“ I found that out when they tackled 

Munson,”  he said shortly.
The organ was softly pealing. Upon 

the altar lay the Missal. Acolvtes sorinkled 
holy water upon the heads of the throng. 
The air was redolent with the pungent 
odor of incense. In a niche in which candles 
burned was a great glass case beneath 
which was a golden box in which lay a 
tiny piece of wood— a splinter from the 
true cross on which the Savior had died.

Bong! Bong! Bong! Bong! Bongt 
Bong! Bong! Bong! Bong! Bong/ Bong/ 
Bong! . . .

Twelve o’clockl Midnight!
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The organ burst into a great swell of 
music— triumphal music. I t  ended with 
a crash as the organist, shrieking, ran out 
of the loft.

“ Something touched me! Something 
cold! Gammy! It was like the finger
of death 1” she cried, throwing herself into 
the midst of the throng of clergy.

There was a shrieking, howling noise. 
The interior of the church was filled with 
a great wind. The candles blinked and 
fluttered. The temperature suddenly 
changed. Where it had been warm and 
comfortable, now the place was cold and 
chill.

An odor of death and decay assailed 
the nostrils. It was as if a  tomb, long 
dosed, had been suddenly opened.

'Then the lights went out!
Even the candles were extinguished as 

a great puff of wind swept through the 
building. The great cathedral was as dark 
as a tomb.

“ The crosses! Elevate the crosses!" 
Nina Fererra shrieked.

“ The crosses! Elevate the crosses!”  
Ricks echoed in his booming bass.

The darkness was filled with eyes. They 
were on all rides. Great glaring eyes—  
gleaming eyes. They danced and gyrated, 
burning, it seemed, into the very souls of 
the brave men who stood protectingly 
about the little group at the altar.

Came another surge of hate. I t  was 
heavy, overpowering. It settled over them, 
almost stifling them.

Strange wild noises assailed the ears. 
They came from above, below, from all 
sides— squeaky, snarling noises. The 
sound of devils unleashed from the con
fines of hell.

Then, out of the darkness, came shapes. 
Sinister shapes, exaggerated, deformed, 
menacing. Things like shadowy men, face
less, grotesque, bloated, filled with evil. 
Formless faces out of which gleamed those 
horrible, malignant, glaring eyes filled with 
unbelievable' fury.

From all rides they charged, these sinis
ter things— charged and retreated, charged 
and retreated, spurred on by the tremen
dous will of the creature who called himself

Doctor Death. With Inhuman speed they 
darted in, snarling, twisting back as they 
met the great ring of crosses, charging 
again. Each tune they touched a crucifix 
it flashed forth sparks like two electric 
wires suddenly meeting.

Time after time they were hurled back 
— these sinister shapes— only to reform and 
charge again, squeaking, shrieking— filling 

* the air with their malignancy, ever seeking 
for a tiny break in the ranks of the men 
who opposed them.

Then it camel
What happened? Who knows? Some

one, weaker than the others, gave way. 
The ranks of the men of God broke. They 
fell back toward the altar.

THE sinister things closed in. A fresh 
surge of malignancy and hate envel

oped the defenders. The air was filled with 
the raucous, triumphal squeaks of the ele
mental s.

“ Pray!” Nina Fererra shrieked. “ Pray!" 
Above the pandemonium her voice rang 

clear and true:
“ Our Father which art in heaven , . ." 
A  man's voice took it up. Then another 

and another:
“ Hallowed be Thy name. Thy King

dom come. Thy Will be done. On Earth 
at it is in Heaven.”

The great building rang with the thun
der of the voices:

“ Gives us each day our daily bread and 
forgive us our trespasses.”

The gleaming eyes were losing their 
power. The hideous, shapeless bodies 
were falling back . . .

" . . .  as we forgive those who trespass 
against us. And lead us not into tempta
tion . . .”

It was the Lord’s prayer intoned by 
half a thousand throats now. It roared 
through the cathedrai like a paean of vic
tory.

" . . .  but deliver us from evil. For 
Thine is the kingdom and the power and 
the glory forever. Amen."

Then they were gone. Gone in a rush 
of malignancy and hate.
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The lights came on.
From outside came shrieks! Curses! 

Groans! Men fought and battled with fist 
and fang— anything they could lay their 
hands on— in an effort to escape the surge 
of hate and maiignancy that swept through 
the doors of the church like the back- 
draught of a fire. The sky was filled with 
black, sinister shapes— twisting, whirling, 
gyrating, malformed things in hideous 
caricature of human semblance. Their 
horrible mouthings rang out above the 
noise and tumult of the crowd. Mob spirit 
held full sway. The weak went down, 
crushed beneath the feet of the strong. 
The groans and shrieks of the wounded 
filled the air.

Over the wires came the story of another 
tragedy. The newspapers told it in their 
stories next day:

H AM ILTO N AN D  M UNZ 
VICTIM S OF SHAPES

Automohile Magnate and Electrical Wizard- 
Caugnt While Fleeing City.

Onlooker* See Black, Formless Thing Settle
Over Doomed Men— Bodies Not Vet Re

covered.

Ricks, the work of reforming his stal
wart battalions ended, returned to his post 
of duty.

“ I imagine, now that the first attack 
was a failure, that there will be no second 
one,” he said, puffing heavily from his ef
forts. “It was a dose squeak, though. 
And you, young lady, saved us. If it hadn’t 
ben for your quickwittedness in starting 
that prayer, we’d all been goners by this 
time. Meantime— ”

He stopped, his keen eyes gazing from 
side to side.

“ Where did she go?” he demanded of 
Holm.

The young man looked at him dazedly.
“ Go? Nina?” he said.
Ricks bdlowed an order and a hasty 

search was made. But it was of no avail.
Nina Fererra had disappeared.
Where had she gone? Someone re

membered seeing her flitting through the 
crowd packed around the sacristy.

There was every indication that she had 
left voluntarily. But why?

CHAPTER X IV

Ir tide the Wizard’s Lair

T HEN hell broke loose. The clouds 
opened and the floods descended. 

Forked streaks of lightning split the som
bre sky in every quarter; the rumble of 
thunder was incessant. Throughout the 
land elementals danced, cavorted and held 
ghoulish revelry, sweeping down over the 
nation in the form of hurricanes, cyclones 
and tornadoes— black, funnel-shaped dev
ils, darker by far than the bleak skies—  
things with the vague, indistinct forms of 
men— men with widespread, flopping arms. 
They screeched and howled, uprooting 
trees, demolishing buildings, twisting, gy
rating, leaving death and destruction in 
their wake.

And, inside the church, a madman 
raged. For Jimmy Holm was little better 
than insane when he found that Nina 
Fererra was gone.

“ We’ve got to find her!”  he cried. 
“ We’ve got to find her! Don't you under
stand what will happen when that fiend 
discovers that he was thwarted through 
her eSorts? She did it for me, Ricks— for 
me. And it’s up to me to save her!”

He had thrown off the lethargy that 
had marked his demeanor during the 
earlier part of the battle. Seemingly the 
hold that Death held over him had passed 
away and he was his old. normal self 
again— a fighting male battling for his 
mate. It came to him now that he loved 
this woman more than he had even imag
ined. To visualize her in the power of the 
aged scientist caused every nerve within 
him to tingle and come to the surface.

She was calling to him. Through the 
air came her voice. It beat upon his ear
drums as plainly as if she stood by his 
side.

“ Save me, Jimmy! Save me! Save
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me, Jimmyl Doctor Death b  trying to re
capture my mind I Help me, Jimmy I”

And Jimmy Holm, hearing that voice, 
went berserk. It took a dozen men to hold 
him as he charged at the lines of police 
and clergy. Ricks, busy handling the 
tumult within and without the church, yet 
found time to argue with him.

“ There is nothing that you can do now,”  
he counseled. “ With all this confusion;— ” 

“ She b  with him!” Holm raged. “ And 
I  am the only man equipped mentally to 
cope with him. Give me a squad— even 
a single man— and I  will beard him in 
hb den.”

Ricks pressed him into a chair.
“ Sit therel” he roared. “ I ’ll not be a 

party to you or any other man committing 
suicide. When thb riot subsides, we’ll go 
after him— you and I. Not until then.”  

Dawn was just breaking in the east 
when a dozen cars, filled with detectives 
armed to the teeth, closed in on the de
serted house where Professor Ranee Man
darin had made hb home.

“ He told me several times that the cave 
where he has hb den is located beneath 
thb house,”  Holm asserted. “ I’m certain 
that I’m right, for I have a vague recollec
tion of thb place when Nina and I made 
our escape last night, although my memory 
of that mad flight b  still somewhat con
fused. It is only since she disappeared 
that I have become my normal self again.”  

He stopped, hb eyes lighting up.
“ Her influence against h b l”  he ex

claimed. “ She is willing with all the power 
at her command that I should recover my 
memory. I  sense it— feel itl God bless 
her; even in trouble, she b  with me.”

The great house was in darkness as the 
officers gathered in, covering every door.

“ There is but one exit from the cave, 
he told me," Holm assured Ricks.

The plans were already made. The 
men rushed to their places. Then they 
charged. Ricks led the assault; it was his 
big shoulder that smashed in the door. It 
was he who led the dash through the empty 
rooms, Holm by h b  side. They were

empty. So far as they could ascertain, 
things were just as they were on the day 
the officers had made their last search. 
Even the wastebasket in which the va
grant scrap of paper had been found, still 
lay overturned on the floor beside the 
paper-littered desk.

They spent but little time on the main 
floor, however. After a perfunctory search, 
Ricks led the way to the cellar. Revolvers 
drawn, he and Holm stood in the center 
of the room while two skilled men, experts 
on hidden passages and locks, sounded 
the'w alb on every side. And, after half 
an hour’s work, they were compelled to 
admit themselves baffled.

“ We have been foiled again,”  Ricks 
growled.

HE was about to lead the way back up
stairs when Holm suddenly laid a re

straining hand on hb arm.
“ She has been here— lately,”  he said 

tensely. “ I— I feel i t  Wait.”
For an instant they stood there while 

the young detective’s keen eyes darted 
from place to place. Suddenly, with an 
excited cry, he darted forward.

On the floor, partly hidden behind a pile 
of boxes, and firewood was a  woman’s 
handkerchief. He held it up to the In
spector’s gaze.

“ Lookl” he exclaimed.
In the comer was the letter “ N .”  
“ Nina’s! ”  he said.
“ But,” Ricks argued, “ that may have 

been dropped weeks— even months— ago. 
Living here with him as she did, she had 
the run of the house naturally.”

Holm’s face was drawn with excitement. 
“ The place is covered with dust,”  he 

said excitedly. “ There is dust everywhere 
except on the floor. Isn’t it probable that 
if it gathered elsewhere some of it would 
settle on the floor— the most logical place 
of all? And, too, there is no dust or dirt 
of any kind, on thb handkerchief. If it 
had been here any length of time, it, too, 
would have gathered an accumulation of 
dirt. Note the top of these boxes, a thin 
coating everywhere.”
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Ricks let the beam of his flashlight play 
over the empty canons.

“ By George! You’re right!”  he ex
claimed.

“ And, too,”  Holm continued, “ the odor 
of the strange, exotic perfume she uses 
still lingers on this bit of lace. Would 
such be the case had it been laying here 
all these weeks?”

FOR a moment no one spoke. Then 
Holm’s quick eye discerned what ap

peared to be a narrow crack in the floor, 
just at the edge of one of the boxes. Seiz
ing the carton, he shoved it to one side. 

“ Look!” he exclaimed.
In plain sight now was revealed the 

corr. ?r of a door in the floor.
A dozen husky policemen made short 

work of the pile of debris. Within a mo
ment it had been moved. Where it had 
been were the outlines of a door of con
siderable proportions. To one ride a ring 
was set in the stone. Holm seized it, but 
Ricks stopped him.

“ Wait a minute,”  he said gruffly.
“ If this man, Doctor Death, is down 

there— if the girl recently was taken 
through this door— if there’s no other en
trance, then how the devil did he get this 
pile of lumber and stuff back over it? 
Wizard though he is, he’d have to be me 
devil himself to be able to reach through 
solid stone to replace those obstructions.” 

His question was soon answered. For, 
as Holm applied his weight to the door and 
swung it open, revealing a dark, narrow 
opening hjco which an iron ladder led, one 
of the policemen gave a cry of alarm. Then 
his gun crashed. The report filled the cel
lar with its echoes.

From somewhere out of the darkness 
walked a Zombi. Gazing neither to left 
nor right, the walking dead man ao- 
proached the opening with slow, mechan
ical steps and stood, hand on the door, 
ready to dose it at the word of command.

“ Leave it alone!” Holm cautioned. “ It 
is dead.”

“ God!” Ricks whispered, gazing at the 
horrible creature that stood, staring

straight ahead, giving no heed to what was 
going on about it. “ It’s awful 1 Horrible!”

“ Trained to do just that one thing—  
just as all of the others are trained to do 
certain things,” Holm answered. “ This one 
is the guardian of the door. As soon as 
we have entered, he will dose it behind us 
and arrange the wood in place again. It 
knows nothing else; it is motivated only 
by the thoughts of its master.”

He took the lead down into the black 
hole, Ricks and the others following dose 
behind. As the last man disappeared in 
the darkness, the door fell behind them 
with a dull crash. They could hear the 
Zombi as he dragged the boxes and crates 
back into place.

It was a long, narrow dark hall in which 
they found themselves— a passageway ap
parently carved out of the solid rock and 
sloping steadily downward. They fol
lowed it. Finally they came to a steel door 
like that of a safe. It opened to their 
touch into a small chamber from which led 
half a dozen passages.

"Which way now?” Ricks inquired.
Holm scratched his head.
“ I recall vaguely coming through this 

place,”  he answered. "But my impressions 
were so hhirred— so indistinct— that I am 
confused.”

The Inspector turned to the nearest door 
and cautiously opened it, allowing the 
beam of his light to play into every niche 
and comer.

“ This is a cul de sac," he said. “ It is 
through one of the other entrances that 
we must look for our man.”

Holm jerked open another door.
“ Quick!”  he said. “ This is the way. I 

remember it now. A surge of memory 
comes over me. It is Nina. She is calling 
me. She is inside there, somewhere— tell
ing me to go back.”

Ricks looked at him queerly.
“ If I  didn’t know you so well, I'd think 

that you were turning yellow," he snapped.
For an instant there was silence. The 

other men gathered around their superiors, 
waiting for orders. Jimmy Holm shook his 
head sadly.
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No one was safe from the diabolical rage oj Doctor Death, after his warnings had been
ignored.

“You don’t understand, Inspector,”  be 
said finally. “ I ’m telling you that she is 
trying to warn us. There is danger ahead 
— serious danger. What it is, I don’t pre
tend to know. But she knows and she is 
trying to tell us with all of the forces at 
her command that we will meet with trou
ble. We much watch ourselves— watch 
every turn. Remember, this man Death 
is not an ordinary criminal. He is a super
man— a man who stands out even in the 
midst of the greatest man of our nation.” 

“ Nevertheless,” said Ricks stubbornly, 
“ if I  get the nippers on him, I ’ll bet ten 
dollars that he’ll come like any other 
crook.”

Shrugging his shoulders, Holm led the 
way through the door.

CHAPTER XV

Orgy of Death

SINGLE file, they crept forward. Holm 
took the lead. Ricks followed. Then 

came the rest of the squad, single file, 
for the passageway was still narrow, sloping 
gradually downward at an angle of about 
ten degrees.

Finally Holm brought up in front of an
other steel door. He stopped.

“ Go on! ” snarled Ricks. “ What are you 
stopping for?”

“ Wait a minute!”  whispered Holm. “ I 
think I hear someone moving about inside.”

For a full minute they stood there, not 
daring to stir, listening, every faculty alert.

Then came the sound of a subdued voice.
“ Death!”  Holm whispered again, his 

scalp tingling.
“ Can this man be killed by ordinary 

bullets?” Ricks whispered. “ Seems to me 
I ’ve heard somewhere that it took a silver 
bullet or something of the sort to kill a 
being like him.”

Holm shook his head.
“ He’s an extraordinary man gifted with 

more than ordinary intelligence,”  he re
sponded. “ But you’ll find that he’s just as 
susceptible to lead as the commonest thug 
that walks the streets.”

His fingers were on the latch. Holding 
up a warning finger, he pressed it gently. 
The door swung open a tiny crack. He 
peered into the brilliantly lighted interior.

The buriv Inspector, leaning forward, 
peered over his shoulder. He gave a sharp 
intake of breath.

“ Holy Mary,”  he breathed in an awed 
whisper.

Doctor Death, clad in robes of somber 
black, was standing in front of a small altar 
covered with three linen cloths, upon which 
burned six black candles.

In the center was an inverted crucifix 
upon which was the figure of the devil. The



DOCTOR DEATH50

“ Let M e  G o, You Monster! You Cannot Use M e  A s  You Have 
Used the Others I "  Still Doctor Death Came Oft.

vestments which covered the robe were all 
of black, the cope being of white silk em
broidered with fir cones.

The black-clad scientist was chanting an 
invocation to the devil.

The acolytes were Zombi. One of them 
brought the Host to the altar; a hissing 
sound came from the lips of the living dead 
men as it was elevated.

Doctor Death seized a knife from one 
of the black-clad acolytes and stabbed the 
Host. Then, with an angry gesture, he 
threw it to the door and trampled upon it. 
From another Zombi he snatched a chalice 
of gold and poured its contents over the 
Host, muttering abominable execrations. At 
the close of the horrible ceremony, the cele
brant made the sign of the cross on the door 
with his left foot. Then, turning to the 
group of Zombi, he muttered an order. Im
mediately they commenced a sort of weird 
dance, keeping time in a stiff mechanical 
manner. It was horrible— more than hor
rible, it was abominable, revolting.

Death snapped a command. Instantly 
the dancers ceased their gyrations and 
turned to him. He said something to them 
again. Single file, moving like automatons, 
they marched out of the room.

A  M AN can shed the husk of civilization 
as easily as a snake can shed its skin. 

Inspector Ricks threw off his veneer that 
night. There was a touch of fighting Irish 
in his blood that, when it welled to the 
surface, made him forget himself and his 
position. He should have waited— disposed 
of his forces to better advantage. Instead, 
as he gazed upon the unspeakable orgies 
that were being practiced before his eyes, 
he became as primitive as the fiercest cave 
man that ever fought for possession of a 
Paleozoic belle or howled a challenge to an 
opposition tribe.

Seizing Holm by the shoulder, he thrust 
him aside and leaped inside the room.

“ Up with your hands, you filthy old 
devil 1” he roared.

“ Back! Jimmy, back! I told you not 
to cornel"

It was Nina Fererra speaking. She had 
appeared in the little doorway leading to 
the sacristy. Upon her face was a look of 
sorrow, of deadly earnestness.

“ Back! " she shouted. “ Back if you value 
your lives I”

For an instant the policemen halted. 
Then Ricks bellowed an angry order.

“ Forward!" he shouted. “ Seize him, 
men!"

Death turned, his eyes blazing, his long 
angular arms extended. From the ends of 
his bony fingers leaped sparks. Ricks, his 
arm outstretched in the act of seizing him, 
stopped short in his tracks, a look of in
describable fear creeping over his ruddy 
countenance.

“ God!” he said In a hoarse whisper.
He staggered back.
It was as if he had been struck by a 

thunderbolt. The blood seemed to congeal 
in his veins. A great ball of light appeared 
before his eyes, blinding him, striking him 
dumb. He was paralyzed. His arms 
dropped uselessly to his side. His legs 
crumpled, unable to bear their weight.

Jimmy Holm leaped forward, only to fall 
by his superior's side.

“ Back, Jimmy I”
She was too late.
The other charged into the chamber. The 

same fate overtook them all. They Tent 
down in a pile, sprawling like dead men.

Nina Fererra saved them from total an
nihilation. Leaping across the room, she 
seized the shoulder of Doctor Death and 
jerked him back. He whirled.

“ What do you mean?” he roared.
“ My magic against your magic, you 

fiend!”  she snapped. “ If you kill them, 
just as surely as there is a God in heaven, 
I  will kill you.”

Doctor Death chortled.
“ You love this boy— this cub, eh?”  ha 

asked.
Nina Fererra nodded.
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“ Enough to kill you if you have harmed 
him," she said.

“ Have a care what you are saying,”  he 
screeched.

She stepped forward to where Holm lay. 
Her white hand was extended to him. For 
an instant he stirred.

Doctor Death roared angrily. Seizing her 
about the waist, he dragged her back 
through the door. She struggled in hi? 
grasp, but her efforts were futile.

“ Let me go, you monsterl”  she cried. 
"You cannot slay my mind as you have 
slayed the minds of others, I . .

She went limp in his arms.
“ I hated to do this, little wonder-child,” 

he said softly. “ But naughty children must 
be punished And these men must die. 
With them constantly hounding me, I can 
never achieve my mission.”

His hand darted to a switch placed high 
upon the wall. His fingers grasped it; 
jerked it.

There was a dull, rumbling sound. Then 
a crash. The passage through which the 
intrepid officers had entered seemed to dis
integrate. The rocky walls leaned forward. 
The roof sagged. Then came a second 
crash as the rocks fell, filling every outlet.

Death chuckled. Leaning forward, he 
surveyed his work of destruction with a 
sardonic grin. His eyes shifted to the hud
dle of men on the floor.

“ Damn them.”  he said.
He pressed another switch. A huge slab 

of stone fell with a jar that shook the 
ground, closing the only entrance left.

Picking up the unconscious girl as if she 
had been a child, he carried her through 
another door into a iarger room.

“ There was no other way,” he said sadly.

CHAPTER XV I 

In Death’s Depths

INSPECTOR RICKS was the first to re
gain consciousness. For a moment he 

lay, staring out into the darkness, won
dering what had happened. Then, as recol
lection came back to him, he cursed himself 
for his folly. For the first time in his long

and brilliant career he had grown careless.
Instead, of protecting himaeif and his 

men, he had charged into the room with a 
result that they had all fallen into the trap. 
Blusterer and sometime bully that he was, 
he was yet no fool. Nor was he lacking in 
common sense. He realized that he had 
underestimated his opponent. And, worst 
of all, he had underestimated him with the 
lull knowledge of his uncanny power.

“ Why the devil didn’t  I  bring a preacher 
or two along?”  he muttered to himself. “ Or 
a priest? A  little holy water and a crucifix 
might have worked wonders. But it’s too 
late now.”

He pulled himself to a sitting position 
and found a box of matches in bis pocket. 
He struck one. His flashlight lay where 
It had fallen. He picked it up and pressed 
the button. Recovering his gun, he took 
stock of his position.

Holm lay in a crumpled heap just behind 
him. The others were back a little way. A 
pair of legs protruding from beneath the 
pile of rock were mute evidence of the 
tragie fate that had befallen at least one of 
his comrades.

“ M y fault,”  he said sadly. “ Brainless 
idiot that I am.”

As the light fell upon his face, Holm 
yawned, stretched himself and opened his 
eyes. For an instant be gazed up blinking 
owlishlv. Then, as recollection swept over 
him, he, too, pulled himself to a sitting 
position.

“ What happened?” he demanced. Then: 
“ But I remember now. We charged in at 
Death. He turned on us— ”

“ And would h-ve killed us, without a 
doubt, had not the girl distracted his atten
tion.” the Inspector interrupted.

Holm nodded.
“ I remember hearhig him tell about his 

power,” he said. “ He killed Stark that way 
— by the .power of thought. It is hypno
tism developed to the highest degree.”

Ricks rose to his feet and flexed his 
muscles until the circulation was restored. 
Holm followed suit.

"It felt like a shock from a 2.200 volt 
wire,” the burly policeman grunted. “ When
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it hit me I went down like an ox in a 
slaughter house.”

“ That was practically what it amounted 
to,”  Holm said soberly. “ Tremendous 
forces are tied up in the human system. It 
is merely a question of being able to use 
them.”

“ It would be a great asset to a police
man,”  the practical Ricks assented, turning 
to his men. Several of them were already 
coming out from under the influence of the 
thought-wave. He assisted them to their 
feet and then, flashlight playing over the 
walls, he made a minute inspection of the 
little grotto in which they were confined, 
Holm assisting him. At the close of the. 
inspection, the two men were forced to 
admit themselves baffled.

ON  two sides the walls were of smooth 
stone, the chamber evidently having 

been carved out of the solid rock. The third 
side was where the avalanche had taken 
place, closing the passageway. From the 
amount of stone that had fallen, they knew 
that escape by that way was impossible. 
This left only the side where the door had 
been.

Nor was an Inspection of this reassur
ing. The door, about eight feet in height 
by six in width, was fitted tightly into solid 
grooves at top and bottom. Nor, search as 
they would, could they locate the mechan
ism by which it was manipulated.

Knife in hand, the Inspector tried every 
crack and crevice in the place. Clearly, 
there could be no chance of digging them
selves out. They were trapped, sealed up 
for eternity inside that great pile of rock 
unless, as Holm suggested, Nina Fererra 
was able to free herself from the domina
tion of the man who called himself Death 
and come to their rescue.

“ And there is little chance of that,”  he 
ended. “ She has been able to thwart his 
plans twice. I doubt if he, cunning as he 
is, will let there be a third time.”

His remarks were brought to a sudden 
close by a slight grating noise in the stone 
door. The two men whirled, the Inspec
tor's flashlight playing up and down the

smooth, stone surface. For an instant they 
saw nothing. Then they discovered a small 
block of stone, perhaps an inch square, 
that had appeared close to the top.

Ricks held up his hand for attention and 
whispered a warning to his men to say 
nothing.

For a long time there was silence. Then, 
through the opening— sounding as if it 
came from a long distance— came the voice 
of Doctor Death.

“ Listen, Jimmy, and you, Ricks,”  he 
said raspingly. “ Only the interference of 
my assistant saved your lives. Why should 
I  save you, only to have you thwart me at 
every turn? But she loves you, Jimmy—  
fool that she is! And for her sake I am 
willing to make terms. Are you listening?"

“ We are listening,” Jimmy Holm an
swered. “ And, if Mbs Fererra is within 
hearing, thank her for me— for all of U3/’

“ Bah!”  Death shouted. “ M y tfme Is 
too valuable to listen to the asinine vapor
ing* of a pair of fools in love. Love has 
no place in my plan of things. Here are 
my terms. You can take them or leave 
them.

“ In the first place, you are sealed inside 
tbb block of stone like sardines in a can. 
There is only one exit— this door. Give 
me your words of honor; you first, Ricks, 
that you will withdraw from thb case and 
keep your men out of it to the end that the 
great work that I have planned can be 
carried to a successful culmination. You, 
Jimmy, are to come back to me. I  will 
restore you to your old status. And, in 
addition, Nina becomes yours. Do you 
agree?”

“ Did Nina tell you to give me that mes
sage?" Jimmy Holm demanded.

“ Nina knows nothing about thb con
versation,” Doctor Death answered. 
“ Come, what is your answer?”

“ As for my ;elf and my men, you can go 
to hell!”  Ricks snarled. “ Jimmy can an
swer for himself. I  never yet gave ground 
an inch for a criminal and I ’m getting too 
old to start in now.”

“ Bah I ” Death snarled again. “ I  am not 
a criminal, Inspector. I  am, as I  have
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tried to tell you often, a man with a mis
sion— ”

“ Nevertheless, you can go to thunder!”  
Ricks interrupted. “ Jimmy can speak for 
himself.”

“ Ricks’ answer goes double,”  Holm as
serted.

“ Then,” said the voice of Death an
grily, “you die. Locked up inside this 
tomb, you will slowly starve to death.”

The tiny opening was closed again and 
they were left with their thoughts.

“ I have an idea,” Holm exclaimed ex
citedly, speaking in a low voice.

“ Thank heaven for that!" Ricks said 
fervently. “ I ’ll confess that I haven’t.”

“ Standing as I  was, slightly to one side 
of the opening, I had an opportunity of 
seeing the bit of stone a3 it was shoved out. 
It was fastened to the end of an iron rod. 
From my observation, the slab of stone in 
the door— provided, of course, that it is 
the same width as the bit of stone that 
composes the opening— is less than six 
inches thick.”

“ It might as well be six feet thick, for 
all the good it does us,”  Ricks grunted.

Holm shook his head. Dropping to his 
knees, he let the ray of the flashlight play 
over the bottom of the stone slab.

“ Here is my idea,” he said. “ We will 
take turns drilling into the crack. When 
we have enlarged it sufficiently, we remove 
‘he gunpowder from our revolver cartridges 
and, by tamping it down, make a charge 
sufficient to enlarge the opening. By doing 
this several times, we will eventually have 
a hole big enough for the smallest of us to 
crawl through. Once on the other side, we 
can search for the hidden mechanism and 
open the door for the others.”

Ricks’ eyes lighted up.
“ It’s worth trying at any rate,”  he said. 

“ Anything is better than being cooped up 
here and dying like rats in a trap.”

The little band went at the task like 
beavers. Without proper equipment, the 
job seemed almost hopeless. Yet, with 
jackknives, they managed to extract the 
bullets from the brass revolver shells, plac
ing the powder, as they got it out, into an

envelope which the Inspector found in one 
of his pockets. Meanwhile, they took 
turns at enlarging the crack at the bottom 
of the stone panel, chipping the stone bit 
by bit with their knives as chisels, using the 
butt of a gun for a mallet. Finally, when 
it was large enough, they carefully poured 
the powder into the opening, tamped it 
down, made a fuse out of a bit oi cloth 
tom from a handkerchief filled with powder 
arid were ready for the trial.

Holm touched a  match to the fuse. For 
an instant it spluttered and fizzled, seem
ingly about to go out. Then there was an 
explosion that made the interior of the 
little cavern ring, filling it with harsh, acrid 
smoke.

T HE result was disappointing. The 
greater part of the force had gone 

downward, making a small hole in the floor 
while only a tiny comer of the door was 
broken off.

Holm looked at the result of their efforts 
sadly.

“ At this rate it will take weeks to en
large the opening sufficiently to allow the 
passage of a man’s body,”  he said. “ And, 
even if we could survive that lone, we 
haven’t enough powder left for over an
other charge or two.”

Ricks cursed roundly. Suddenly, he 
stopped, his eyes bulging from his head. 

“ Look! he said hoarseiy.
Holm whirled.
The door was slowly rising.
An instant later they charged through 

the opening and stood in that part of the 
chamber where they had witnessed the 
devil’s mass. Here, for a moment. Ricks 
halted them while his flashlignt played into 
every nook and comer.

“ Ah-h!” he said, his breath coming 
hissinglv.

The beam of light fell squarely upon the 
face of a Zombi. The dead thing’s giassy 
eyes glared back unblinkingly. Its hand 
grasped a lever which it was manipulating 
to lower the stone gate again. In its other 
hand was a bit of paper which it held out 
to Jimmy. Stepping forward he seized it.
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Then, while Ricks held the flashlight, he 
read:

Jimmy: We are leaving. I  have implanted 
in thia poor dead thing the thought of open
ing the door. Follow the guide that I have 
provided and leave the cave a i soon as pos
sible. God aloue knows what horrible thing 
Doctor Death will do next.

N i n a .

P.S. I  love you.

“ But,” Ricks snapped, “ I thought that 
the entrance through which we came was 
the only one.”

“ So did I,”  Jimmy responded. “ But 
there is evidently another one or she would 
not have said so. Come, let us hurry. 
Nina Fererra has saved us again. She 
may have no opportunity to do so next 
time and, as she says. Heaven knows what 
heiiish atrocity Doctor Death has already 
plotted.”

CHAPTER X V II 

Journey of Horror

T H EY found their way out of the cave 
How? Not even Jimmy Holm could 

tell, and he assumed the leadership 
when Ricks confessed himself baffled. It 
could have been nothing else but the 
thought waves of Nina Fererra which, at
tuned to the brain of Jimmy, carried them 
to safety.

Nor was Inspector Ricks allowing him
self to be taken by surprise again. He 
agreed with Jimmy that every step of the 
journey should be scouted. Two good men 
were sent a pace ahead, two walked behind 
in the capacity of rear guards, while the 
main party stuck together, every faculty 
alert, the men keeping a constant watch 
for possible trouble again.

Unerringly, Jimmy directed their course 
through the suite of rooms. For a moment 
they stopped while Ricks, ever the police
man in spite of danger, searched hurriedly 
for evidence that might be used once the 
sinister doctor was under lock and key. 
His efforts were fruitless. Doctor Death 
was r.ot to be caught napping again. Not

even a scrap of paper was left to tell of his 
participation in the weird crimes that were 
shocking the nation.

Nor was Jimmy able to find any traces 
of Nina Fererra. Her personal belongings 
had been removed as thoroughly as had 
those of Doctor Death.

The living rooms ransacked, they 
hastened through the great cave of stalac
tites. They glistened like diamonds under 
the lights which Jimmy turned on as they 
entered.

Even Ricks, the stolid, was moved by the
sight.

“ Wonderful!”  he exclaimed.
Suddenly a Zombi appeared before them. 

Jimmy laid a restraining hand on the arm 
of the man ahead.

“ Wait,”  he whispered.
Mechanically, lifting each leg as care

fully as though walking on eggs, the dead 
thing approached them. Stopping in front 
of Jimmy, he extended his hand.

In a little box were several crucifixes and 
a  tiny bottle labeled “ Holy Water!”

“ Nina! God bless herl”  Jimmy ex
claimed. “ She has provided this to pro
tect us against the elementals with which 
the cavern is filled.”

“ She thinks of everything,”  Ricks ejacu
lated. “ Jimmy, if you get out of this fix 
alive, it’s up to you to find that girl and 
get her out of the clutches of the fiend who 
now holds her. And, doggone you, if you 
don’t marry her, I ’ll make love to her my
self.”

“ Leave it to me, Inspector,”  Jimmy 
Holm said grimly.

Now came the second stage of the jour
ney. Here their work was not so easy, for 
the air was filled with the harsh, musty, 
overpowering odor of hate. With every 
step it grew stronger until it almost suf
focated them. The wind howled and 
shrieked, sweeping down through the great 
chamber of emptiness, whirling, gyrating, 
almost lifting them from their feet. They 
walked against it with difficulty. Around 
them, but always keeping in the shadows, 
were sinister black things— nauseating, 
vaporish shapes— always keeping pace with
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them, but never coming out of the darkness.
Suddenly Jimmy -was seized with aa idea. 

Uncorking the bottle of Holy Water, he 
advanced toward a spot where the dark
ness was heavier than elsewhere; the spot 
drew back. He sprinkled a drop of the 
blessed water upon the floor. Instantly the 
wind died down . . . the atmosphere 
cleared . . .

‘ 'Humph!”  Ricks said.
Y et there was a perplexed look on his 

ruddy face as he followed Jimmy Holm, 
his men edging in do9e behind.

As they reached the cavern where the 
dead lay piled like cord wood, Hohn halted.

“ W ait!” he whispered, his hand on 
Ricks’ arm.

Ricks, gazing in at the horrible sight, 
gasped.

But It was not at the charnel house that 
Holm pointed. Walking toward than was 
a second Zombi. Holm recognized him as 
he who had officiated as butler.

“ The guide she mentioned,” he whis
pered to Ricks.

Swinging around at their approach, the 
living dead man led the way through the 
remainder of he big cave into a series of 
smaller caverns. For what seemed miles 
they followed him. They had long since 
left the lighted part and were traveling in 
darkness now, only their flashes illuminat
ing the way. Even the elementals had 
dropped behind and the journey was made 
in silence save for an occasional whispered 
order or a warning when some obstruction 
blocked the path.

The pathway sloped steadily upward 
now. The air, too, became damper and 
heavier. The walls, when they allowed 
the rays of their flashes to strike them, glis
tened with moisture. The atmosphere was 
cold and chill. Their teeth chattered.

A sense of eerieness walked with them. 
It was not a feeling of danger such as they 
bad experienced earlier, but a feeling of 
death and decay. It was like walking in 
a graveyard on a dark night.

Ricks looked at his watch.
“ What time was it when we entered this 

devilish place?” he demanded.

"Gose to four o’clock,” Holm answered.
“ And it’s only eleven o’clock now. Seven 

hours and it seems like an eternity."
“ We’ve been walking almost that long,” 

Holm responded. “ How long were we un
conscious?”

Ricks looked at the timepiece again.
“ ThunderationI It has stopped,”  he 

growled. “ You’re right, Holm. It was 
four o’clock yesterday morning that we 
entered this place and I ’ll bet money on it. 
We’ve been in here all day yesterday and 
last night. M y watch is good for twenty- 
four hours and I wound it just before we 
started for the church. The question is, 
is it morning or night?”

“ Night, I'd venture to say,”  the other 
responded.

T HE Zombi guide stopped. Beside him 
were the steps of a staircase cut out of 

the rock and leading upward. He waited 
until they had reached it. Then, turning, 
he marched stiffly back again and disap
peared in the darkness.

“ His tour of duty evidently ends here,” 
Holm grunted. “ It’s up to us to see where 
this leads to.”

He mounted the stairway. It opened 
onto a sort of tunnel— a continuous arched 
vault of rotting brick and mortar so low 
that, at times, they were forced to crawl 
on hands and knees. The darkness was so 
thick that they seemed to breath it. It 
weighed them down, pressing against them 
on every side. Even the rays of the flash
lights failed to penetrate it. To make mat
ters worse, the batteries had commenced to 
bum out. One by one they grew weaker, 
flickered and died until finally they were 
in total darkness, unbroken save when they 
occasionally stopped to strike a match and 
get their bearings.

“ Do you think that this is another 
trap?” Rides whispered to Holm as they 
cautiously groped their way.

Holm answered: “ I seem to hear Nina 
telling me that it is all right. And, damn 
it, man! We can’t go back.”

Now another odor assailed their nostrils. 
They were all only too familiar with i t  It
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was the horrible stench of decomposing 
animal matter. The damp walls glittered 
with phosphoresenoe. From the low cell
ing water trickled down on them. They 
walked ankle deep in sticky, foul-smelling 
mud. It clung to their feet, retarding them 
at every step.

Finally they came to the opening. Far 
ahead they saw it, an oasis of light in the 
desert of blackness. It cheered them on. 
reviving their flagging strength. It  had 
been long since they had enjoyed nourish
ment. They were almost famished, their 
mouths parched for lack of water. Yet the 
sight of that tiny beam of light ahead acted 
like an intoxicant. They were almost run
ning when they reached it.

It was a deep, circular vault in which 
they found themselves —  a vault with 
bricked up sides, bottle shaped, the light 
coming through a small, round iron cover 
in the top. At least eight feet in diameter, 
the bottom was strewn with broken pots 
and earthen vessels. In one comer was a 
great heap of withered flowers. On three 
sides were openings similar to the one 
through which they had entered; through 
them the water trickled in tiny rivulets of 
oozy mud.

“ A sewer manhole 1” Ricks ejaculated.
“ And the question is,”  Holm responded, 

“how to get out of i t  The bottle neck 
precludes climbing the sides, even though 
we had an instrument with which to pry 
out an occasional brick.”

The burly Inspector stooped and, making 
a  stirrup of his hands, hoisted one of his 
smallest men to his shoulders. For an 
instant the policeman stood there getting 
his balance.

“ I can touch the sides,”  he called down 
to them. “If you can get Holm up— he’s 
the lightest of the bunch— he can stand on 
my shoulders and pry off the top.”

Jimmy Holm went up like a circus acro
bat. His muddy feet maintaining a pre
carious hold on the shoulders of the other, 
he balanced himself and, raising his hands 
to the iron manhole cover, gave a mighty 
heave. The cover moved, then fell to one 
side.

“ Quickf I'm slipping!” the man on 
Ricks’ shoulders yelled.

Holm’s fingers caught the edge of the 
opening as the second man fell. For an 
instant he hung there, gathering himself 
together. Then, with a mighty effort, he 
dragged his shoulders through the opening 
and, a moment later, had pulled himself 
to safety.

The sun was just sinking in the west. 
Around him on all sides were tombstones, 
marble shafts, grated sepulchers.

They had come out in the midst of a 
cemetery.

Calling down to the others, Holm made 
a hasty survey. A  little distance away 
was a tool shed. It took him but an in
stant to break the lock. His first glance 
revealed the ropes with which the coffins 
were lowered into graves. He seized sev
eral of them and, knotting them together, 
hastened back to the gaping hole througlf 
which he had emerged.

Fastening one end of the rope to a 
nearby tree, he tossed the other through the 
opening.

Five minutes later, the entire party was 
by his side.

CHAPTER X V III  
The Choking Terror

Do c t o r  r a n c e  m a n d a r i n ,
alias Doctor Death, hated Inspector 

John Ricks. It was the Inspector who 
had unmasked him, making him a 
fugitive from justice, causing the hand of 
every man to be turned against him. Yet 
there were some who secretly sided against 
the law. Doctor Death had commenced a 
single-handed warfare against society. 
There are many people who, gnawing at 
the vitals of civilization, long to see society 
crumble and governments fall.

Ricks knew this. So, too, did Jimmy 
Holm. They realized that, given an op
portunity, it would not be long before the 
man who called himself Death would be 
at the head of a powerful organization of 
criminals. His weird power, aided by their 
knowledge of the underworld, would make
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Th« Grisly Thing Reaching For Him  Was A  Dead Man, 
A nd  H is Bullets Could Not Stop It.

the combination an even greater menace 
than was the wily scientist alone.

Consequently, Rides increased his activi
ties. His men were everywhere. The un
derworld was combed for traces of Death’s 
agents. The residence of the scientist was 
watched day and night by picked detec
tives. Another group was selected to guard 
the cemetery exit to the cave.

At the head of half a hundred men— a 
great group of churchmen chanting prayers, 
surrounding them— Ricks had led & second 
assault on the cave. With dynamite and 
crowbar, be had secured the body of his 
dead comrade, crushed beneath the ava
lanche of stone. He had left not a nook 
or comer unexplored.

Oddly enough, he found nothing. Not a 
Zombi was left. There was no flutter of 
elemental wings. Even the pile of dead 
had disappeared from the dingy niche 
where Holm had first seen them. In short, 
the cave had been dismantled. Only the 
pyramid of bones remained. The skulls 
grinned mockingly from a thousand angles 
as if chuckling at the grim jest that had 
been perpetrated upon the Inspector.

Acting upon the Inspector’s advice, the 
men of science marked for slaughter had 
been scattered to the four winds. Closely 
guarded, they had been sent to secret spots 
known only to a few. Then Inspector John 
Ricks settled in earnest to the task of run
ning down the man who was responsible 
for the holocaust of death.

Ricks’ doings were chronicled to the 
world by means of the press. Never a 
modest man, the Inspector saw no necessity 
for hiding his light under a bushel now. 
And, a3 a result. Doctor Death was able to 
keep apace with him. Hating him as he 
did, he swore a hornble oath of vengeance.

To the Inspector came a note. In it 
Doctor Death informed him of his inten
tions. Then the Doctor disappeared. 
Search as he would, spurring his men on to 
increased activity, the Inspector could get 
no track of him.

To all appearances, he had disappeared 
from the face of the earth.

Accustomed to looking after the interests 
of other people, the big Inspector rarely 
gave a thought to his own safety. Thus it 
was that he left himself open for attack.

Two weeks after the escape from the 
cave, he sat in his library at home reading. 
He had an appointment with Holm and, 
weary after a hard day’s work, had speci
fied that the young detective meet him at 
his house instead of at the office.

It was a typical man's den, this library 
of Ricks’, a room in which he spent prac
tically all of his leisure time. The chairs 
were huge and comfortable, a bowl filled 
with his favorite pipes and s  humidor 
•which kept bis cigars at just the proper 
degree of moisture were on the table.

A  widower, Ricks’ household was small, 
consisting merely of his housekeeper and 
a  man-of-all-work. Both were engaged 
about their duties in another part of the 
house.

SU DDEN LY there came a terrified 
shriek. Ricks leaped to his feet, his 

hand reaching for the gun he always carried 
beneath his left arm. He took a step toward 
the door, oniy to stop as it was crashed open 
and Mrs. James, the housekeeper, rushed in, 
her face white, her eyes bulging with hor
ror. An instant later Riley, the other ser
vant, a pensioned policeman, followed.

“ Did you see it?” Mrs. James exclaimed 
pantingly. "It peeked in at us through 
the kitchen window.”

“ It was a devil!”  Riley explained. “ I 
saw it myself. 1 had no gun, but if I ’d had 
one, 'twould have done no good, since you 
can’t kill such things— ”

“ A great giant with glassy eyes and a 
putty face like a dead manl” Mrs. James 
interrupted. “ I— ” She screamed. “ There 
it is again— there at the window!"

Ricks whirled. Staring in at him was a 
bloated, grisly mask with pasty, mottled 
skin. Larger than an ordinary bead, hair
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less, its glassy eyes deeply sunken into cav
ernous sockets, it glared unblmkingly into 
the room.

Ricks fired. The report of Ms gun 
roared as the leaden shig crashed through 
the glass. The grisly thing glared back 
at them for an instant. Then, as Ricks 
tired again, it disappeared.

The detective rushed to the broken 
window and, raising it, thrust Ms head 
through and stared into the darkness. 
There was no sign of the thing for which 
he sought.

“ Missed, curse i t l”  he growled.
Then the truth came to him. It was 

a dead man they had been shooting at. 
Even though he Mt it, his bullets would 
have no effect.

R ILEY was standing like a man frozen 
in Ms tracks, his teeth chattering. Mrs. 

James had collapsed into a chair.
Ricks turned to the ex-policeman.
“ Get a bit of pasteboard and fasten that 

window shut where we broke it,” he 
snapped. “ I ’ve had enough experience
with my friend, the Doctor, not to leave 
any openings for him to get his weird 
tools through.”

The ex-policeman stared at the window 
with terror-stricken fascinated eyes for a 
moment Then he turned slowly and
ambled out of the room.

Ricks looked down at his sobbing house
keeper.

“ Pull yourself together!” he snapped. 
“ There’s nothing— ”

He was interrupted by a shriek of ter
ror— a blood-curdling yell.

The lights went out!
Something dashed past Ricks. He swung 

at it. His fist collided with flesh. Then 
he went down in a tangle of legs and arms.

Then the lights suddenly came on again. 
It was Riley with whom he had collided 
and with whom he had been tussling. He 
jerked the former policeman to Ms feet 
with an oath.

“ What ails you?”  he roared.
“ He’s in the other room!” the frightened 

mm hcrwied. “ I ran right into him. He— "

He stopped, his face turning an ashy 
gray. Ricks whirled, his gun belching fire.

The thing stood in the doorway, slob
bering and snarling at them. Ricks 
pulled the trigger until every chamber was 
empty. His bullets had no effect. The 
horror charged. Hurling the empty gua 
into the bloated, mottled face, Ricks 
plunged forward to meet it, his fists strik
ing out like pile drivers. He felt himself 
seized in aa iron grasp and thrown across 
the room. He brought up, bruised and bat
tered, against the table. Gasping for 
breath, he saw Riley leap forward, only 
to go down in a senseless heap, Ms jaw 
broken.

Again Ricks charged. The senseless, 
gaping month mumbled something. An 
iron fist crashed against his temple, the 
concussion jarring him from head to toes. 
Then consciousness left him.

He was seated to a chair, bound, when 
he regained consciousness. In-front of Mm 
sat the terror, its cold, glassy eyes glar
ing at him. Riley lay where he had fallen. 
Instinctively Ricks knew that the ex-police
man was dead. In another chair sat Mrs. 
James, bound like himself, a cloth tied over 
her mouth. Her terrified eyes gazed at it 
piteously.

“ Metempsychosis, my dear Inspector,” 
the giant said slobberingly. “ Pardon me 
if I do not speak plainly, but I have not 
yet entirely mastered the knack of using 
this uncouth creature’s body. Metempsy
chosis is, I might say, one of the forbid
den mysteries— Black Art— of which I am, 
as you have already discovered, a po3t mas
ter. It has to do with the transmigration 
of the soul into the bodies of other men 
and lower animals. In the distant past 
it was practiced extensively but gradually 
became a forgotten art until, today, I am 
probably the only living man who under
stands i t

“ I found this thing, whose body I am 
now inhabiting for the nonce, in a lunatic 
asylum. By methods known only to my
self, I separated hi* soul from his body, 
then seized upon the empty shell for my 
own use. The frail form of Ranee Man-



12 M U ST  D1E 59

d&rin is hidden away where I can regain 
it when I so desire. But the spirit of Doc
tor Death lives in the framework of this 
thing you see before you.

“ I hate you personally,”  he went on, 
“but chiefly, you are constantly interfer
ing with my plans. Had you been out of 
the way, the men of science whom I sought 
to convert to my way of thinking would 
long ago have ceased to oppose me and 
the wheels of industry would have stopped. 
It is you who have kept the world where 
it now is instead of allowing it to go back 
to where it was in the beginning— as it was 
intended to remain.”

He got up and loomed over the bound 
man.

“ That is why I  am going to kill you,”  
he said slowly. “ Understand, I bear you 
no malice. But it is necessary that you 
be put out of the way in order that destiny 
be fulfilled.”

He stopped, noting that Ricks’ glance 
stole to his chest where several steel-jack
eted slugs had entered.

“ You wonder why you did not kill me,” 
he chuckled. “ Simply, my dear Inspector, 
because I am already dead. By that I 
mean that the body I inhabit is that of 
a dead man. And of what avail are bullets 
when sent against flesh that is already 
putrid?”

He took a step forward, his huge hands 
reaching toward the bound man.

“ The body I selected is muscular enough 
to make short work of a squad of your best 
men,” he went on. “That is why I picked 
it out. Not long ago I passed a lunatic 
asylum. In the yard were a group of men 
— imbeciles, all of them. I noted the bod
ily development of this mad thing whose 
frame I am now occupying, the breadth 
of his shoulders, the play of his back 
muscles, his enormous hands. I knew your 
own strength and I wanted to handle the 
job of killing you myself. I called to 
him and he came to me. Little by little,
I won his confidence. And then, when the 
time came, I  killed him, laying his body 
aside until I  needed it. Now that time has 
arrived. M y tools have already botched

several tasks. There will be no batching 
here.”

He gave a maniacal chuckle. His huge 
fingers encircled Ricks’ throat. They 
closed down. They were like a huge col
lar being slowly drawn taut. His hands 
tied, Ricks could not struggle. Only his 
heels played a devil’s tattoo on the car
peted floor. His breath was shut off. His 
eyes almost bulged from their sockets, so 
tight was the grip. Deeper and deeper, 
the great fingers dug into his windpipe. 
Over him he saw the bloated, senseless 
face, the mouth twisted into an imbecihc 
grin. He felt himself going. . . .

As from a great distance he heard a 
shout. The head seemed to leap from the 
body. For a  moment it was in the air, 
apparently without support. Then Jimmy 
Holm’s face appeared. The pressure 
around his throat relaxed for an instant. 
He sucked a mouthful of air into his tor
tured lungs. Then the grip was tightened 
again.

A R R IV IN G  to keep hU appointment, 
J L x  Jimmy Holm bad found the door un
locked. Something— some sixth sense— had 
warned him of danger and he had entered 
the house on tiptoe, every faculty alert. He 
had reached the library door just in time to 
see the final act of the tragedy, to hear the 
sinister Doctor’s words.

Even while he stood there, his mind was 
working at lightning speed. His gun was 
in his pocket. He knew that ordinary bul
lets would not prevail against this monster, 
this insane thing who, master of the dead 
that he was, killed by the very power of his 
thought

His eye suddenly lighted upon the rosette 
of swords hanging above the fireplace. 
Walking on tiptoe, he dodged into the room 
so furtively that Doctor Death, mouthing 
bis dread words to his victim, failed to hear 
him. Not even the terrified old woman, her 
eyes taking in every detail of the murder 
of her master, noted bis entrance.

Slowly his hand stole up until it grasped 
the hilt of a huge cavalry saber. He jerked 
it from its place and swung it with a side
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stroke that severed the elephantine head 
from the gigantic body.

He leaped back, the saber uplifted again. 
For. even as the head— the eyes still open 
and glaring balefully— dropped to the floor, 
the great fingers tightened again around the 
Inspector’s throat. The powerful will of 
Doctor Death remained in the gigantic body 
of the idiot, even though that body was 
chopped to pieces.

Headless, the body of the bloated dead 
thing still leaned over the form of the un- 
scious Inspector, the Angers locking them
selves about his throat like the jaws of a
bulldog.

The saber fell across the huge wrists, 
severing the hands from the arms. For an’ 
instant longer the body stood balanced 
upon its huge feet. Then it swayed dizzily 
and landed with a thud upon the floor.

But the cold, dead fingers retained their 
iron grip about the throat of the dying 
policeman. Jimmy Holm seized them and 
pried them apart. It required all of his 
strength to pull them from the bull-like 
throat.

Inspector Ricks slumped back against 
the cushions, the air sucking into his lungs 
in great gasps while Jimmy Holm, jerking 
his knife from his pocket, cut the throngs 
which bound the big detective’s wrists.

On the floor where it had fallen, the bes
tial face of the dead thing glared ur> at 
them, a deadly hatred in its eyes. Its thick 
lips opened and it spoke.

“ You win, Jimmy! ”  it gurgled. “ Again 
you win. But mv time is coming. When 
next I strike at you it will be through some
one else— through someone you love!

‘T am not dead,” the bodiless head went 
on. T merely confined my spirit within 
this body for the nonce in order to carry 
out my purpose. You have destroyed the 
body and now my spirit goes— to come to 
you again in anofher guise. . .

A fog-like vapor filled the room. For 
an instant it circled and gathered itself 
into a compact mass— a gray, opaque, 
formless wraith. Then, like a puff of smoke 
in the wind, it disappeared.

Jimmy Holm sat in the back room on

the upper floor of an obscure hotel in 
a tiny eastern village and sucked mood
ily at his pipe. The room was a large one. 
In the center was a big table around which 
weTe placed twelve chairs. The curtains 
had been puiled down and every bit of 
light excluded. There was but one door. 
In the hallway in front of it several grim- 
faced men were grouped. In spite of their 
efforts to make themselves inconspicuous, 
there was a certain something about them 
that marked them for wnat they were—  
policemen.

.Another knot of men lingered beneath 
the windows. Upon the roof was mounted 
a machine gun. The squad of men who 
served it lay face downward, only their 
heads protruding above the coping. Half 
a hundred more were hidden in the base
ment; the grounds were filled with them. 
They lurked furtively in the shadows, tak
ing advantage of every tree and bush. Yet 
the casual passerby would have noted noth
ing unusual, so carefully did they keep 
from sight.

CHAPTER XfX  

The Secret Twelve

SAVE for the fact that more tourists than 
usual seemed to have been in the little

town during the day, the inhabitants knew 
nothing of the honor that was to be be
stowed upon them that night. Only the 
proprietor of the little hotel knew— he and 
his most trusted help. For the building 
was the property of a man high in the cir
cles of the nation. On several occasions in 
the past meetings had been held here 
which, had news of them leaked out. might 
have upset the balance of the nations of 
the world.

One by one, two by two, men had drifted 
into the little town and. apparently, left 
again. In reality, they had driven to a 
certain seldom frequented place, their lights 
extinguished, parked their cars in the dark
ness and after night had fallen, furtively 
returned to their posts of duty.

Jimmy Holm looked up as the door 
opened and a man, his coat collar pulled up,
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the brim of his black hat drawn down over 
his eyes, entered. He shook hands, then 
seated himself at the table. As he turned 
his head, his profile showed, shrewd, direct, 
a man with a bulging brow and a hooked, 
predatory nose, it  was Amos Bosworthy, 
the financier.

As he seated himself, he glanced down 
at his wrist watch.

“ Two o’clock,”  he muttered. “ The
others?”

“ Should be here immediately,” Holm an* 
swered.

An instant later Thomas Whipple, the 
airplane magnate, and Professor Pbineaa 
Drexell of Yale University came in to
gether. Like Bosworthy, they were muffled 
to the eyes. They were followed by Pro
fessor Levi Henworthy of Harvard, who 
came alone. Then came James Peabody 
and Herbert C. Hallover, both of the East
ern Electric. Doctor Daniel Darrow, the 
great chemist, who6e home was in Phila
delphia, was the seventh.

EIGHT of the twelve chairs were filled.
The eight men smoked in silence, only 

their occasional glances toward the door 
showing that anything out of the ordinary 
was about to transpire. Again the door 
opened and a bulky man entered. They 
nodded. He was known by sight to all of 
them as Milton David, head of the David 
Detective Agency, the greatest private de
tective bureau in the world. As he seated 
himself a small swarthy, black-eyed indi
vidual slid through the half-opened door 
and seated himself without a word.

“ Tony Caminetti!” David whispered to 
the man seated beside him. “ Uncrowned 
king of New York’s underworld.”

The eleventh man to enter was a tall, 
thin individual well past the prime of life. 
He nodded briefly ana glanced at Holm. 
It was Charles W. Blake, one of the heads 
of the United States Secret Service.

“ Are we all here?”  he asked.
Holm nodded.
Blake stepped to the door and opened it 

to its full width. Then, as the twelfth man

stepped Into the room, the others, recog
nizing him, leaped to their feet 

“ Gendemenl” said Blake, “ The Presi
dent of tke United States/’ ’

For a moment no one spoke. The Presi
dent nodded and took his place at the head 
of the table.

“ Gentlemen,” he 3aid, “ be seated, please. 
We have much to do tonight and little time 
in which to do it. We will proceed to 
business immediately.”

Again they seated themselves. They 
were all alert now, all eyes focussed on the 
gray chaired, kindly faced man at the head 
of the table. He looked at them sadly, his 
fingers strumming lightly on the arm of 
his chair.

“ I have called you gentlemen together 
for the purpose known to all of us,” he 
said. “ The very foundations of our gov
ernment are threatened. Murder runs 
rampant throughout the nation— murder 
different from that to which we have been 
accustomed— and God knows the shedding 
of blood at any time is horrible enough. 
Some of you have been threatened, are 
fugitives from this man who calls himself 
Doctor Death— forced to hide away like 
criminals in order to protect yourselves. 
To you I have no excuses to offer for this 
gathering. To such of you as have not 
been threatened, I  have this single excuse: 
gentlemen, the country needs you.”

His voice had grown crisper as he talked. 
Now hi3 face settled down into stem lines. 
He leaned forward, his kindly gray eyes 
glittering with suppressed anger.

“ For the first time in the history of this 
glorious nation of ours, our leading men 
have been forced to skulk in the dark— to 
meet in such obscure places as this, under 
guard. At the very beginning of our 
national existence our forefathers were 
forced to do the same thing. The enemy 
we face today is a thousand times more 
powerful. We face the greatest menace 
of all time. The forces of hell have been 
unleashed in our midst and no man knows 
where {they will strike next”

His voice dropped. The others leaned 
forward in order that not a word be missed.
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“ This to a big job,”  he went on. “ I sum
moned you here to this out-of-the-way 
place because I, the President of the United 
States, dared not take a chance of meeting 
you elsewhere, lest it endanger your lives 
and mine. The plan which I am about to 
propose to you is not ray own. It’s from 
the head of the detective bureau of the 
largest city of the land— Inspector Ricks—  
who even now lies on a bed of pain in a 
hospital as a result of an encounter with 
this fiend who calls himself Doctor DeatfiT 

“ The job we have is a problem in sur
gery. We must remove a malignant 
growth from the body politic with as little 
injury as possible to the patient Inspector 
Ricks believes that he has evolved such a 
scheme. Feeling himself incompetent to

ent from anything that I ’ve ever experi
enced. I  haven't got the faintest idea 
where I  and the men and women under me 
come in.

“ But, Mr. President and gentlemen, I  
pledge you my word that, from the moment 
I reach my quarters until this menace to 
killed, organized crime in these United 
States will cease, so that the officers of the 
law may devote their entire time to the 
task of saving the nation. I pledge you, 
Mr. President and Mr. Holm, the word of 
Tony Caminetti— the word that has never 
been broken to friend or foe.”

His black eyes sparkled as he spoke. He 
rose to his feet, hands resting on the edge 
of the table, face turned toward the head of 
the nation.

Th« Dead Man Had Ris«n From Th« Mortuary Slab, Leaving 
Another Corpse In His. Place.

handle the task himself, he has asked that 
it be turned over to another whom he be
lieves better fitted by study and force of 
circumstances to cope with this menace 
than any other man.

“ The person to whom he wishes to dele
gate the task of scotching this menace is 
our young friend here, Mr. James Holm. 
I, as the leader of this nation, pledge to 
Mm my unqualified support and the co
operation of the entire forces of the nation 
— including the army and the navy. I ask 
the remainder of you to do the same. What 
do you say?”

For a moment there was silence as all 
eyes were turned on Jimmy Holm. Then 
Blake, of the United States Secret Service, 
nodded with impressive solemnity.

“ M y men are ycrars to command, Mr. 
Holm,’’ he said quietly.

One by one the others gave their promise. 
Tony Caminetti was the last to speak.

“ Gentlemen,” he said in an awed voice, 
“ for the first time in my life I find myself 
on the side of law and order. I  am ac
cepted on the same plane with men who 
have been little more than myths to me. 
You can guess that the sensation to differ-

“ The forces of the underworld will work 
hand in hand with the officers of the law,”  
he went on. “ I pledge you that, gentle
men.”

“ And when Tony Caminetti gives his 
word, by God, he keeps i t l”  Milton David 
said explosively.

Ail eyes were turned on Holm again. In 
a low voice, he briefly outlined his plan. 
They sat incredulous— open mouthed. Yet 
no one disagreed.

“ God in Heaven! Who would have real
ized that we, a group of educated men liv
ing in the Twentieth Century, would be 
forced to go back to medieval methods in 
order to cope with this menace?”  Thomas* 
WMppIe exclaimed.

“ We are ail agreed, then,”  the President 
said as he arose to go. “ Daylight will soon 
be here, gentlemen, and the coming of the 
sun must find us back in our accustomed 
places if this plan is to be successful. The 
Secret Twelve— the strangest organization 
that has ever been formed in this beloved 
country of ours— will adjourn. Until fur
ther notice, we will take our orders from 
Mr. Holm. He becomes our chief. Ia 
there anything else to come before this 
meeting?”
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Jimmy Holm held up a restraining hand.
“ But one thing more, Mr. President,” 

he said. “ I have told you that the woman 
I love is in the hands of this monster. Of 
late I have had a feeling that she has been 
trying to break through the veil of soace to 
talk to me. But, surrounded as she is, by 
the creatures of this man who calls himself 
Death, her thought waves have failed to 
reach me. Our first task is to find Death. 
Are we to wait until he strikes again or are 
we to carry the battle to him? I believe 
in taking the offensive.

“ Nina Fererra can assist us in carrying 
this fight to our enemy.

“ But we must break down this resistance 
that has been built up against us— against 
the thought waves which she is trying to 
send to me. I suggest, therefore, Mr. 
President, that you proclaim next Sunday 
as a day of prayer throughout the nation. 
Ask every man, woman and child to send 
their thought waves hurtling through space 
against this monster. With millions of 
such emanations filling the air, it is my 
belief that the menace will be temporarily 
crippled and that, through Nina Fererra, 
we will get in touch with Doctor Death.”

The President bowed gravely.
“ Your orders will be carried out,”  he 

said.
None noticed the strange glitter that 

came into the deep set eyes of Professor 
Levi Henworthy of Harvard. His fingers, 
resting on the arms of his chair, clinched 
until the knuckles showed white. Yet he 
gave no sign as he, like the others, nodded 
assent.

CHAPTER X X
The Stolen Body

IT  was a barracks-like place, gaunt, de
void of architectural beauty, surrounded 

by a great open space, choked with 
weeds and overgrown with hazel brush and 
thistle. It stood on the edge of a muddy 
creek at the extreme edge of the town in 
which Professor Levi Henworthy lived. 
One of the twelve scientists marked for 
death, he like the remainder of those still

alive, was a member of Jimmy Holm’s 
secret organization.

In Colonial days, according to tradition, 
the building had been an ale brewery. 
Three stories in height, built of the same 
rock with which the creek was lined, it had 
withstood the ravages of time and the Rev
olutionary War. Then someone had 
turned it into an inn. It had flourished for 
a few years. Lack of custom and its poor 
location had left it vacant again.

The Civil War had taken away the last 
of the family of owners. He had remained 
on a Southern battlefield, dying without a 
known heir. Then had followed a legal 
battle. It had finally fallen into the hands 
of one of the lawyers. He, too, had died. 
Tenantless, it still stood, a monument to 
the sturdy old pioneer who had built it, a 
hangout for tramps and a roosting place 
for owls and swallows— a cold, bleak, win
dowless pile of rock and mortar— shunned 
by the townspeople and slowly going to 
wrack and ruin.

The cellars were deep caverns of silence 
and stygian gloom, far below the level of 
sagging, rotting timbers and falling ma
sonry. In recent years no one entered them 
except occasional small boys on a dare. 
The general plan of the huge, ruinous mass 
of stones and mortar might contain, for 
all the inhabitants of the town knew, or 
cared, a dozen dark secrets. A  hundred 
murders might well be concealed within 
the height and depth of such a pile.

Within the confines of the town lived a 
man who was seeking a place in which to 
establish a business which thrived best far 
from the light of day. The tumbledown 
pile appealed to him. Quietly, for he was 
a man who seldom let his right hand know 
what his left hand was doing, he armed 
himself with a suitable flashlight the day 
following the formation of the Secret 
Twelve. Ascertaining that no one was 
watching, he dodged furtively through the 
tangle of bushes and trees with which the 
ruined building was surrounded and made 
his way inside.

Being a careful man, he went about his 
task of exploration cautiously. He crept
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noiselessly down the rickety stairs into the 
cellar, feeling his way at first, stopping 
often to listen- Once he had reached the 
lower level, he dug a small flashlight from 
the recesses of his bulky pocket and con
tinued on his way, often bending low lest he 
bump his head on some low-hanging beam.

Suddenly he stopped, every faculty alert, 
the beam of hi3 flashlight turned down al
most at his feet.

Someone had been in the cellar ahead of 
him. The marks of feet were imprinted 
in the sodden earth.

The flashlight in his hand trembled vio
lently. He was a nervous man and one 
who frightened easily. He played the beam 
into the gloomy comers.

He heard a sound. It seemed to come 
from the deeper shadow that was between 
him and the corridor.

The goose pimples raised themselves on 
his back. Cold chills chased themselves up 
and down his spinal column.

“ Who-o-o;s there?” he said faintly, his 
voice cracked and trembling.

There was no answer. Yet he was cer
tain that something in the shadow moved.

“ Answer or I’ll shoot! ”  he said bluffingly.
The answer was a shriek of maniacal 

laughter. His heart missed a beat Then, 
with a wild yell of fright, his flashlight 
making queer, grotesque shadows ahead of 
him, he ran.

Something crashed against his head with 
force enough to fell an ox. The flashlight 
dropped from his hand as he went down.

He was stunned only for a minute. He 
opened his eyes and glared about, forget
ting for an instant, where he was. The 
flashlight was still burning. Then he 
leaped to his feet, his eyes focussed on the 
thing the ray of the pocket lamp brought 
out.

For the infinitesimal part of a second he 
stood there. Then, screaming like a mad
man, he turned and ran from the building. 
Not until he was back in the sunshine 
again did he stop for breath. Then, lean
ing against a tree, he stopped and took 
counsel with himself.

There was a dead man in the cellar!

The question was whether to report the 
matter to the authorities or not. He 
finally decided that it would be best to 
make a clean breast of the discovery.

He ended the argument with himself by 
marching virtuously to the police station 
and telling his story. Two officers were 
detailed to accompany him back to the 
ruined building.

TH EY found the body of a tall man, 
gaunt almost to the point of emacia

tion, his nose hooked like that of a great 
bird of prey, his eyes deeply sunken.

Yet, when he was exposed to view at 
the local mortuary, there was not a mark 
of any kind on him to show that he had 
met with foul play. That he had wandered 
into the cellars in a fit of mental aberra
tion and died there was the opinion of the 
local police and the physician who made 
the perfunctory examination.

Who was he? There was nothing in his 
pockets to disclose his identity. Yet there 
was something vaguely familiar about the 
withered countenance— something strangely 
reminiscent. A photographer was called in 
and a picture was taken, for the police de
partment of the little village at the edge 
of the college town was not equipped with 
photographic apparatus. The likeness of 
the dead man was sent to New York for 
identification.

The arrival of that photograph sent 
Jimmy Holm scurrying across country in 
an airplane, sent a hundred newspaper men 
in his wake and caused the wires to buzz 
like a swarm of angry bees.

The dead man found m the cellar of the 
abandoned ale brewery at the edge of the 
little college town was Doctor Ranee Man
darin, alias Doctor Death!

Early on the morning following the day 
the body was found, the owner of the little 
mortuary which had suddenly found itself 
famous, unlocked the door and stepped in
side. Then, as was his custom, he snapped 
on the light to look at the famous corpse.

What he saw caused him to turn and 
rush out of the room onto the street in 
search of an officer.
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The body at Doctor Death had disap
peared.

In its place on the slab lay the form of 
Professor Levi Hen worthy, the town’s most 
famous citizen.

Jimmy Holm, seeking to catch a few 
hours’ sleep at the village inn, was awak
ened by the raucous jangle of the tele
phone on the table beside hia bed. Yawn
ing, he stretched forth his arm and, picking 
the receiver from the hook, called a sleepy 
“ Hello 1” into the mouthpiece.

An instant later be was wide awake.
The voice that came over the wire was 

that of Nina Fererra.
“ Jimmy!’' she exclaimed, her voice agi

tated. “ Watch yourself. He has circum
vented you again. He killed Professor 
Henworthy. It was he who, in the body 
of Henworthy, attended your meeting and 
overheard your plot to beat h im .. . . "

“ Nina, for God’s sake, where are you?” 
he demanded excitedly.

“ I cannot— dare not— tell you,”  she an
swered. “ Listen, for I  must talk fast. He 
has gone to assume his own body again. 
Your plans are all for naught and— oh, 
Jimmy, he Is getting ready to strike again! 
He is planning something big— some coup 
more terrible than all his others. He— but 
here he comes. . . .”

“ Where are you, Nina? For God’s sake, 
where are you?”  Holm demanded.

But the telephone was dead. Nor could 
he trace the call. Central sleepily informed 
him that she had no recollection of having 
rung the hotel.

Dressing like a fireman, he had ran from 
the hotel and to the mortuary, only to meet 
the proprietor as he rushed onto the Street-

Doctor Death had won again.

CHAPTER X X I 

The Dead Hand

J IM M Y HOLM was puzzled. Frankly 
so. And he was honest enough to 

admit i t  Again the grim old man who 
called himself Doctor Death had taken the 
offensive and ail the plans so carefully

made were thrown in the discard. The 
killing of Professor Henworthy and the as
sumption of his body had been a master 
stroke. The attendance at the meeting of 
the Secret Twelve had been nothing lesa 
than a stroke of genius.

How long had the sinister Doctor been 
masquerading as the dead professor? Had 
he killed Henworthy weeks earlier? How 
had the crime been committed? There was 
not a mark on the educator to show that he 
had died anything but a natural death. 
But Jimmy Holm, knowing the weird 
power that his enemy possessed, shook his 
head knowingly.

That Doctor Death was in full posses
sion of all of the Secret Twelve’s cherished 
plans was almost a certainty. Many of 
them had been discussed at the meeting. 
Prior to that gathering, Holm had visited 
the educator at his home and had talked 
them over fully. Henworthy had been 
one of the instigators of the society, work
ing from the very beginning with the offi
cials.

To Henworthy, Jimmy had disclosed the 
hiding places of the other men condemned 
to die. If, at that time, Henworthy had 
been Death in disguise, then the life of 
none of them was safe. He must move 
and move rapidly.

Racing back to his room, he called them 
— these men who had been condemned to 
die— one after another, on the telephone 
and told them what had happened. It was 
arranged that each should immediately 
change his base and that no one— not even 
Jimmy himself— should know where they 
had gone. When it became necessary to 
call them together, certain signals would 
be used. Until then, it was every man for 
himself.

That the sinister scientist was a master 
of metempsychosis Jimmy Holm knew only 
too well. He remembered, thanks to Nina 
Fererra’s assistance in restoring his mem
ory, that memorable night when he had, 
for a moment, tested the powers of the 
aged Doctor. And the memory of that 
terrible encounter with the headless giant 
in Ricks' study was too vividly impressed
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upon his memory to be so soon forgotten. 
Ricks still hovering between life and death 
in the hospital, his gigantic frame but a 
shadow of its former self, was still another 
proof of Doctor Death’s ability to strike 
through the bodies of his victims.

The thought of Nina Fererra flashed 
through his mind. Death had used her be
fore. Might he not use her again? He 
shuddered at the thought of it. Yet she 
was tied to the fiend— chained by invisible 
links that even the power of love could not 
break.

“ Next time 1 strike it wiO be through 
someone you love!”

He shuddered as he thought of the words 
mouthed by the bodiless head the night he 
had rescued Ricks from the crushing grip 
of those relentless fingers. Nina Fererra. 
It was through her that the old man would 
strike next.

Ricks? He smiled in spite of himsdf. 
Ricks, the hard-headed scoffer who refused 
to believe in the occult, even though it had 
been demonstrated before his very eyes. 
He wondered, when this latest news of 
Death’s activities reached the Inspector, 
whether he would change his mind. Or 
would he still growl that, sooner or later, 
there would be a logical explanation of 
everything?

One question continued coining to the 
fore: Why had Death left his body tem
porarily in the cellars of the abandoned 
aie brewery? Was there something about 
him, ghoul that he was, that required damp, 
dank places? If such was the case, it 
would be an easier task to locate him. But 
during his sojourn with the old man he 
had witnessed no such necessity. Yet 
Death had built his residence in the cave. 
But that had been the better to handle 
his Zombi and elementals.

Yet there must be some motive. For 
Doctor Death, canny old wizard that he 
was, never did things without a reason. It 
was that reason that he must search out. 
Once he bad found it, the riddle would be 
nearer solution.

The more he thought, the more confused 
he became. Finally he gave up in despair

and, drawing the telephone closer, put in 
a call for Blake. To the Secret Service 
man he told his problem. But Blake, as 
much of a scoffer as Ricks, argued, like that 
hard-headed limb of the law, that sooner or 
later, all that had happened would be 
logically explained. Meanwhile, he said, 
there was nothing to do but wait.

As the days went by the sinister scientist 
was conspicuous by his inactivity, laughing 
up bis sleeve while the police moved heaven 
and earth in an effort to find him. Night 
after night, Holm sat in moody silence, his 
brow furrowed in concentration, in an effort 
to commune with Nina. But the thought 
waves which, in times gone by, had been 
sent to him by the girl, were silenced.

In the end be was compelled to declare 
himsdf baffled.

MEANW HILE the suggestion made to 
the President had been carried out. 

The proclamation had been issued. Every 
church in the land had devoted a day to 
prayer and meditation in an effort to over
come the evO thought waves emanating 
from the brain of Doctor Death. That they 
were successful seemed to be demonstrated 
by the lack of activity on his pan.

Then, like a  bolt out of a clear sky, he 
strode— hitting in a thousand different 
places at once. Every part of the country 
felt the wave of hatred that surged over the 
nation. A  deluge of elementals swept over 
the land. In the form of cyclones and 
tornadoes, they danced and gyrated, de
stroying property, taking lives, spreading 
devastation in their wake.

No man was safe. The fanner, plowing 
in his sun-baked field, felt the scourge as 
did the rich man, taking his ease m some 
air-conditioned office, high above the noise 
and tumult of the city. The humble house
wife paid the same penalty as her wealthier 
sister of the gold coast.

Vainly did Holm, backed by the Presi
dent of the United States and the Cabinet, 
implore the United States Weather Bureau 
to locate the source of these peculiar look
ing clouds which always appeared in the 
shape of a distorted man— a man with flop-
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ping, swinging arms— dancing and thun
dering over the countryside. The officials 
could tell nothing. From the north, south, 
east and west, they appeared out of cloud
less skies, giving no warning, striking—  
dodging back into the void from which they 
came.

It had been Holm's idea that, once the 
scourge was located even within a distance 
of several hundred miles, he could, by con
centrating his forces, locate the Doctor. 
But now he was compelled to confess him
self baffled.

Nor could the others high in the ranks 
of the Secret 
Twelve g i v e  
him any assist
ance. T h e y  
were as badly 
puzzled as he 
was himself.

Then Doctor 
Death struck in 
another way— a 
way so heinous, 
so diabolical as 
to surpass all 
u n derstanding.

Sitting alone 
in his bachelor 
quarters, e x - 
hausted after a 
h a r d  day’s 
work, all of the 
l i g h t s  extin
guished save a 
small globe that 
burned in a shaded bridge lamp, Jimmy 
Holm bowed his head in meditation in an 
effort to bring, by concentration, the 
thought waves by which, he felt certain, 
Nina Fererra would, if she still lived, try 
to communicate with him.

Suddenly something brushed against him. 
He opened his eyes. He sensed her— felt 
her presence in the room.

Every faculty was alert now. A t last 
victory was his. Again he leaned his head 
against the cushions, his mind concentrated 
on communicating with the woman he 
loved.

Again something touched him. This tlms 
he felt it against his cheek. It was cold, 
clammy. It startled him. He opened his 
eyes.

Floating in the air was a human hand/
He leaped to his feet. For a moment ha 

stood there gazing at the apparition, too 
stupified to move. Then it suddenly darted 
forward, its fingers working convulsively 
as if seeking to wrap themselves about his 
throat. He leaped back a step, striking at 
it, smashing it to the floor.

It lay there, palm upward, the fingers 
moving slightly. He had a feeling that it

was looking at 
him —  that it 
had eyes that 
were glaring at 
him malevolent
ly-

T h e  fingers 
doubled c o n 
vulsively. H e 
almost shrieked 
aloud.

H e  r e c o g 
nized It now. 
T h o s e  long, 
slender fingers 
with the point
ed, p o l i s h e d  
nails —  fingers 
that were the 
color of ivory.

It was the 
hand of Nina 
Fererra!

He bent forward and picked it up. It 
was cold— chill and clammy. Dropping 
into the chair again, he held it under the 
light. The fingers bent lightly about his 
own, giving his hand a gentle pressure— a 
pressure that he remembered only too well.

The hand of Nina Fererral He recalled 
that night In Ricks’ library when other 
hands— the hands of the mad man— had 
been twisted about the Inspector’s throat— * 
the saber stroke that had severed them 
from the headless body; the head of the 
dead thing lying there on Ricks’ rug had 
spoken to him. “ I go now,” it had said.

Jimmy was paralyted with horror as the disem
bodied hand of the woman he loved reached for 

hit throat.
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“ T ils  time you win, Jimmy. But I will 
strike again— through someone you lovel”

He realized now that he bad felt all 
along— but had refused to admit— that 
Nina Fererra was dead, killed by the mon
ster who heid her captive

And Doctor Death, by mean* of some 
diabolical power known only to himself, 
had sent this proof to him.

He pressed the dead hand against his 
cheek. . . ,

The fingers suddenly slipped from his 
grasp and seized him by the throat. For 
an instant he was startled— paralyzed with 
fear— fear of the unknown. Then, as he 
felt the fingers tighten, he tried to pull 
them ofF. They dung to him, leech-like. 
Tighter and tighter they pressed against 
his windpipe, the sharp nails cutting into 
his flesh. He tried to scream— to shout 
for help. The breath was crushed out of 
his body. He was weak from lack of ft.

He was struggling desperately now, pry
ing at the terrible thing, bending back the 
fingers, pulling, tearing. The sweat stood 
out on his brow in great globules. The 
room swam about him in ever-widening 
circles.

Finally, with a desperate effort, he suc
ceeded in loosening the choking bold. He 
hurled the accursed thing from him and 
dropped back into the chair, his brain reel
ing-

For an instant it lay where he had thrown 
it. He arose and staggered toward it. It 
leaped away from him, moving like a meas
uring worm, the slender fingers stretching 
forth with a pulling motion, then humping 
up as the stump was drawn forward.

Cursing like a madman, Holm seized a 
book and hurled it at the gruesome thing. 
It leaped aside, dodging the missile by an 
inch. Then, before he could lay hands upon 
another weapon, it disappeared, vanishing 
in thin air.

He staggered into the bedroom and fell 
across the bed, his senses reeling.

The sudden b r-r-r-r of the telephone 
at his elbow brought him up standing. Even 
before he picked up the receiver and

shouted into the mouthpiece be knew that 
Doctor Death had struck.

Nor was he disappointed. The news that 
came thundering over the wire was so 
astounding, so unbelievable that even he, 
knowing better than any other man alive the 
ability of the man he was pitted against, 
shuddered.

For Doctor Death had struck again—  
struck with a new weapon which, for want 
of a better title, the papers dubbed “ The 
Dissolution Ray."

The dissolution m yl What was it? 
How was it generated? Scientific men de
bated the subject for days, advancing theo
ries in the papers that in normal times 
would have seemed preposterous. But Doc
tor Death’s sinister plans got attention.

CHAPTER X X I I

The Dissolution Ray

T HE watchman at the great UndermiH 
Air Craft plant had finished his lunch 

and, feet upon the desk, was smoking a final 
pipe preparatory to making his rounds.

The telephone rang. Dropping his feet 
to the floor with an angry bong at being 
disturbed, he removed the pipe from his 
mouth. Puffing the instrument closer, he 
lifted the receiver from the hook and bel
lowed a stentorian “ Henol”  into the 
mouthpiece.

“ Is this the Undermill Aircraft plant?” 
a harsh voice demanded.

“ It is,’ ’ the watchman retorted. “ What 
do you want and who the divil are yez to 
disturb a man when he’s resting?"

“ This is Doctor Death," came back the 
answer over the wires. “ I have no quarrel 
with you. You are a poor man— a member 
of the working class. I am warning you, 
therefore, that I will commence wrecking 
your plant inside of five minutes. I— ” 

“ Like thunder you will!" the watchman 
bristled. “ Not while I ’m on the job."

“ Unless you want to be buried under a 
hundred thousand tons of brick, mortar 
and machinery, you will leave the build-
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in?," the voice went on gratingly. “ You 
will, therefore, quit your post at once."

There was a click. The watchman jig
gled the receiver, but failed to get a re
sponse from the operator. The line was 
dead.

“  Doctor Death! ”  he growled to himself. 
“ The man the papers are full of. As if 
the old devil would stoop to warning the 
likes of me, the dirty— ”

He stopped suddenly as a bit of mortar 
fell upon his shoulder. He turned his eyes 
ceilingwards. The plaster was cracking 
In a thousand places. Even while he looked, 
a nuge chunk dropped, missing him by 
Inches. The walls, too, were commencing 
to give way. A partition tumbled as he 
turned and, face white and blanched, 
rushed through the door and down the wide 
hallway to the street.

Stones were falling around him like rain 
by the time he reached the exit. He scam
pered across the roadway like a mad hare 
to where the fire alarm box was located 
halfway down the block. Smashing the 
glass, he pulled the lever and let it leap 
back into place. An instant later he heard 
the wild shriek of the sirens as the first ap
paratus left the nearby station.

He turned to the building again. A  ter
rific crash greeted his ears. The entire 
front had fallen in. Even as he watched, 
one of the side walls buckled outward and 
fell with a force that rocked the earth.

By the time the first apparatus arrived, 
the building was a total wreck. Under the 
huge search lights of the fire department, 
they saw the huge pieces of masonry crum
ble like chalk and disintegrate into dust.

Machinery— great lathes, drill presses, 
woodworking mechanism of all kinds—  
masterpieces of iron and steel were dis
solving into atoms. Finished ships, one of 
them the huge, fifty-passenger biplane that 
was being constructed for transatlantic 
travel— half a hundred smaller craft in

various stages of completion— crumpled 
and disintegrated.

Then, out of the bleak and somber sky, 
came a whirling, spinning cloud blacker 
than the surrounding atmosphere. It had 
the shape of a man— a legless man whose 
head was in the clouds. It whooped and 
shrieked in hellish glee as it bore down 
upon the doomed factory, leaping high in 
the air, touching the ground at infrequent 
Intervals. Wherever it touched death and 
disaster followed.

The surrounding buildings went down 
before its onslaught like paper houses be
fore a gale of wind. The air was filled with 
the shrieks of the injured and the moans of 
the dying. From every side police cars 
raced to the doomed area. In their wake 
came the ambulances.

It struck the spot where, half an hour 
before, a great factory had stood. Twist* 
fng, doubling, it bent over and sucked up 
the crushed and pulverized stone at a single 
breath as a vacuum cleaner lifts the dirt 
from a carpet. It shrieked fiendishly, howl
ing and whistling like a mad thing. With 
the tail of its flapping garment of cloud- 
like vapor, it picked up a huge piece of fire 
apparatus and, carrying it through the air, 
hurled it through the top of a ten-story 
building.

Then, suddenly, It disappeared. And 
where the great buildings of the Undermill 
Air Craft plant had stood there now re
mained only cellars— a solid block of brick 
and masonry carried away almost in an 
instant.

The papers were filled with the story of 
the disaster. Edition followed edition as 
rapidly as the huge presses could turn them 
out. Business was stagnated. Dawn found 
the streets filled with milling, wondering 
people. Inspector Ricks, recuperating from 
his injuries, seized the first paper that came 
into the hospital and, reading, swore 
lustily.

*’ Th« National Capital W ill Be Crumpled Into Dust, 
To Be Scattered To The Four Winds I "
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Bellowing for his clothes, he hastily at
tired himself. In spite of nones and doc
tors, be staggered to a taxicab and hastened 
to the Central Detective B en to  where 
already a vast crowd was congregating, de
manding action on the part of the police, 
cursing official inefficiency.

The story of the night watchman was told 
and retold. His picture, pipe in mouth, 
appeared on the front page of every news
paper in die city. The press associations 
ceased sending out any other news in order 
to load their wires with this, the culminat
ing horror of all.

Then came a new sensation:

DOCTOR D EATH  SENDS DEATH 
T H R E A T  TO  T H E  NATION

Thus did the Sneed, papers play up the 
letter which followed the latest outrage. 
The letters appeared in five-inch wood-type 
across the front page of all of them. Every 
other sheet followed suit as the presses 
were again set in motion and editors, re
porters, copy-readers, linotype operators 
and pressmen, weary after a gruelling day, 
started again on what was the biggest sen
sation of all. Death’s latest letter read: 

M y patience is exhausted. I have given 
repealed warnings, none of which h aw  been 
observed. When next I strike, it will be not 
at any particular spot, but at the nation aa 
a whole.

Civilization as it now crista most cease. I 
have said this before. I  m y it again. The 
world nuot either go back to  the simple life 
of its own accord or I will destroy i t  The 
world knows I  possess a  power such as no 
man has enjoyed. I have bees given a mis
sion to fulfill, r intend to  fulfill i t

Here, then, b  my message to the world: 
The wheels of industry must stop. Scientists 
must cease their work. All patents in the 
United States Patent Office must be destroyed. 
The vast plants of trade and industry must 
be shut down and the machinery allowed to 
rust and crumple into dust. The a  ties must 
be emptied and men must return to the soil. 
Eventually I intend to wipe out all cities as 
1 have destroyed this great plant of the men 
who disobeyed my cum mauds. T o do so now 
would cause the deaths of many innocent peo
ple. And I hove no quarrel with the common 
man. X intend, therefore, to give the cities 
time to purge themselves before I level them 
into the dust

I  have demonstrated my power in other 
ways. Last night I  tiled, for the first time, 
w is t  you have called m y dunelntioft my. 1 
have the brain with which to create this 
great engine of destruction-. T will create 
further weapons o f  destruction.

T w o  weeks from today, .o s  August satb, 
unless I see that steps have been taken to 
carry out my commands, 1 strike again. The 
national capital will be crumpled into dust 
and the dust scattered to the four win da of 
braves. Following that, another respite of 
tw o weeks wiB be given. Then I  strike for 
the last time. When 1 have finished, not a  
plant of any consequence, not a  machine, not 
a building o f importance wiO be left on this 
side of the Atlantic.

A t the same time the minions under a y  
command wiB commence the work of whole
sale slaughter. The so-called gn a t men of 
our nation wiE die— just as J o in  Stark and 
Munson and Spafford and Henworthy died.

I  have commanded.
Doctor Death.

CHAPTER X X I I I

The Master Commands!

THE world was to be iestroyed.
Doctor Death had decreed it. Oddly 

enough, a majority of the people be
lieved his statement. In some quarters, 
the news was received with rejoicing. Men 
were to be reborn on a  common level; 
everyone was to start afresh. The wealthy 
would be brought down to a plane with 
the common men.

Doctor Death, over night, became a 
national hero with the working classes. 
Doctor Death dubs were formed with a 
Death’s  head as their emblem. Soap box 
orators sang his praises on street corners. 
The pobce broke up mass meetings of 
demonstrators in every large city.

It was a certainty that from these clubs 
and demonstrations Doctor Death was 
recruiting a small army. Already there 
was a feeling of tension In the air. It was 
whispered that mankind was to be de
stroyed with the exception of a certain 
few and that from this selected group a 
new race was to be started.

But Death himself, the head and brains 
of this impending disaster, was still a thing
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apart. Once he was in their power, the 
police knew that they could handle his 
followers. To this end the men of the 
Secret Service and Detective Bureau 
-ombed the city. Thousands of sympa
thizers were arrested, only to be freed for 
lack of evidence.

It was Doctor Death they wanted. And 
Doctor Death could not be found.

The very life of the government was -at 
stake, regardless of how great or small the 
peril might be to the general population. 
In the life of every nation, as in the lives 
of its people, come moments which because 
they are so colossal, so overwhelming, are 
beyond comprehension. Such was the case 
of the United States. A few thousand men 
— leaders of science, industry and govern
ment— recognized the terrible danger which 
threatened the world at large. These men 
were helpless.

Over them all, leaving no stones un
turned in the effort to seize the diabolical 
fiend who had made this all possible, was 
the Secret Twelve with the President of 
the United States at the head and Jimmy 
Holm as the managing director.

IN  a gloomy old house set down at the 
edge of a lake dose to New York City, 

Doctor Death sat in moody silence, his 
deep set eyes wearing a strange, far-away 
look as he listened over the radio to an 
impassioned oration made by a high offitial 
of the United States. As the words died 
away, the old man leaned forward and 
turned the machine off. Then, settling 
back in his chair he touched a button on 
the table and, lighting his battered pipe, 
dropped back against the cushions and 
closed his eyes in thought.

It was typical of the man that he should 
select such a place for his lair after being 
chased out of his subterranean fortress. 
There was something about his makeup 
that required darkness— stygian gloom. 
Like a fungus growth, he flourished best 
far from the light of day.

The building was huge and rambling. 
It stood far back from the main road; the 
lane which led to it was weed-grown and

filled with ruts. A  wall and a vast grove 
of spruce and fir trees shielded it from 
the pavement. The masonry was cracked 
and ruinous, covered with creeping vines 
and a peculiar growth of moss. The win
dows were tightly boarded, giving the place 
the appearance of being uninhabited.

The interior, in spite of the richness 
of its furnishings— for Doctor Death did 
not believe in stinting himself— was as 
dark and gloomy as was the outside. It 
was filled with rambling corridors, worn 
stairs, bleak, tunnel-like hallways and 
crumbling plaster. The suite of rooms 
used by the sinister Doctor were brilliantly 
lighted. The remainder of the place was 
as dark as a cavern, unfurnished and bleak.

Doctor Death made no movement as the 
door opened and Nina Fererra entered. 
She dropped into a chair with a defiant 
attitude, her eyes sweeping his gaunt, 
emaciated form insolently.

“ You rang?” she inquired.
Her gaze met his with a merciless, 

searching intentness.
“ You are still in an evil humor,”  he 

chuckled. “ It was time that you were 
taught a lesson. You have evidently not 
been punished sufficiently.”

“ I am not afraid of death,”  she said 
simply.

“ You misunderstand me,”  Doctor Death 
said coldly. “ I have no intention of kill
ing you. You are necessary to me— more 
necessary now than ever before, even 
though you have ceased to assist me in 
my experiments. One man stands in the 
way of my success. You can aid me in 
outwitting him. Need I mention his name?”

“ Jimmy Holm?”  she said in a low, 
hushed voice.

Death nodded.
“ Exactly, my dear. I know that you 

love this cub. Youth is pliable, flexible, 
bending under pressure. Had I killed him 
when I had the opportunity, I would be 
in control of the nation at this minute. 
Instead, I  foolishly allowed myself to be 
swayed by you. I should have put an end 
to him. By this time you would already 
have forgotten him.”
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He smiled cynically, noting that her face 
was working with poignant emotion.

“ Never!" she burst forth.
“ It has been a battle between my magic 

and your magic,’’ he went on. “ As a re
sult, you have restored to Jimmy Holm 
that which I took away from him— his 
memory. I  need him now— need him be
cause, without his leadership, my foes will 
be reduced to a state of confusion. Ricks 
knows only ordinary police methods. 
There are scientists— yes. But they are 
not policemen. Even by pooling their 
knowledge, they can get nowhere without 
this one man. Jimmy Holm must again 
be captured and his fangs plucked. This 
done, you may have him. It is through 
you that I must seize him. Will you ac
cept the task willingly?"

“ N o!” she interrupted defiantly.
The sinister old man rose to his full 

height. Her face blanched as he leaned 
forward, his cavernous eyes glaring into 
her own.

“ The time has come for a showdown!" 
he snarled. “ For a long time now you 
have defied me— dared me because of thb 
man— ”

“ I love him," she said simply, taming 
away.

“ Love! Bahl” he snapped. “ What is 
love? A mere matter of passion— here 
today, gone tomorrow. Do you think, girl, 
that I would allow an affair of the heart 
to interfere with my plans?"

“ Were you never young?” she asked.
He shrugged his shoulders.
“That has nothing to do with the mat

ter," he answered. “ Frankly, I have for
gotten, so busy have I been during my 
allotted span. But we are getting away 
from the subject. You must be disciplined 
— humiliated. Look at me, girl! Gaze into 
my eyes!"

“ Nol No! Not thatl Not thatl" she 
said with a shudder.

“ We will exchange bodies," he went on 
relentlessly. “ But since I dare not let you 
into thia old shell of mine, your soul—  
your ego— must roam the world of space 
until I restore your body to y o u . . . "

“ God, no!” she shrieked.
His glance, swift as lightning, seized 

upon her frail body. It blinded her, half 
stunning her, sending her reeling back 
against the table. She grasped it for sup
port.

“ Sorcerer! Necromancer!”  she screamed. 
“ You cannot . . ."

She was crouching on the floor now, 
her face buried in her slender hands, her 
shoulders shaking with suppressed sobs. He 
took a step forward and. bent over her, 
touching her white flesh with his bony fin
gers.

“ Look at me!”  he commanded.
“ Nol N ot’’ she shrieked.
Yet she turned her face upward and 

gazed at him out of wet eyes, her mouth 
quivering with emotion.

“ Jimmy!” she sobbed.
“ Your soul belongs to m e!" he snapped.
"J im m y  1 "
He was working rapidly now, every fac

ulty alert as he bent forward, his gaunt 
arms outstretched toward her. His brow 
was covered with great globules of sweat. 
His deep-set eyes glittered !ike burning 
coals. She shrank back. She ^creamed . . .  
once. Then there was silence.

A N  aura surrounded her— a thin, vapor- 
A  ish fog. Her eyes turned to Death 
pleadingly. For a moment the gossamer
like vapor hung over her, seemingly 
attached to her by a sort of umbilical cord. 
Then slowly, as if reluctant tn leave, it 
separated itself and floated in the air like 
a tiny cloud of smoke.

Doctor Death chuckled sardonically. 
With a peculiar shrug of his thin shoulder*, 
he pointed dramatically to an adjoining 
room. The smoke-like doud drifted i slowly 
through the door and lost itself in the 
darkness.

For an instant only Doctor Death stood 
there gazing down at the beautiful form 
of the girl upon the rug. Then, drawing 
himself to his full height, he shook him
self. His whole body writhed and twisted 
like that of a soul in torment.

Suddenly he staggered back, seizing upon



74 DOCTOR DEATH

the back of a chair for support. His gaunt 
form seemed to contract like a rubber bal
loon that has been deflated.

From him emanated the same fog-like 
aura that had been extracted from the 
body of the girl. It rose to mid-air, leap
ing, bounding, cavorting like a mad thing.

Then, as his bony frame collapsed in a 
little heap upon the floor, the foggy sub
stance settled over the still form of the 
girl. For a moment it bung suspended. It 
dropped until it covered her body . . .

Slowly, it dissolved into the slender 
form. The languorous eyes opened. She 
stretched herself and yawned. Then she 
leaped to her feet.

“ I am Doctor Death!”  she chuckled, 
gazing at herself in the long mirror. ‘T am 
Doctor Death!”

She burst into a peal of shrill, fiendish 
diabolical laughter.

CHAPTER X X IV

Holm Turns Devil

THE nation had one more week to 
live. Seven days remained of the 

two weeks allowed by the sinister Doc
tor Death in his letter to the news
papers following the wiping out of the Un- 
dermill Aircraft plant by the now famous 
dissolution ray.

Jimmy Holm had reached a point where 
he was little more than a bundle of nerves. 
Night and day be was on the job giving 
orders, receiving reports, handling his gi
gantic army of detectives and Secret Serv
ice agents like the general oi an army on 
the battlefield, barely allowing himself 
time to eat and sleep. No stone was left 
unturned, no clue too small to be run to 
its source.

From a thousand cities and hamlets 
scattered from Maine to California came 
reports of the sinister scientist's alleged 
activities. Each one had to be investigated, 
even though the officials were almost cer
tain that they were untrue; all had to be 
tabulated and filed. A small army of clerks 
was kept busy.

The Secret Twelve had come out of hid
ing, now that the time was limited. Daily 
— sometimes hourly— conferences were
held. The President bad, for the nonce, 
quitted the White House and, taking over 
an entire floor in one of the largest New 
York hotels, was conducting the business 
of the nation from the metropolis in order 
that be might be hi constant touch with 
the situation. The newspapers printed little 
other news than that devoted to the search 
for the moat dangerous criminal the world 
had ever known.

Nina Pereira was dead. Doctor Death 
had killed her. O f this Jknmy Holm was 
certain. And, in taking her life, the sinister 
being had stirred up a devil within Hobo’s 
breast that would never be quieted until be 
had paid the penalty in the electric chair. 
It was an obsession with him, this kinging 
to bring the monster to boot He thought 
of it by day. By night it filled bis difeams.

Sending her dead hand to him through 
the ether was diabolical. He shuddered 
when he thought of It. God, what un
limited power the fiend possessed.

Ricks, far from well, but filled with 
the same feverish energy as his subordinate, 
was constantly by his side, sparring him 
on. Caminetti had kept his word. The 
underworld had ceased its activities at a 
word from him, leaving the entire Detec
tive Bureau free to pursue Doctor Death 
unhampered. Save for the desk men on 
duty, the Central station was practically 
deserted.

The wolves of the underworld recog
nized the necessity of the police force of 
the nation devoting their time to the cap
ture of this menace as much as did their 
masters. Caminetti had so decreed and 
the word of Caminetti was law. Proudly, 
the uncrowned king of crime met with the 
other members of the Secret Twelve, hold
ing his thugs in leash with an iron band.

“ If even a ten cent piece is stolen— if 
one single drop of blood is shed— the ax 
of Tony Caminetti will fall!”

This was the edict that went out and 
these were the orders that were obeyed 
to the letter.
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“ Until I  say otherwise, even though the 
United States mint is left unguarded, it 
must not be touched,”  he snarled to his 
lieutenants. They, in turn, passed it to 
the others.

Holm had eaten a hasty dinner. Now, 
too nervous to remain in one place for 
long, he had strayed out into the lobby of 
the hotel where the unofficial White House 
had been established. Standing in the win
dow, he gazed out into the drizzling rain, 
his brow puckered in thought.

Mechanically his hand sought his case 
and extracted a cigarette. He struck a 
match. About to apply it to the end of the 
fag, he suddenly stopped. The flame 
burned down to his fingers unnoticed as 
he leaned forward with an exclamation of 
excitement

Nina Fererra had just passed.
Common sense should have told Jimmy 

Holm to take no chances with so subtle 
an enemy as Doctor Death. But, for the 
nonce, caution was thrown to the winds. 
Turning, he elbowed his way through the 
throng about the exit and anxiously looked 
about. For a  moment he failed to see her. 
Cars were constantly leaving the curb 
and be feared that she might have taken 
one of them. Then he caught sight of her 
again. She was halfway down the block, 
walking rapidly. He swung in behind her, 
dosing up the gap as fast as possible lest 
she give him the slip.

He had gained half the distance when a 
picture house gushed forth its crowd. For 
a moment he was held back. By the time 
he had fought his way through the milling 
mob, she was out of sight again.

He broke into a run. Reaching the cor
ner, he found that she had swung onto the 
side street The ram was coming down in 
torrents now, obscuring the lights. He 
could barely make out her figure in the 
darkness. She was walking rapidly. Once 
she glanced back, evidently knowing that 
she was pursued.

Ahead of her was a dark alley. She 
dodged into it. Breaking into a run, Holm 
speedily covered the distance to where 
she bad disappeared. For an instant he

stopped, gazing into the gloomy void. It 
was like a canyon, the tall buildings on 
either side looming up for countless stories 
until they seemed to meet at the top. In 
the middle of the block a single red light 
gleamed over an entrance; he was just in 
time to see her as she passed into i t

“ Ninal” be cried.
She stopped, casting a frightened glance 

over her shoulder. Then die broke into 
a rim and disappeared in the darkness.

Holm increased his speed, rapidly cover
ing the distance to where he had last seen 
her. He brought up in front of an open 
door. That she had dodged Into it was a 
certainty.

For a fleeting second or two he hesitated, 
realizing now that he had been lacking in 
caution. Then, squaring his shoulders, he 
threw common sense to the winds and, his 
fingers clasping the butt of his revolver, 
he took a step closer.

“ Nina!” he whispered.
He was certain that he heard a move

ment far back in the darkness.
"N inal" he said again.
Receiving no answer, he stepped inside 

the door.
Again he whispered her name. He was 

certain that he heard her low, tense breath
ing.

Something swept over him, engulfing 
him. It stifled him, taking his breath. His 
senses reeled.

MUSCULAR arms were around his 
shoulders. Something was pressed 

against his nose. He tried to hold his breath 
— to fight it off— but in vain. The fumes 
surged through his head, intoxicating him. 
He would have fallen had not strong arms 
held him up.

The gun dropped from his nerveless fin
gers unnoticed.

He sat up and rubbed his aching eyes, 
staring about dazedly. His head ached. 
His legs felt heavy and numb. He tried to 
move them, only to find that they were 
like leaden weights.

He was lying on a low divan. He strug
gled to a sitting position and, with the as
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sistance of his hands, swung his feet to the 
floor. Then he made shift to stand erect. 
His legs crumpled beneath his weight and 
he toppled backwards upon the couch again.

A  sinister laugh greeted his efforts. He 
turned his head.

Doctor Death was standing in the open 
doorway, a sardonic smile on his saturnine 
face.

T HEN, for the first time, Holm saw, 
through the open doorway, Nina 

Fererra in the other room. She was seated 
in a huge, overstaffed chair, her head resting 
against the cushions, her arms hanging 
limply, her face curiously white and waxed: 

“ Dead? Is she dead?” be demanded. 
Doctor Death chuckled again.
“ No such good news, my young friend,” 

he rasped. “ Perhaps it would be better for 
you if she were.”

He took a step closer and surveyed Holm 
through half-lowered lids.

“ I have no reason for deceiving you,” 
he said coldly. “ Your condition 13 such 
that you are practically helpless. Mean
while— watch! ”

He turned to the girl. From somewhere 
a vaporish aura swept over the form of the 
recumbent girl. It settled over her like 
smoke, enveloping her in its sinuous, snaky 
whorls. She opened her eyes . . .  stretched 
forth her hands m a gesture of appeal. 

Death snapped his fingers.
The vaporish substance lifted. For an 

Instant it hung over the slender form as 
the girl dropped back against the cushions 
again. Then it disappeared.

•‘Her soull”  Doctor Death said harshly. 
“ She is dead now, but her soul still lingers 
with her, because I willed it so. It is up 
to you whether she lives again or whether, 
until the end of time, her soul— her ego—  
wanders through space, while her body, 
her shell, her framework, if you will, re
mains as you see it now. In plain words, 
she will become one of my Zombi— a living

dead woman, devoid of everything except 
the abiftty to move— ”

“ Horrible 1”  Holm exclaimed.
Death chuckled again.
“ Poor, deluded fool,”  he said. “ You—  

you thought that you could drcumvent 
me.”

H ie okf man snapped an order. A Zombi 
returned a  moment later with a decanter 
and glasses. Filling two of them, Death 
took a tiny vial from the drawer oi the desk 
and let fall a  few chops of a  dear Squid 
into one of them. He handed it to Jimmy.

“ Drink 1”  he commanded curtly. “It will 
clear the fumes from your head and make 
you conscious of what I am saying. Your 
legs will, however, remain, paralyzed until 
I will otherwise. You need have no fear. 
You should know me well enough by this 
time to realize that, had' I  wanted to kill 
you, I  could have done so long ago."' -

Jimmy Holm quaffed the amber fluid. 
I t  raced through his veins like molten metal, 
clearing his head in an instant.

He glanced again through the open door
way. Nina Fererra 1 He cared little for 
himself. Bat this girl, condemned to this 
living death. God! It was unthinkable.

“You devil!”  be roared. “ Infamous mon
ster!"

Death shook his head reprovingly.
“ Harsh words will avail you nothing,”

he said.
“ What is it that you want of me?”  

Jimmy asked, after a moment.
Doctor Death smiled benevolently.
“ I knew that you would use your good 

sense,”  he chuckled. “ What I ask is very 
little, Jimmy Holm. Give me your word 
of honor that you will not attempt to lay 
a hand on me— that you will return to me 
on your former status. In payment, I 
will give you back the use of your limbs 
and the life of Nina Fererra. Otherwise— ”

He spread out his hands, paims up, in 
a gesture of finality.

“ I promise,” Jimmy Holm said slowly.

H e  Called For Nina But The Horribfe Creatures O f  Death 
Edged Closer, Reaching For H is Throat.
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There was a timid knock at the door of 
the huge penthouse atop the Quiller build
ing where Tony Caminetti held sway as 
king of the underworld. A  peculiar door it 
was, grained and painted so as to resemble 
wood. In reality it was chromium steel. 
Pulling aside a tiny slide, the guard on duty 
placed his eye to an almost invisible peep
hole and peered out.

CHAPTER X X V

Caminetti Shows His Guns

A WEASEL-FACED man stood under 
the doorlight, the rain dripping from 

the brim of his battered hat.
“ Mnggs Dent,”  the guard muttered to 

his companion who was lounging in a 
leather-covered chair beside a table on 
which rested a machine gun.

“ Let'm  in,” the other growled.
The guard unlocked the door and held 

it open just far enough to allow the weasel
faced man to step inside. Then he closed 
it and hastily shot the bolt.

“ Wot the hell d’you want?” he exploded. 
“ Y ’ know damned well the big boss don’ 
want the likes of youse cornin’ here, an’ 
him hobnobbin’ wit’ th’ best men in the 
country."

The weasel-faced man nodded.
“ I know all dat,”  he said in an awed 

whisper. “ But I ’ve got something— some
thing big dat he’s gotta know about— right 
now. Jeezl I ’m tellin’ youse dat it’s im
portant."

“ Tell me!” the guard growled.
Muggs Dent shook his head stubbornly. 
“ It’s fer d’ boss’ ear alone,” he answered. 
The big guard got out of his chair slowly 

and took a step toward the other, his huge 
fists doubled.

“ Kick in wit’ d’ info, sweetheart,”  he 
growled, “or youse’ll be takin’ a ride dat 
you won’t come back from. Get me?” 

Dent's face paled.
“ All right," he agreed. “ But fer th’ love 

of God get it to d’ big boy quick.”
He leaned forward and dropped his voice. 
“ Dey’ve got Holml”

The big guard started.
“ Meanin’ jus' what?”  he growled.
“ STaelp me God!”  Muggs Dent said vir

tuously. “I seen ’m take ’lm. Here’s his 
rod. It dropped from his pocket when dey 
was tusslin’ wit’ rtm.”

He jerked the revolver that had fallen 
from Holm’s hand from his pocket and ex
tended it butt first, to the other. For an in
stant the two guards gazed at him under 
lcfWered eyelids. Then the first nodded to 
his companion.

“ Better get dis to Tony pronto,”  he said.
The other shook his head solemnly.
“ Sure,” he said. “ Ain't we playin’ wit’ 

d ' p ’lice now?’’
He hurried through an adjoining door 

and rapped softly on the panels of the 
master’s room. A second later Tony Ca
minetti, bis slender form draped in a fig
ured silk dressing gown, stepped into the 
room.

“ What’s this I. hear, Muggs?” he de
manded. “ The boys say that you have 
some hot information.”

“ Dey’ve got Holm,”  Dent said ex
citedly. “ I seen ’em take ’im, boss. See, 
dere’3 his rod.”

He pointed to the revolver on the table. 
Caminetti picked the weapon up and ex
amined it closely.

“ Police department gun, all right,”  be 
said. “ Go ahead with your story. Did 
they kill him?”

The weasel-faced man shook his head.
“ I don’t t’ink so,” be answered. “ Here’s 

d’ dope: I ’m in d’ alley back of d’ Ant
ler building tonight watchin’ fer a  moll 
dat I know who’s woikin’ in a restaurant 
dere, when who does I  see turnin’ in but
a gang of dem Reds. I knows one of
dem; it was Rogeski, d’ guy dat d ’ p ’lice 
had d’ trouble wid a while back. I knows 
dat he’s got it in fer me, thinkin’ dat I'm 
d’ guy wot turned ’im in, so I quick looks 
aroun’ fer a place t’ do a fadeaway. Right 
beside me is an open door an’ I  dodges 
into i t  I just gets back away from d’
door when in dey comes, Rogeski at d'
head. I  t’inks dat dey’s got me cornered 
an’ I ’m reachin’ fer me heat when I sees



78 DOCTOR DEATH

dat dey hadn’t noticed me at all. It was 
somebody else dat dey was after.

“  ‘Sh-h-h!’ I hears Rogeski whisper, 
‘here he comes.’

“ A minit later who steps up to d’ door 
but Holm. Dere’s a red light close by 
an’ I gets a square view of his mug.

“ ‘Nina!’ he says, jus’ like dat.
“ Den he pulls out his rod an’ steps in

side an’ dey mobs ’im. I hears ’im tus
slin’ fer a minit an’ den somethin’ drops 
against me toe. It was Holm’s rod.

“ Let 'im down!’ I hears Rogeski say.
“ A minit later dere’s a truck pulls 

up at d’ door and dey shoves Holm into 
it and pulls out. I waits till I ’m sure dat 
dey are gone an’ den I pulls my freight 
f ’r here, knowin’ how youse an’ Holm is 
pals right now. An’ dat’s--tfce story, so 
help me, an’ dere’s d' gun to prove it.”

T HAT Tony Caminetti was a man of 
action had been demonstrated a hun

dred times in his climb from obscurity to 
leadership in the world of crime. He dem
onstrated it again now. fo r  a few minutes 
he tired questions at Dent with the rap
idity of one of his own machineguns. 
Then, satisfied that the man was telling 
the truth, he turned to the telephone and 
put in a call for Ricks. Five minutes later 
the Inspector, a dozen men at his back, 
was on his way to the penthouse.

Muggs Dent was interrogated a third 
time. He stuck to his story.

Ricks was puzzled.
“ You say that he called the name

‘Nina’?” he asked.
Dent nodded.
“ Dat’s wot he says. ‘Nina!’ he says, 

jes’ like dat. Yet dere wasn’t no dame 
dere. Nobody but d’ Reds.”

“ You’re certain about that?"
The weasel-faced man nodded indig

nantly.
“ If dere’d been a skoit I ’d a noticed 

her, wouldn’t I?”  he asked.
“ And the truck? Did you get the num

ber?”
The thin face of Muggs Dent lighted

up.

“ Jeez! Inspector, I  mos’ forgot dat,” 
he exclaimed. “ Now dat you mention it, 
I  did. I coukl see it plain as d ’ nose on 
me face as it toined around under d’ light 
t’ back up. It was N.Y.-00-2 22-000. It ’s 
funny I didn’t t ’ink of it before.”

The Inspector seized the telephone and 
called Headquarters.

Ricks’ mind was racing with conjectures 
as he replaced the receiver on the hook 
and turned back to where Tony Camin
etti was regarding him quizzically. The 
snatches of ’phone conversation the king 
of the underworld had overheard told him 
that the scent was hot. There was a grim 
lock on the Inspector’s face as he jerked 
his thumb toward the other room.

With a nod of comprehension, Camin
etti led the way into his private parlor. 
Then, dropping into a chair and indicat
ing another across the table, he shoved 
a decanter of whiskey and a glass toward 
his guest

“ Drink?” he asked. “ It’s the best stufi 
money can buy."

Inspector Ricks shook his head.
“ Haven’t the time,” he growled. “ Tony, 

you’ve picked up something big— biggest 
thing, I ’m thinking, that’s come our way 
so far in this case.”

The Italian’s eyes glistened with excite
ment.

“ Splendid!” he exclaimed. “ And may 
I ask what you have learned?”

For a minute there was silence. In
spector Ricks wondered just how far he 
dared trust this man, this enemy of so
ciety who, until a few weeks ago, had been 
his bitterest enemy, and who now was 
fighting by his side.

“ I think that, perhaps, you have located 
the man we are after,”  he said finally. 
“ For your private information, I ’ll say 
that Holm did disappear. He and I ate 
dinner together. He stepped out into the 
lobby. Five minutes later when I went 
out I found him gone. What your man 
says dovetails in with what I have just 
found out.”

“ And that is?”
“ New York truck license 00-222-000 is
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registered in the name of a man named 
Letowski,”  Ricks answered. “A. Letow- 
ski, who is presumed to live somewhere near 
Lake Whatcum. And Ansel Letowski, 
my friend, was one of the gang of 
Communists that we had under arrest a 
few days back for indulging in one of 
those Death Club parades. I t ’s my opin
ion, that we will do a little investigating up 
Lake Whatcum way.”

CHAPTER XX V I

Slashing Torture

DARKNESS hung like a pall over the 
little town of Lake Whatcum as 

Ricks’ big machine, its folders covered 
with mud from the long drive from 
New York, its seats packed with husky 
policemen, swept through the main street. 
Ricks, slumped in the seat beside the driver, 
tired though he was, for he was still far 
from being a well man, felt a growing ten
sion— the feeling that comes over the big 
game hunter when he first senses his quarry. 
Doctor Death was somewhere near him. 
He knew it— would have staked his life 
on i t  He had had the same feding before 
in his long career as a detective; it always 
came to him at the crucial moment in a 
case. “ Ricks’ hunch,”  his fellow officials 
called i t

Somewhere within a radius of a few 
miles lurked the menace that threatened 
the safety of the world— the man rh o  was 
terrorizing the entire country.

“ Slow up,”  he growled to the driver. 
“ Let’s see if we can find anybody alive 
in this burg.”

Even as be spoke a man swung around 
the comer. The light of a street lamp 
glittered on the huge star pinned to his 
breast. It was the night watchman. Ricks 
hailed him and presented his credentials.

“ Ansel Letowski?”  the watchman said, 
scratching his stubbly chin reflectively. 
“ Now I ’m thinking that he must be one 
of that gang of Rooshins or Poles, or 
whatever they are, that bought the old 
Crum place a month or two back. Going

to start some sort of colony, I ’ve heard It 
said, although I haven’t seen any sign of 
it so far.”

Ricks nodded.
“ Where is it?”  he asked.
He waited until the other had given 

minute directions how to get to the ram
bling old house on the other side of the 
lake. Then, with a word of thanks, he 
nodded to his chauffeur and they were on 
their way again.

The rain had almost ceased, but the 
sky was still moonless. They turned into 
the muddy lane that led through the tangle 
of brambles and scrubby trees, finally com
ing to a stop at the huge iron gate.

Ricks dismounted and gazed at the high 
stone fence which extended, as nearly as 
he could ascertain, around the whole place. 
Then, with a grunt to his men, he took a 
pair of nippers from the car and cut the 
chain with which the gate was locked.

The yard was overgrown with stunted 
trees and vines, but when they had strug
gled through the maze, they found them
selves on the edge of a clearing along the 
lake in which stood a gaunt old house, 
rambling and vast, the windows boarded. 
To all appearances, it was untenanted.

Then, again, Rides rushed in when cau
tion should have warned him to move 
slowly.

Quietly, keeping within the shadows of 
the trees, they moved around the clear
ing until they were in the rear of the tum
bledown old pile. Here Ricks halted them. 
Dropping to ail fours, he moved forward 
cautiously, creeping from bush to bush, 
from shadow to shadow, until he stood 
within a yard of one of the tightly boarded 
windows. Satisfied that he could not gain 
entrance here, he moved a trifle farther to 
the right.

A t the same moment the door opened 
and a man armed with a sawed off shot 
gun, stepped onto the rickety porch.

The fellow, evidently a guard, was al
most within arm’s reach of the Inspector. 
Ricks, his every nerve tingling with the 
feeling of Doctor Death’s proximity, was 
anxious to get into the house. The guard
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left the door open a tiny crack. For an 
instant he looked around. Apparently sat
isfied, he was about to turn back into the 
house. He stopped suddenly with an ex
clamation, his eyes peering into the dark
ness.

For Ricks, shifting his feet, had stepped 
upon a twig.

The guard leaped forward, his gun 
leveled. Now Ricks’ years of experience, 
his amazing quickness of eve and accu
racy of judgment, stood him in stead. Like 
a flash his gun arm rose and fell. The 
butt of the heavy police revolver caught 
the other on the temple. He stiffened, 
rocking backwards and forward dizzily.

Ricks jerked the shot gun from the fel
low’s nerveless grasp. At the same time 
the revolver descended again with crushing 
force. With a little grunt, the man’s legs 
doubled beneath him and he would have 
crashed to the ground had not the Inspec
tor s arm shot out and steadied him.

It was the work of but a second for the 
big policeman to drag the unconscious man 
back into the bushes and shackle him hand 
and foot. Then tying a handkerchief over 
his mouth for a gag, he wriggled his way 
back to his men and, informing them what 
had happened, led the way back to the 
house.

Stealthily, his gun out and cocked, Ricks 
stepped into the darkened passageway. He 
waited until his men were all inside, then 
carefully dosed the door lest some vagrant 
current of air betray their presence. His 
sense of intuition— the feeling that he was 
dose to his quarry— was growing stronger 
each minute. The silence was acute. The 
atmosphere was charged with tautness, an 
indefinable something, a sense of expec
tancy. Somewhere a plank creaked; their 
hearts stood still.

It was Ricks who first threw off the feel
ing of oppression that hung over them. 
Whispering a command to his subordinates, 
he stretched forth his hand. Finding the 
wall, he led the way down the passage
way, finally ending up in front of a door.

With a whispered word of caution to the 
others, Ricks pressed his ear against the

panels and listened. Hearing nothing, his 
hand sought the knob. Finding it, he gave 
it a cautious turn. It responded to his 
touch. Opening the door he stepped in
side.

The blackness here was even more 
stygian than it had been in the passage
way. Again they listened, Ricks waiting 
just inside the door until they were all 
gathered around him. There was a musty 
smell about the place— a feeling of empti
ness.

With a whispered word to the others to 
be ready, the Inspector took hi3 flashlight 
from his pocket and pressed the button. 
The momentary glimpse they caught dur
ing the brief interval that the light was 
on showed the interior of a huge, empty 
room— a room entirely devoid of furniture, 
the plaster cracked, the paper hanging from 
the walls in shreds. On the opposite side 
was a second door. Ricks led the way to
ward it.

Then the floor dropped from beneath
their feet.

J IM M Y HOLM, waking from the dream
less sleep into which Death’s draught 

had sent him, beheld the gaunt form of the 
sinister old man standing over him, a small 
glass of amber-colored liquid in his hand.

“ Drink this,” he commanded curtly. “ It 
will relieve the paralysis in your legs and 
I have need of you. I take it that your 
word of honor still stands?”

Holm nodded. Then, taking the potion 
from the other’s grasp, he downed it at 
a gulp. Then he dropped back against 
the pillows, his vitals burning as if filled 
with fire.

“ You have poisoned me, you devil!”  he 
shrieked.

Doctor Death shook his head.
“ You wrong me,” he said calmly. "The 

pain will pass away in an instant.”
He spoke the truth. Within a moment 

or two the burning sensation was succeeded 
by a feeling of exhilaration. Holm’s head 
swam dizzily. Then this, too, cleared 
away, leaving him his normal self again. 
He tested his legs, rising to his feet and
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Suddenly the floor dropped. The Inspector and his men plunged into darkness.



82 DOCTOR DEATH

taking a step or two gingerly. Finding that 
he could walk, he took a turn about the 
room.

Doctor Death, who had been watching 
him, chuckled.

“ Soon you will begin to believe me when 
I say that my knowledge of drugs and 
medicines is as unlimited as my knowl
edge of the occult,” he said. “ But come. 
You are yourself again and I have a sur
prise in store for you."

He led the way through the room and 
down a narrow stairway into the cellar.

“ Your assumption that I have recruited 
a number of men to assist me is correct,” 
he said. “ Without their aid, I  would be 
unable to assemble the vast amount of 
paraphernalia that I find necessary within 
the short space of time allotted to me. I 
have several of these men here now. Their 
orders are to kill you— shoot without mercy 
— should you violate your parole.

“ Two men,” he went on, half to him
self, “ have caused me more trouble than 
all the rest of the world combined. Had 
it not been for them, I honestly believe 
that my life work would have been achieved 
and the nation ere now agreed to my de
mands. Those men? You can probably 
guess their names. One of them is your
self. The other is Inspector John Ricks. 
Now I have both of you in my powerl”

“ Ricks a prisoner!”  Holm gasped.
Doctor Death nodded.
“ You can see for yourself,”  he said, 

throwing open a door.
Inspector Ricks lay bound upon a low, 

flat table. He was conscious, for his eyes 
glared up at his captor. Then, catching 
sight of Jimmy, his mouth tightened.

“ I came to rescue you,”  he said “ Now 
I find that you have turned traitor.”

Doctor Death halted him with a ges
ture.

“ It has long been my ambition to see 
this minute,”  he said. “ It is needless for 
me to state that I hate both of you. You, 
Ricks, must die. As for Jimmy, I would 
kill him, also, but I need the help of Nina 
Fererra and with Holm dead, I could get no 
assistance from her— the lovesick fooll In

killing you. I  will teach Holm a lesson.”
His finger touched a button on the wall. 

There was a whirring sound and the table 
on which Ricks lay commenced to move 
slowly forward.

Then Holm saw something that caused 
him to shriek aloud.

Beside Ricks, so close that it almost 
touched him, was a small wheel edged 
with knives. The moving table was bear
ing him directly into i t  In a moment it 
would be tearing into his vitals.

“ Stop!” Holm commanded.
Death’s finger pressed the button again. 

The machinery stopped.
The aged scientist chuckled. There was 

an insane glitter in his eyes as Holm took 
a step forward, his fists doubled, his jaw 
outthrust.

“ Your word of honor!”  he said. “ Re
member? And remember, also, that Jfina 
Fererra has not yet been released from
bondage.”

Jimmy Holm stopped in his tracks, the 
sweat pouring from his face. The wheel, 
once started again, would tear Ricks apart 
in an instant. It was not six inches from 
him, while his body was so strapped to the 
table that it would sever him end for end.

What was he to do?
In spite of the sinister scientist’s dia

bolical powers, he believed that in his pres
ent frame of mind, he could handle the old 
man. A sudden blow to the point of the 
jaw, taking him unawares, would turn the 
trick and save Ricks’ life. But to do =o 
would be to sentence Nina Fererra to a fate 
worse than death. For Doctor Death, 
thwarted, would never forgive him. Nina 
Fererra, her soul separated from her body, 
would be condemned to go on through to 
eternity alive and yet dead— a Zombi.

CHAPTER X X V II

The diabolical Contrivance

HOLM had little time for reflection.
For Doctor Death, seeming to sense 

his thoughts, gave a sharp command. 
Half a dozen men leaped into the room and 
sprang upon him. For a minute he strug
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gled. They overpowered him by sheer 
weight of numbers. Then, holding him 
prisoner, they turned to Doctor Death, 
waiting his orders. Huge, uncouth crea
tures, they were, bewhkkered, bestial. 
Holm recognized several of them as men 
who had recently been under suspicion of 
being part of the dreaded scientist’s newly 
recruited army of Reds. That the recogni
tion was mutual was demonstrated by the 
looks of hatred they cast at him.

“ Charming little playmates, are they 
not?”  Death said mockingly. “ I need 
them, though. One thing about them, 
Jimmy, is that they will take orders. They 
lack the brains to think for themselves 
and they can do many things that my 
Zombi cannot do. And they hate both you 
and Ricks.

“ It is fitting that you should have a part 
in the death of your friend,”  he went on. 
“ It will give you something to think about

the man meant by his words. Where did 
he fit into the scheme? Then, as be saw 
the diabolical contrivance, bis heart missed 
a beat.

Before him was a small windlass. From 
it ran a belt to the crank shaft overhead. 
And from this crank shaft ran a second belt 
to the mechanism which operated the knife- 
armed wheel. But the windlass operated in 
die opposite direction from the shaft.

“ Watch 1”  Doctor Death commanded.

ON E  of the grinning Reds dragged the 
table on which Ricks was bound a 

little farther from the wheel. Then he seized 
the handle of the windlass and commenced 
turning. The table moved backward and 
away from the gleaming blades. Death 
nodded. A second man pressed the switch. 
Instantly the table moved' toward the 
whirling engine of destruction. B y turn
ing the windlass steadily, the table could be

“ Rest For One Moment, A n d  The Knives Will Geep Up To 
Rip Your Friend Limb From L im b i”

in the years to come. I  am not a cruel 
man ordinarily, Jimmy; I  do not care to 
witness unnecessary suffering.

“ But of late I seem to have developed a 
new tendency. Perhaps it is my associa
tion with my charming allies here.”  He 
made a gesture toward the grinning Com
munists who were holding Holm prisoner. 
“ I seem to get a sort of sadistic pleasure 
out of human misery.

“ That, however, has nothing to do with 
the case at band. Rides must die. And 
you, Jimmy, must be taught a lesson—  
a lesson that you will never forget. The 
knowledge that Doctor Death is omnipo
tent must be impressed upon you. How 
can that be done more vividly than by al
lowing you to assist in the killing of your 
closest friend?”

He leaned his head back and shrieked 
with laughter.

“ Bring him here,”  he commanded, mov
ing across the room.

Jimmy was puzzled. A s the Reds 
dragged him to where the insane scientist 
stood, he wondered for an instant what

held stationary. The moment he stopped 
turning, it moved slowly toward the re
volving teeth.

“ It is to be a test of your endurance, 
Jimmy,”  Death chortled, throwing off the 
switch. “ I regret exceedingly that I have 
not the time to sit here and watch you. 
But I have other and more important work 
to do. The screams of John Ricks as the 
knives tear through his vitals would be a 
pleasure to me.”

For a moment Holm was unable to be
lieve his senses. Insane though he knew 
the man who called himself Doctor Death 
to be, he was unable to reconcile his char
acter with this cruel being who stood be
fore him. Doctor Death, the man who 
believed himself the mouthpiece of the 
Creator, was one thing. But this fiend, 
thirsting for blood, was different. Cold 
dread clawed at his soul.

Then, as his glance stole toward Ricks, 
he shuddered anew.

The table was covered with dried blood, 
clumps of matted bair, bits of what ap
peared to be human flesh.
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“ These Reds learned the art of cruelty 
in their mother country,” Death said with 
a chuckle. “ They practiced here recently 
with one of their fellows— a traitor to their 
cause. They die, who interfere with the 
progress of my plans. I reward, and I 
punish. I am all-powerful.”

“ You are a damned monster,” Holm 
snarled.

Ricks, white-faced, shook his head.
“ Don't even try the windlass, Jimmy,”  

he said. “ Sooner or later your strength 
will be exhausted and you'll have to stop, 
anyway. It may as well be now as half an 
hour later. And a man can die but once.”

Death shrieked with laughter at the In
spector’s speech. But Jimmy shook his 
head. Then, at a word of command, hia 
legs were shackled to the floor.

“ I must go,”  Death snapped. “ I have 
spent enough time with you. Despite your 
actions toward me, however, I will give you 
a fair start. See? I move the table back 
to its full length. It takes just sixty sec
onds for it to move from where it now 
stands to where the saw will strike, Jimmy. 
Sixty seconds for you to rest when you 
grow weary . . . ”

Turning, he stepped toward the door, 
his grinning followers close behind.

“ Farewell, Ricks!” he snarled.

HIS hand stretched forth and touched 
the switch, throwing the machinery 

into motion. Slowly the table to which the 
Inspector was bound moved toward the 
whirling blades.

Jimmy Holm seized the handle of the 
windlass and turned. The movement of 
the table stopped. He worked faster and 
it moved backward.

Then commenced a test of endurance 
such as man has seldom been compelled 
to go through. Neither man spoke as the 
minutes passed slowly by. Holm found 
that by keeping up a steady turning, work
ing neither too fast nor too slow, that he 
could hold the table stationary. In spite 
of this, however, the tedious, everlasting 
movement told on him. Within half an 
hour his arms ached from wrist to shoul

der. Then came pains in his back. Every 
movement was a torture. Worse and 
worse grew the muscular pains. He swayed 
as he turned the crank.

Occasionally he was forced to stop for 
a moment. The table seemed to dash 
forward; each time he rested it was neces
sary for him to work the harder in order 
to drive it back to its original position. 
The sweat stood out on hia body in great 
beads. Facing the Inspector as he was, 
the doomed man could see the suffering 
that he was going through.

“ Let it go, Jimmy, old manl" Ricks 
called to him. “ It will only be the matter 
of seconds. We’ve faced bullets together 
without flinching. This is the same thing. 
It means little more than a chunk of lead. 
Stop. Why prolong what we both know 
is inevitable?”

Jimmy Holm shook his head negatively. 
He was too exhausted to answer.

In spite of his every effort the devilish 
thing was gaining on him now. He was 
working like a man in a .daze. His every 
muscle ached; each turn of the crank 
seemed to tear into his very vitals. It felt, 
he imagined, the way the knives would 
feel when they ripped through Ricks’ flesh. 
He gazed at the Inspector through a 
haze . . .

Suddenly the wheel's shrill screaming 
took on a different tone. It brought him 
to his senses. He cursed himself for a lag
gard. Gaining ground as it had, the knives 
had reached the Inspector; the difference 
in sound was caused by the doomed man’s 
clothing as it twisted about the blades.

Holm, summoning every ounce of 
strength at his command, threw his weight 
against the crank. The table slowly moved 
back again until, for the moment, the 
white-faced man was granted another re
spite.

Ricks, bound to the table, could see the 
condition the other was in. He realized 
that it was only a matter of minutes now 
— seconds, perhaps. Strangely, he had no 
fear. He had reached a state where his 
faculties were benumbed— where he almost 
welcomed death.
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“ Let it go, Jimmy,”  he said calmly. 
“ No use trying any more. You’ve made 
a good fight, my boy, and God bless you 
fo rk . It will all be over in a  minute. And, 
lying here facing death as- I ’ve been, I ’ve 
had a chance to think of a great many 
things. It will not be hard; a sudden 
twinge of pain— then oblivion.’’

The voice seemed to come as from a 
great distance. Jimmy shook his head sav
agely.

“ Not . . .  licked . . .  y e t . . . ”  he heard 
himself gasp.

Again he put his weight to the crank and 
had the satisfaction of seeing the table 
slide back. The effort was too much for 
him. Once more it moved forward in spite 
of him. It was upon the wheel now . . . 
The blades were again cutting through the 
clothing. He tried to move a bit faster. But 
his arms were like dead things . . .

From outside came the sharp report of a 
revolver 1 A  women screamed as the door 
was flung open.' The switch clicked and 
the machinery stopped with a low, singing 
whine.

“ Thank God! ” he heard Ricks say.
Then he slumped across the windlasa,

CHAPTER X X V III

Zombi to the Rescue

N INA FERERRA was bending over 
him. She dragged him to his feet. 

“ Quick!”  she exclaimed. “ I was forced 
to shoot the guard on duty just out
side the door.- The others probably heard 
the report of the gun and will be here in a 
minute.”

Holm leaped erect. His body ached in 
every joint Every muscle twitched. Yet 
the unexpected coming of the girl filled 
him with new hope. A feeling of intoxi
cation swept over him like a stimulant lend
ing him added strength.

He bent over the form of Ricks. In spite 
of what he had gone through, the Inspec
tor grinned back at him.

“ It’s not on the cards that we should 
die yet, Jhnmy,” he said.

An instant later the ropes that bound 
the big detective to the table were loosened 
and they helped him to his feet His legs 
were benumbed; he would have fallen had 
they not held him up.

“ Go ahead!" he commanded. “ Don’t 
wait for me. Save yourselves. I ’ll get 
out of here some way.”

Jhnmy Holm shook his head savagely. 
Dropping to his knees, he attacked the In
spector’s legs with an intensity that sur
prised even himself. For a  moment he 
kneaded and massaged. Then, as the blood 
rushed back through the veins and arteries, 
Ricks was able to take a step or two.

Somewhere above them they coaid hear 
the sound of running footsteps. Excited 
voices were calling. Nina Fererra trem
bled as she looked at the two men anxi
ously.

“ Doctor Death is gone,”  she said. 
“ That is bow I  managed to get to you m 
time. He went to the city an hour ago. 
And they left me unguarded for a minute. 
There is no one here except those awful 
men. To fall into their hands would be 
worse than being in his power.”

Ricks was moving about now, the cir
culation surging through his limbs by leaps 
and bounds. He took a little turn about 
the room.

Stopping in front of Jimmy Holm he 
seized the young detective by the hand.

“ Thanks!”  he said simply. Just the 
one word, but there was a world of mean
ing in it.

He turned to Nina Fererra.
“ That’s the third time that you’ve saved 

my life,”  he told her. “ Let us hope that 
you will not be called upon again. Per
haps some time I can repay you. Mean
while— ”

He stopped, bis head cocked to one side 
in a listening attitude.

The noises above had suddenly ceased.
Nina Fererra thrust the revolver into 

Jimmy Holm’s fingers.
“ You are a better shot than I am,” -she 

said. “ They are coming.”
Holm stepped to the door and peered 

out. There was no one in sight. With
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Ricks between them— for the big man wa3 
still too benumbed to make any sort of 
progress unassisted— they moved out into 
the hallway. A flight of narrow stairs led 
upward. At the foot lay the body of the 
man Nina Fererra had shot. She shuddered 
as she looked down at the crumpled form.

Holm’s eyes lighted on the gun that lay 
beside the lifeless hand. Stooping over, 
he picked it up and thrust it into Ricks’ 
hand.

“ M y men?” the Inspector demanded 
of Nina. “ Where are they?”

The girl pointed down the narrow pas
sageway that led past the stairs.

“They must be in the room at the end 
of this hallway,”  she said. “ I can think of 
no place else. It is the room below the 
trap through which yOu fell.”

HOLM raised hi3 gun and took a pot 
shot at an evil face that was glaring 

down at them. Through the smoke from 
his gun he saw a small round hole suddenly 
appear in the other’s forehead. The man’s 
eroression changed. Then he pitched for
ward and lay sprawled, head downward, on 
the stairway.

“ Quick!” Nina said wamingly.
They were in front of an iron bound 

door now. Ricks hammered against it. 
“ Are you in there, boys?” he demanded. 
There was an answering shout from the 

other side. An instant later the bar was 
down and Ricks’ men were pouring out.

There was no time for congratulations. 
Close beside them was another stairway 
leading upward. Nina pointed to it.

“ This leads up the front way,”  she said. 
“ Doctor Death used the front part of the 
house for his scientific apparatus and has 
it closed off from the remainder of the 
place. Unless they break down the door, 
there is no way for them to get at us for 
the time being.”

They were halfway up when there came 
a shot from behind them and a  bullet 
nicked the arm of the detective who brought 
up in the rear. Holm whirled and fired. 
The man who had shot dodged back around 
the comer. They could hear him in con

versation with his fellows and knew that 
their retreat was cut off.

Upon reaching the door at the top of 
the stairway, they found it locked on the 
other side.

Luckily there was a small landing. For 
a moment they grouped themselves upon 
it. Then, as they heard the sound of 
stealthy footsteps behind them, Holm 
stepped back.

“ Quick!” he snapped. “ The strongest 
of you throw your weight against that 
door. Keep at it until you break it down. 
Meanwhile, give me that extra gun, Ricks. 
I l l  cover your retreat.”

His gun boomed as he spoke. A t the 
other end of the passageway the Reds were 
forming for the attack. A  hail of bullets 
fell around Holm as he stepped forward, 
both guns belching lead. Death’s men 
dropped back, dragging one of their num
ber with them.

For a moment the little party was safe
again.

Behind him, Holm heard the grunt3 of 
the bulky policemen as they hurled their 
weight against the stout oaken panels of 
the door. The lock protested screechingly 
as a screw was tom from the wood.

“ Once more!” Ricks commanded. “ It's 
giving!”

They threw themselves against it again. 
The lock gave, precipitating them into the 
room in a little heap. Holm fired again as 
the men at the end of the passageway ap
peared in sight, shooting as they charged. 
His bullets stopped them. They halted. 
He fired another volley from both guns. 
They wavered and dodged back out of 
sight.

Turning, he dashed into the safety of 
the room above. The men beside him 
jammed the door back into place.

“ God Almighty!”  one of the detectives 
exclaimed.

Holm whirled. Standing beside the wall 
were row upon row of dead men, their 
glassy eyes staring straight to the front, 
their arms hanging stiffly by their sides.

“ Zombi! ” Ricks ejaculated.
A bullet crashed through the broken
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door, lodging in the wall within an inch 
of his head.

Holm whirled, his gun spitting fire.
Their enemies had sneaked up on than 

and, standing on the landing, were firing 
at them through the broken door.

Holm’s shots drove them back. He 
heard the rush of feet as they tumbled 
over each other in their haste to reach the 
security of the passageway again. Rush
ing to the door, he thrust his arm through 
the broken panel, and pulled the trigger.

The hammer clicked against the firing 
pin, but there was no answering report.

“ Empty!”  he snarled, tossing the wea
pons aside. “ Every shell is gone. In a 
minute they’ll realize it when we don’t re
turn their fire and they’ll rush us! ’’

“ The other room 1 ”  Nina Fererra ex
claimed, leading the way into a second 
room opening off from the first. That Doc
tor Death used it for his study and labora
tory was demonstrated by the amount of 
chemical paraphernalia scattered about.

At the same time another hail of bul
lets came through the battered door. Their 
enemies were on the landing again. Evi
dently realizing that the besieged were 
out of ammunition, they were growing 
bolder.

Ricks turned to his men.
"Form in front of the girl,”  he snapped. 

“ Our only chance is to rush them when 
they come through the door. Maybe we 
can hold ’em off for a while.”

He looked around for a weapon of some 
kind. Finding none, he seized a heavy 
chair and pried loose the legs.

“ Better than nothing,”  he said calmly, 
handing the improvised bludgeons to the 
others.

Just then the door crashed in.
For an instant the bearded men stood 

in a compact group at the cop of the land
ing. Here was an opportunity to take 
them by surprise and Ricks, wily old stra
tegist that he was, seized it.

“ At ’em!” he roared.
“ W a itr
It was Nina Fererra who spoke. She 

leaped to the table in one corner of the

room. On top of it was a small machine 
with a dial like that of a radio. Seizing 
the knob, she twisted it. There was a 
slight whirring noise.

“H oly Mackeral!”  one of the detectives 
exclaimed excitedly. “ Look!”

The Zombi were moving I
The men at the top of the stairway 

rushed into the room, their guns ready.
Then, before they realized what was 

happening, the Zombi were upon them. 
In  solid phalanxes the walking dead men 
charged. They were between the Reds 
and the doorway, now— surrounded them, 
drawing closer and closer like the coils of 
a boa-constrictor. The Communists were 
fighting desperately, their guns belching 
fire. The bullets had no effect upon the 
dead things that closed in on them.

“ It ’s like the day they killed Munson!” 
Ricks exclaimed with a savage oath.

The air was filled with the shrieks of 
the wounded and the moans of the dying 
as the Communists went down under the 
crushing weight of that horde of living 
dead. Then, when there were no more left 
to crush, the Zombi turned and, marching 
back like wooden soldiers, took their places 
against the wall again.

Nina Fererra twirled the dial a sec
ond time.

Then she dropped into a chair and burst 
into tears.

CHAPTER X X IX

Fury of the Elemental*

JIM M Y HOLM bent over the sobbing 
g ir l.. His arm encircling her shoulder 

and, raising her face to his, he kissed her 
full upon the lips.

“ You— you kiss me after what— after 
what you have just witnessed?” she said 
wonderingly.

His answer was a second kiss.
She cast a glance into the other room 

to where the bodies of their attackers lay, 
battered and bleeding, then back to the 
row of Zombi standing against the wail. 

“ Even though you knew that it was I
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who— who made this horrible— this awful 
— thing possible, would you still love me?” 
she asked.

“ I do not understand you, sweetheart,” 
he told her, kissing her again. “ But I 
would love you just the same— and always
will.”

Ricks cut their conversation short.
“ Let’s get out of here,” he growled. 

'“God knows when the old man will be 
coming back and. we’re none of us in a 
position to receive him, right now. We’ve 
got to get outside, Jimmy. Then, while 
some of us watch, the rest can go back to 
town with the girl and bring reinforce
ments. It’s the chance that we’ve been 
waiting for— and we’ve got to take advan
tage of it. It is up to us to save the na
tion tonight.”

Holm assisted the girl to her feet. She 
dried her eyes and led the way through 
the door of the laboratory into the wide, 
uncarpeted hallway.

A scream came through her lips.
The sinister figure of Doctor Death 

barred their way.

THERE he stood, tali, gaunt, saturnine, 
his arm outfiung, batlike, glaring at 

them with seemingly bottomless eyes that 
seared into their very souls. He made no 
movement. Simply he stood there, his lean 
face twisted into a smile.

It was Ricks who broke the tension. 
“ Ranee Mandarin,” he said, “ you are 

my prisoner. I arrest you for murder—  
for the murder of John Stark, Karl Mun
son, Levi Henworthy— ”

Doctor Death burst into a peal of 
laughter— raucous, sardonic merriment. 
Suddenly it ceased and his boring eyes 
hied themselves upon the Inspector’s face.

“ Really, you have as many lives as a 
cat,” he snapped. “ I presume that I have 
my niece to thank for your escape.”

“ Your niecel”  Jimmy Holm exploded. 
The old man bowed sardonically.
“ Nina is my sister’s child,”  he said. “ Her 

father was a Portuguese nobleman who 
died when she was a baby. Her mother 
came to me as my housekeeper. I raised

Nina from infancy. Early in life she 
showed an aptitude for science and chem
istry. I developed it. Later I adopted 
hes-; legally she is my daughter. For 
many years she was my assistant She 
aided me, I might say, in perfecting some 
of the devices that I am using at tnis 
time. But for you, Holm, we might still 
be going along as we did before— ”

“ Can you not see, Jimmy, my reason for 
doing certain things that I did?”  Nina 
asked. “ It was because I loved him for 
what he used to be.”

“ Bah!" the old man snarled. “ What 
has love to do in the eternal scheme of 
things? Now I must kill you— kill you the 
same as I killed the others.”

There was a note of sadness in his voice. 
.Again it was Ricks who blundered in and 

broke the tension.
“ Come!” he snapped. “ Will you go 

willingly or must I— ”
Doctor Death glared at him angrily.
“ I'll kill you!” he screamed.
For a moment he seemed to lose con

trol of himself as he lashed himself into 
a maniacal fury. Then he suddenly stopped 
and extended his long arms toward them in 
the gesture of death that they knew only 
too well. But no answering rays shot from 
the bony fingers. He took a step back
ward, a bewildered look creeping over his 
face— a look almost of fear.

“ M y power fails me!” he muttered.
“ M y magic against your magic,”  Nina 

Fererra said in a hoarse, strained wnisper. 
“ My magic against your magic I am 
turning against you that which you taught 
me.”

A breath of relief came from Holm’s 
lips as he realized that the weird power 
of Doctor Death had vanished. He cast 
a glance a. the girl. Her face wore a look 
of concent ration, her eyes staring at the 
old man rensely. Her hands, too, were 
extended.

“ This is once that you have not caught 
your victims off guard,”  she said: “ The 
mantle of my protection is over them, ward
ing off the evil that you would do.”

Doctor Death passed his hands across
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Th« Putrid Gray Deformities Charged, Snarling, Sweeping 
The M en O n  Their Faces Before Them.

his eyes. He was a broken, defeated old 
man. He took a step backward as if fear
ful of something the others could not see.

Ricks charged forward, his arm3 out
stretched to seize him.

“ Back!”
The big Inspector recoiled as from a 

blow. For an instant he was blinded—  
paralyzed. Then the sensation disappeared. 
Nina Fererra leaped forward as if to ward 
off the evil, but too late.

Turning, Doctor Death dashed through 
a nearby door, slamming it behind him. 
They heard the sound of the bolt as it 
was shot home.

Ricks would have charged, but a white 
hand gripped his shoulder savagely.

“ Quickl”  she said. “ It is growing dark 
outside!”

The Inspector looked at her queeriy. 
She sensed his unspoken question.

“ With the coming of night, he will turn 
loose all the devils of hell on us,” she said 
quickly.

From the room into which Doctor Death 
had disappeared came noises— shrieking, 
squealing, raucous noises. Nina Fererra 
shuddered as she heard him.

“ The elementalst” she said in an awed 
whisper.

Even as she spoke a sinister shape ap
peared before their eyes. For an instant 
it crouched in apparent affright, looming 
enormous before diem. Deformed, exag
gerated, shapeless, it was little more than 
a smudge, its formless eyes of slatey gray 
glaring at them out of a featureless face.

“ God!” one of the detectives muttered.
The name of the Creator brought a 

squeal of rage from the monstrosity. Then 
it whirled and, twisting like a smaLl tor
nado, disappeared.

Nina Fererra led the way back into the 
room they had so recently quitted.

“ Iron!” she said. “ We must have iron. 
All elementals are afraid of that metal. 
And it will be but a moment before he will 
invoke their aid and surround us.”

A thought suddenly came to Holm. 
With a shout to Ricks to follow, he fumed 
and raced down the stairway into the cel
lar again. The Inspector followed with
out question, leaping over the pile of dead 
men on the floor.

Jimmy Holm turned into the room that 
had been theip prison. A crowbar, left 
behind by some workman in constructing 
the mechanism which operated the saw and 
windlass, lay in the comer. Seizing it, he 
attacked the apparatus with a fury that 
caused Ricks to gasp.

Then he recognized the method In 
Jimmy’s apparently senseless actions.

The windlass was made of iron.
In spite of the handicap of semi-dark

ness, working almost by sense of touch, it 
took Jimmy but a minute to pry the affair 
apart. Then, loading their arms and 
pockets with bits of iron, they raced back 
up the stain again.

Nor were they an instant too soon.

T HE hall was filled with weird, sinister, 
formless things— monstrosities neither 

of heaven nor of earth.
“ Whatever happens, don’t let these out 

of your hands,”  he commanded, handing 
each of them a bit of the iron.

Nina Fererra sprang to the table. L ift
ing the white cover with a jerk that sent 
the contents to the floor, she tore it into 
long strips. Then, finding a package of 
pins in a drawer, she hastily pinned the 
white strips upon the breasts of all of them 
in the form of a cross.

“ They fear the cross as much as they 
do iron,”  she said. “ It will be an added 
protection for us.”

Then the lights went out.
What seemed an eternity passed. Out

side they could hear the subdued noises of 
the elementals a3 they raced through the 
hallway, gathering themselves for the at
tack.

Suddenly they came, formless, indistin
guishable blurs out of the darkness. Gaunt
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silhouettes they were, fantastic, grotesque. 
With inhuman speed, they charged, snarl
ing, twisting, changing their speed, howl- 
:ng like a blizzard. Their irresistible force 
swept the little band off their feet.

Then came a sudden light!
How it came into his hand, Jimmy Holm 

never knew. Providence must have guided 
his fingers to where they found that sin
gle match buried deep in his pockets. As 
it flared up, dissipating the darkness, the 
squealing noises subsided. For a moment 
they caught a glimpse of the black, shape
less things glaring back at them out of the 
darkness With eyes that were filled with 
hate.

Seizing a bit of paper from the table 
Jimmy twisted it into a roll and applied 
the match to the end. For an instant it 
flickered, almost died. Then it sprang in
to life.

Holding it aloft, he walked boldly to
ward the sinister shapes. They drew back 
before the light, thinning out, spreading 
into formless olotches. Then they disap
peared in the darkness of the hall.

“ Paper!” he snapped. “ Anything in
flammable I”

While he held the improvised torch aloft, 
the others brought bits of paper, cloth, 
parts of the chair that Ricks had broken
in anticipation of their battle with the 
Reds. They made a little pile atop the 
table and Jimmy Holm applied the torch 
to it. It flared up, lighting the whole 
room.

Somewhere in the distance, they heard 
the voice of Doctor Death muttering 
curse*.

CHAPTER X X X  

Death’s Conflagration

FOR a little space of time they waited 
quietly, grimly, for some sign of the 

old man who called himself Doctor 
Death. That he would move against them 
again was a certainty. There was some
thing sinister about his silence. It was as 
if he lay in wait for tnem like a great beast 
of prey, waiting to leap out at them when 
they least expected it.

Suddenly Ricks leaped forward, a cry 
on his lips. Into his limited vision some
thing had shown itself in the darkness— a 
hunched, stooped shape creeping on all 
fours down the hall. It was Doctor Death. 
The old man straightened himself erect 
and leaped toward the door which opened 
from the hallway into the room adjoining 
that in which they were confined.

“ The Zombi!” Nina Fererra shrieked.
She dashed into the other room, the 

others at her heels. Stretching forth her 
hand and seizing the dial-like machine from 
the table, she hurled it to the floor. It 
crashed into pieces.

The dark, evil form of Doctor Death 
loomed over her, his face twisted into a 
look of diabolical rage.

“ Damn you! You she-devil!” he 
roared.

Holm leaped toward him, but, whirling 
on his heel, he jumped over the pile of 
corpses and dashed through the broken door 
into the cellar.

“ God, what a mess!”  Ricks said. 
“Those infernal elementals out there in the 
darkness, ready to leap at us the moment 
the fire goes down and he— Death— wait
ing for us downstairs. “ We’ve got to— ”

He stopped, then turned with a sudden 
shout of warning to the others.

A tongue of flame, leaping high, had at
tacked the drapes which hung from the 
boarded windows, the better, probably, to 
hide their bareness. He seize them, tearing 
them from their rods, hurling them to the 
floor.

Unfortunately, unfamiliar as he was with 
the room, the very place he threw them 
was a spot where, not long before, in ex
perimenting, Death had spilled some sort 
of inflammable oil. It had eaten its way 
into the dry pine boards. Now, as the 
flames touched it, it ignited, filling the 
house with smoke and flames.

There was no use trying to stop the fire 
now as it roared through the dry timbers. 
In a minute the room was an inferno, driv
ing them into the hallway in spite of their 
fear of the elementals. But there was little 
danger from this source, since the light and
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heat would drive them, too, ahead of ft.
Down the hall they ran, turning the 

corner into the narrow side hallway which 
led to the rear doorway through which 
Rieka and his men had entered the night 
previous.

Rieka, in the lead, recoiled as from a 
blow. He leaped back just as a bullet em
bedded itself in the wall close to where he 
had been standing.

Doctor Death stood in the doorway, a  
gun in his hand. The light of the fire be
hind them threw his cadaverous, saturnine 
face into bold relief.

Racing down the front stairway into the 
cellar, he had located a weapon in some 
hidden cache known only to himself. Then, 
hurrying back up the stairway in the rear, 
knowing that the fire had blocked their re
treat, he was standing in wait for them.

And now that his occult powers had 
failed him, he had turned to mundane 
weapons.

They were trapped. Just around the 
comer they heard his stealthy breathing 
and knew that he was coming. In a mo
ment he would be in front of them, raking 
the hallway with bullets. Behind .them the 
fire, roaring like a blast furnace, was draw
ing nearer.

Ricks, seeking a way to escape, chanced 
to see a door. There was something famil
iar about it. Then recollection came to 
him. It was the entrance to the room 
where he and his men had fallen through 
the trap.

It was their only chance. If the trap was 
still in working order they could drop 
through it into the cellar and there possibly 
find some other means of escape.

The thought was father to the deed. 
With a whispered word to his companions, 
he jerked open the door and leaped inside. 
He slammed it shut and shot the bolt just as 
Doctor Death rounded the comer, his gun 
belching lead.

For an instant Ricks thought deeply. He 
remembered that he was beside the door on 
the other side when the trap had sprung. 
Now, warning them to keep together, he 
groped his way through the darkness to

where he was certain the other exit was 
located.

For a moment he failed to find it. 
Death was fumbling at the locked door. 
They could hear him cursing under his 
breath. He was a maniac now— a homi
cidal maniac of the most horrible order. 
Forgotten was the idea that he was the 
viceroy of the Creator— forgotten every
thing in his desire to kill— to destroy.

Ricks could not locate the entrance. 
Shrieking like a madman. Doctor Death 
fired through the panels of the other door. 
The bullets whistled around them. The 
others dropped to the floor as the madman 
shot from every angle in his desire to satisfy 
his lust for killing.

THEN Ricks found that for which he 
sought He gave a little cry of satis

faction. His hand groped along the wain
scoting and located the knob. A  sudden 
twist and the floor dropped from beneath 
their feet.

They were in the basement now, in 
the same room where Ricks’ men had been 
confined when the Inspector and Holm and 
Nina had rescued them. They groped their 
way out of the open door and into the pas
sageway.

But the windows were boarded shut. 
“The crowbar!”  Jimmy Holm gasped. 
Above them the house was a roaring fur

nace. They could hear the roof crash as 
the burning timbers gave way. Soon the 
entire upper part would come tumbling into 
the cellar.

Holding hands, they dashed through the 
passageway to the little room where the two 
officers had had their harrowing experience. 
It took Holm but a minute to grope his 
way through the darkness to where the 
windlass had stood. On the floor beside it 
lay the crowbar that he had dropped when 
he dismantled it.

Now they must find a window.
The smoke was drifting down on them. 

The cellar was filled with It; it stifled them, 
torturing their lungs, making breathing 
almost an impossibility.

How they found an opening is a question.
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Groping along the wall, their fingers out
stretched, one of them located a pane of 
glass. Boards had been nailed on the out
side. Jimmy Holm dashed the crowbar 
through the glass and, using all his strength, 
pried off the covering. With the board off, 
the light of the fire showed them their way 
clearly. It took but an instant to tear fhe 
window out. Then they lifted Nina Fererra 
through and the others followed to gulp 
great draughts of the pure air.

When they were on the outside, Jimmy 
Holm noticed that he still carried the 
crowbar.

The gaunt old house was a veritable 
pyre, its blazing timbers shooting flames to 
the heavens. In the distance they could 
hear the shriek of a siren as the volunteer 
fire department left the village of Lake 
Whatcum. followed by a horde of honking 
automobiles.

They dodged into the bushes beneath the 
trees, fearful of the bullets of the madman.
That he had made his escape from the 
burning house was a certainty. They could 
hear him shrieking and howling as the 
flames licked their way through the dried 
wood of the ancient house.

Suddenly he discovered them where they 
had taken refuge in a little grove close to 
the lake. He gave an excited shout and 
emptied a dip of bullets at them. They 
dodged behind trees. Then, for a moment, 
there was silence. The flames lighted up 
their hiding place with the dearness of 
noonday.

A  TREE dose to where they were stand
ing suddenly toppled and fell, bring

ing down another in its crash.
“ The dissolution ray!" Nina Fererra 

exclaimed. “ H^ keeps the machine in the 
little stone building by the side of the 
house.’’

Trees were toppling around them on all 
sides, now. several missing them by inches. 
At any minute one of the giants was likely 
to fall upon them, for Doctor Death was 
aiming the ray dose to the ground; it was 
eating only the bottoms of the trees, leaving 
the upper parts intact.

Nina Fererra screamed as a falling limb 
swept across her shoulders, pinning her to 
the ground. Then it was that Jimmy Holm 
went berserk. Crowbar In hand, he leaped 
forward across the dealing towards the 
open door of the little stone house, his 
breath coming in great gasps.

Doctor Death shouted with joy as he 
saw the charging man. He pulled the 
trigger of his gun again and again until the 
hammer fell on empty shells. But Jimmy 
Holm miraculously came through the hail 
of bullets unscathed.

Through the door of the little atone 
building he dashed, his crowbar raised. 
The iron hovered for an instant above the 
great machine that buzzed and hummed 
like a live things throwing off sparks that 
lighted up the whole of the interior.

Death screamed madly as he saw what 
the other was about to do. He hurled his 
empty gun into Jimmy’s face. Holm stag
gered. Then he brought the iron bar across 
the machine with a force that shattered 
its delicate parts into a thousand fragments. 
The humming suddenly ceased and he knew 
that he had won.

Weakly, for he had exhausted himself in 
his mad race across the clearing, he turned 
to meet the onslaught of the m»n who 
called himself Doctor Death.

But Doctor Death had disappeared.
The little fire truck came whirling 

through the gates, its siren shrieking, a long 
row of automobiles filled with villagers be
hind it. But they were too late. The tall, 
gaunt building fell with a crash that sent a 
shower of sparks far into the heavens.

From somewhere, far out in the forest, 
came a wild shriek. Then, a cry of mania
cal laughter.

“ Jimmy!” a voice cried. “Jimmy! Oh, 
Jimmy Holm.”

There was a hushed awed silence— a 
silence unbroken save by the crackling and 
roaring of the devouring flames.

“ Jimmy 1” the voice shouted once more. 
“ Oh, Jimmy! Listen to mel Goodbye. 
We will meet again— soon/”

Then came another burst of wild 
laughter.
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It was the voice of Doctor Death.
The Secret Twelve were meeting again. 

Now there were more than the usual quota, 
for Rides was present, while Nina Fererra, 
looking more beautiful than ever, came in 
leaning upon the arm of Jimmy Holm. The 
men seated around the table leaped to their 
feet.

“ God bless you, young lady, for what 
you have done for the nation 1”  the Presi
dent of the United States said with the 
trace of a sob in his voice.

Nina Fererra smiled.
“ Jimmy — Mr. Holm,”  aha said, “ tells me 

that you wish me to explain certain things 
to you."

The President bowed low. Then, when 
she had seated herself, the others dropped 
into their chairs.

“Where shall I commence?” she asked.
“ The Zombi!” Ricks exclaimed. “ I’ve 

heard of such things being in Haiti, but I 
never believed the yam, until I saw John 
Stark— and then the others.”

CHAPTER X X X I 

The Final Threat

‘ * r \ O C T O R  M ANDARIN— or Doctor
L /  Death as he calls himself, Is a past 

master of the powers of concentration,”  
Nina said with slow deliberation. “ Many 
people, like salesmen, have it to some ex
tent, in their powers of what is called sug
gestion— making a person want something, 
gome orators can sway audiences by the 
force of their own concentration. You’ve all 
seen stronger minds dominate weaker ones. 
Well, Doctor Death’s power is phenomenal. 
He has developed it to a science.

“ He can kill by the very power of his 
thought— as well as reduce people to un
consciousness. He taught me his strange 
power. At times my power of concentra
tion was as strong as hi3 , as witness his in
ability to bla3t you last night in the hall
way of the old house.”

“ But for Zombi— ” Ricks interrupted.
Nina hesitated for an instant, then went 

on.
“ Perhaps I should start at the begin

ning,”  she said. “ Doctor Death took me 
when I was young and impressionable. He 
implanted Into my youthful mind the idea 
of rebuilding the world. It was not until 
later that I  realized that he was insane. 
He taught me science— a smattering of the 
black arts. He conceived the idea of tak
ing fresh bodies and, by injecting a metal
lic solution into their veins, make them 
susceptible to certain thought waves. Just 
as* sound waves are sent through the air, 
so could he send thought waves through the 
air by means of a small condensing set 
which caused these dead men, filled with 
the liquid I have just mentioned, to respond 
up to a certain point. It was this condens
ing set that I  turned on when we were at
tacked by the Reds. Then the Zombi re
sponded to my thoughts."

She shuddered.
“ I afterward turned it off,”  she said. “ It 

is awful to kill, even in self-defense. Doctor 
Death was attempting to reach it, to turn it 
on again so that he might have the Zombi 
attack us, when you saw him in the hall
way. I got to the machine just in time and 
destroyed it, thus circumventing him.”

Ricks nodded.
“ For which we are duly thankful,”  he 

smiled. “ And what about the elementals?”
Nina Fererra shrugged her shoulders.
"Frankly, I do not know,”  she answered. 

“ Doctor Death never took me into his con
fidence on that score. It has always been 
my idea that they were scientifically con
structed electro-magnetic vortices —  whirl
winds having a rough resemblance to the 
human form— generated by Doctor Death 
by some means unknown to me.

“On the other hand, as you are all proba
bly aware, it is the popular belief that every 
thought of man passes into another world 
and becomes an active entity by coalescing 
with one of the semi-intelligent forces of 
the nether world. Thus, good thoughts be
come beneficent powers and evil thoughts 
become demons. Whether that is right or 
whether my idea of the electro-magnetic 
vortices is correct is something that I can
not answer.”

The President nodded and smiled.
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“ Personally, I  am interested in the mun
dane more than in the supermundane,”  he 
said. “ I am anxious to know what sort of 
machine, or device, it was that Doctor 
Death used in destroying the aircraft plant 
— the machine with which he threatened to 
reduce the world.”

Nina Fererra’s brow clouded.
“ I can only explain it in the broadest 

terms,” she said. “Doctor Death did not 
go into details to me. I attempted to dis
suade him, hence he refused to give me any 
information. Roughly speaking, this dis
solution ray machine— as the newspapers 
called it— gave off certain vibrations. Doc
tor Death was able to localize these vibra
tions in certain areas as well as concentrate 
them on certain materials, which is the 
reason they did not destroy animate as well 
as inanimate substances.

“ .As I understand it, these vibrations 
communicated themselves to the electrons, 
neutrons and protons of the matter on 
which they were concentrated, stepping up 
their speed of revolutions so tremendously 
that their orbits were enlarged toward in
finity.

“ Thus the atoms themselves were tom 
apart and reduced to nothing but positive 
and negative charges of electricity and un
attached atomic nuclei which were blasted 
into space. In other words, the matter 
completely disappeared, leaving no trace 
whatever— not even of the electrical charges 
of which its atoms were composed. Have 
I made myself clear?”

The President’s eyes twinkled.
“ You have made it clear to me that you 

understand such things far better than I 
do,” he answered.

“ What about the hand— your hand—  
that I saw?”  Jimmy demanded with a 
shudder.

Nina paled. “ If that is what I  think 
it is, it is the worst of all. He has been 
working on a new machine which he claims 
can dissemble the human body, by using 
the same atomic principle on animate ob
jects as does the dissolution ray machine 
on inanimate. Since I turned against him, 
he stopped taking me into his confidence.

He has just finished the machine— that 
much I know— because he told me be was 
going to use me in an experiment. I  was 
given a sleeping potion with a hypodermic 
needle. When I awakened, he chortled 
fiendishly and said it had worked— dis
sembled and reassembled. But I ’ve never 
seen it.”

Ricks groaned. “ I  can't believe it, and 
yet— how about this metempsychosis?”

Nina Fererra shook her head.
“ Frankly, I  don’t understand that,”  she 

answered. “ There must be some explana
tion for it. if we could proceed scientifically 
and not lose our heads at the things hap
pening.”

RICKS scratched his grizzled head, a 
perplexed look in his eyes.

“ I still believe that good old-fashioned 
police methods are better than the new
fangled ideas,”  he growled. "But, I ’ll ad
mit, when it comes to this new stuff, you’ve 
got to have somebody on the job who 
understands it. Jiinny is my bet for 
that. I ’m having him boosted to a cap
taincy. But even Jimmy got captured in 
some screwy way. Jimmy swears that he 
followed you that other night. On the 
other hand, Muggs Dent, the gun from 
Caminetti's mob that saw him laid out, 
says that there was no skirt present. How 
do you figure that out?”

“ That must be hypnotism,” Nina Fererra 
answered. “Doctor Death wanted Jimmy, 
so he used his concentrative powers to make 
Jimmy see what he wanted him to see. He 
impressed upon Jimmy’s mind the thought 
that I was passing the hotel. Jimmy fol
lowed what he thought was me and be
came an easy prey to Doctor Death’s men.”  

Ricks shrugged his shoulders.
“ Police methods will have to be revolu

tionized if that menace isn’t scotched pretty 
soon,” he said thoughtfully.

For a long time there was silence. Then 
the President of the United States arose 
from the table and, clasping the hand of 
Nina Fererra, shook it heartily.

“ Again I say that the thanks of every 
man, woman and child in the United States
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are due you, Mias Fererra,”  he said. " It  
has been hard for us to realize what we 
have gone through. But when realization 
does come to all of us— as it has come to 
a few of us— ”

He hesitated.
"I  shudder when I think of what almost 

happened,” he finally went on. “ The 
United States of America, the greatest na
tion on the globe, a prey to a maniac It is 
horrible— unthinkable! ”

“ Doctor Death may be a maniac, but 
he is the most dangerous man alive today,”  
Ricks interrupted. “ The chap's uncanny 
— devilish. Sometimes I ’m of the opinion 
that he can read the minds of others.”

“ He has demonstrated that to me on 
Innumerable occasions,” Nina Fererra said.

The President held up his hand for si
lence.

“ M y friends,” he said, “ I understand that 
Miss Fererra is about to change her name 
— that, before the sun goes down tonight,

she will be Mrs. James Holm. I, therefore, 
on behalf of the nation that she has saved, 
wish to present to her something that she 
can always cherish. I pin upon her breast 
— The Congressional Medal.”

Nina Fererra smiled happily.
Suddenly there came an interruption. 

One of the President’s secretaries entered, 
a telegram in his hand.

“ For Mr. Holm,”  he said, handing the 
wire to Jimmy.

Holm tore open the yellow envelope and 
glanced at the typed sheet. His face paled. 
Then he handed the message to Ricks. The 
latter glanced at it, then passed it to the 
President, who read it aloud.

CONGRATULATION S ON YO U R  A P 
PROACHING W ED D IN G. T A K E  W ARN 
IN G , GOD G AVE M E T H E  R IG H T  TO  
D ESTR O Y AN D  T H E  W EAPONS W ITH  
W HICH TO W ORK. T H E  W ORLD M UST 
B E SAVED PROM  ITSELF AND I AM  
T H E  INSTRU M ENT. I  GO B U T  I W ILL 
SOON RETU RN . Docrott D e a t h .

The sinister Doctor will return next month with his diabolical powers, 
with new and deadlier devices conceived by his maniacal brain of fiendish 
genius, and accompanied by his hellish horde— the empire of the dead.

D O CTO R  D E A T H
WILL B E  LOOKING 

FOR YOU /

WATCH FOR HIM ON ALL GOOD 
NEWSSTANDS ON 

FEBRUARY FIFTEENTH



“ He has been appointed to 
death," the loathsome beast 
slavered, as he swung his enemy 

above the horrified guests.

by DAMASCUS BLOUNT
Th e  M o n s t e r  O f Th e  A g e s  H e M a d e  O f H im se l f  

Fo r  VENGEANCE; BUT VEN G EAN CE  W A S  NOT ENOUGH  

Fo r  Th e  Pr im a l  R a g e  O f Th e  Th in g  H e Be c a m e .

I ike a great bat, Criggley squatted over 
the still form of the bull ape. There 
was no sound in the subterranean 

room except the hum of the dynamo and the 
rasping breath of Criggley. He stared at 
the ferocious fangs revealed by the gaping

hideous mouth of the ape that had died 
yesterday in the zoo. Tomorrow the brute 
would walk again. Those bestial lips would 
slaver with rage, and he— Kelsman Crigg
ley— would be the most famous scientist tha 
world had ever known.
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He laid aside his stethoscope and placed 
his ear on the matted chest of the inan
imate hulk. No tremor yet, but soon this 
mighty chest would be stirring with savage 
life again. B y all his tests, it was near the 
time when the Criggley Ray— his secret 
treatment of the cosmic spectrum— would 
disintegrate the atomic structure of the 
heart and its surrounding tissues into a 
gaseous vapor.

He laughed maniacally as he leaned back 
to gloat over that grisly ape face.

“They called me crazy,” he chortled. 
“ Wait until you shake your bars again, my 
beauty, and then they'll see who’s crazy! 
That— ”  he pointed to the conically shaped 
head of the monstrous tube which projected 
from the dynamo, “ will change the whole 
world, and I shall go on living eternally as 
the man who changed it. And I ’ll be the 
richest man alive, because they'll have to 
pay me for it.”

He shoved his face almost lovingly 
against the cold coarse chest. The dissolu
tion must have happened by now. He 
glanced at the double rays weaving from 
the glass head. The second was the right 
color. That second, his final masterpiece, 
his aqueoigenous process would.reshape, re
integrate the vapor which had been this 
beast’s heart into new and living atomic 
formation.

Criggley leaped. There was a tremor! 
His hands trembled for the stethoscope. 
Haw clumsy were his usually deft fingers; 
they seemed all thumbs. In a frenzy of im
patience he lifted his head to more quickly 
insert the knobs. Then, his own heart 
stopped beating.

His eyes bulged as he stared at his hands. 
Covered with thick hair, thick and blunt 
and wide, they were the hands of an ape. 
His horrified gaze traveled up his arm, from 
the wide powerful wrist, to the heavily 
corded muscles of his forearm. On seeing 
his elbows, a dry sob gasped from his con
tracted throat. Above the elbows were his 
own emaciated arms.

He realized, even in his moment of ter
ror, that it was the part of his body that 
had contacted the ape. Even then, hi3

scientific mind told him that the ape had 
acted as transmitter between the ray and 
himself; and it was he, with his more vital 
atomic matter, who was being reshaped. 
Then, creeping across his mind like a  skulk
ing rat, came the thought: that part of 
his body that contacted the ape J 

Slowly, like a man on his walk to the 
electric chair, he forced his dublike ape’s 
hand toward his face. His breathing 
stopped as his hand neared the face that 
had lain so closely on that filthy chest. He 
couldn't move his hand any farther. Then, 
with a groan of mortal despair, he thrust 
his hand against his face. Wildly, he moved 
it all over, trying not to believe that he felt 
that thick hair, that coarse skin. Then, his 
hand struck against the heavy bone of prog
nathous jaw. He was feeling his own face 
in the structure of an anthropoid.

Shrieking like a madman, stumbling, his 
heavy arms sagging him down, he rushed 
to the washroom. A  strangled cry tore 
from his face as he looked at the mirror. 
The ghasdy bestial face of an ape leered 
back at him. His mouth gasped open in 
horror; the ebscene mouth in the mirror 
snarled back over wicked fangs. Criggley 
Staggered away, leaning against the door 
frame, hoarse sobs racking his body.

“ M y God,”  he blabbered, “ the face of an 
ape! Half an ape. Half . . .  an . . .  ape . . . ” 
The turmoil of his mind quieted slowly, as 
a grisly thought gradually assumed form. 
His drooped eyes were resting on those mas
sive hands. Slowly he lifted that club of a 
forearm and clenched the fist. What a 
murderous weapon. How he could mangle, 
torture, destroy . . . Spencer Blane.

IT  was smooth-looking Spencer Blane 
who, in jeaiousy, had him fired from the 

Ormsby Laboratories. Blane it was who 
had him hounded out of his profession, 
until he was forced to beg, borrow, do 
loathsome work to scrape together the ma
terial for his world-shaking experiment 
while he himself existed in squalid ob
scurity.

All these last ten years he had lived like 
an animal because handsome Spencer Blane
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called his idea crazy; made scientific men 
believe he himself was crazy. How would 
Blane like to see the idea he called crazy 
come to life before his eyes, come to tear 
him to loathesome death? A grisly drool
ing came from Criggley's mouth as he 
chortled in speculation.

Not half an ape. A whole apel Shriek
ing again, but now in fiendish glee, he 
rushed back to the dead hulk. He threw 
himself bodily upon the coarse carcass, 
rubbed his own hairy face against the snarl
ing face of the brute, dug his hands into the 
matted hair. He pressed his body, chest to 
chest, in foul passion upon the dead beast. 
He hugged, he squeezed, he squirmed to get 
closer and closer to the cold animal.

“ I shall be like you, my beauty. I shall 
walk like you and have the crushing 
strength in my arms.” He lifted his arms. 
They had changed. From sloping shoul
der to blunted finger the brutal muscles 
swelled. Criggley screamed in morbid 
ecstasy. “ Oh, to crush the life with these 
arms— which I made— out of Blane’s 
proud body. To hug him close, to”— he 
broke off with an agonized shriek.

SCREAMING in anguish he was hurled 
from the gross body by a violent 

wrench. He lay on the cement floor, feeling 
the wracking pain subside. Then he felt no 
pain, only a welling power like nothing he 
had ever dreamed.

He leaped up, tearing from his body his 
ridiculous clothes.

“ Now for Blane,”  he growled in a gut
tural voice.

He started walking toward the washroom 
but a surge of brutish vitality sent him 
bounding toward the mirror. Thrilled by 
this feeling of power, which he had never 
enjoyed in his oppressed life, Criggley be- 
heid his image with fiendish admiration.

He was delighted at his grimaces, as he 
thought of Blane. To be able with his bare 
hands to crush the life out of the man who 
had ruined his life was better than if he 
had first resuscitated the ape without this 
mistake. He remembered reading during 
the day— he always read of the society

which ignored him— that Blane was giving a 
big party tonight, at which it would be an
nounced that he had been elected to the 
board of the Orrasby Laboratories. All of 
Criggley’s old enemies would be there. He 
leaped to look at his watch. He must hurry 
over now, for it was a goodly walk.

First dousing all the lights on the floor 
of his bungalow, he crept silently out onto 
the shadows of his vine-covered porch. 
There was no moon and a light breeze 
sighed through the trees. It stirred some
thing in his body, something primordial, 
predatory.

He jumped lightly to the ground and 
chortled horribly at the sensation of these 
mighty muscles springing over the turf. He 
kept along in the grass and shrubbery be
side the road, and it seemed natural, as 
though he had glided like that long ago. 
His rolling gait devoured the distance. He 
sprang to the top of the wall around 
Blane’s grounds and dropped lightly to the 
other side. He trotted softly through the 
trees and shrubbery to the side of the 
house.

A  narrow balcony with French windows 
loomed above him. He saw shadows of 
figures moving against the curtain. Ho 
heard the faint music of the orchestra. Sud
denly he was conscious of sniffing a strong 
and strange odor. Criggley had never been 
sensitive to 3mells. Now his nostrils quiv
ered, sending violent surges through his 
body. This great body surged to some ter
rible action which the man’s brain did not 
comprehend.

Criggley determined to get inside the 
house through the window above the French 
window. No sooner had his brain decided, 
than the huge body, without his direction, 
sprang upon the railing at the side of the 
balcony. An easy leap and his great fingers 
clutched the ledge above the French win
dows. As the great body swung back and 
forth several times to gain momentum, 
Criggley no longer felt like himself. The 
ape was carrying him.

One mighty heave and his toes gripped 
their precarious hold and the body swung 
erect Criggley’s brain felt a spark of fear
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at the narrow support, but the body heaved 
upward and scrambled inside the window. 
Criggley stood in a sumptuous bedroom, 
panting hoarsely, quivering with a mount
ing rage as the odor assailed his nostrils.

God! He realized it was the odor of man 
and the ape was possessed with a primal 
hatred. The hateful odor drew him irre
sistibly along the hall toward a balustrade 
at the end. It overlooked an open lighted 
space, from which arose the chatter of hu
man voices and music. Criggley remem
bered hearing that the house plans specified 
a two story living room. As he neared the 
sight of the humans, he was shaken by a 
rage like nothing he had ever known.

With nauseous panic rising in his brain, 
Criggiey fought for control over this ob
scene body. He told himself, “ I came here, 
to kill Blane. My brain must conquer 
this ape’s body.”

Reaching the balustrade, he squatted and 
peered through the railing. So sweeping a 
rage shook his body that Criggley was ter
rified. He thought of returning; but then 
his cruel eyes fastened on the white shoul
ders and golden hair of the beautiful women 
dancing, the smartly dressed white-skinned 
men holding themselves erect. He drooled, 
shook the railings.

Then he saw Spencer Blane! He was 
with Harold Ormsby. Memories flooded 
through his brain, and for the moment the 
beast in him was forgotten. Those searing 
memories of hate were stronger than the 
primitive rage in his breast. He growled 
with satisfaction as he saw Ormsby ap
proach the orchestra leader. This, then, was 
the great moment in B lane’s life. The growl 
rumbled deeper.

The song faded; there was a second of 
silence as the couples stopped dancing; then 
the drum rattled. Every one ceased talking, 
and turned expectantly toward the raised 
platform for the orchestra. Blane ciimbed 
upon it, stood beside Ormsby with a com
placent smile on his handsome face. He 
fairly glistened with prosperity and self- 
satisfaction. Human hate boiled in Crigg- 
ley’s brain as he watched the pompous 
Ormsby raise his hand.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”  he said in his 
unctuous voice, “ in our pleasure at being 
together, I want to add to that a deeper 
and more lasting happiness by having you 
share in the pleasure that has come to me 
through my friend and associate, Mr. 
Spencer Blane.”  He paused dramatically, 
while the crowd pressed forward expect
antly. Blane stood with a pleased smile on 
his handsome face.

At sight of them, Criggley uttered a bes
tial growl, as the man’s Irate and the beast's 
primal rage merged into one fiendish fury. 
He swarmed over the balcony, poised him
self to leap downward.

“ I have the honor to announce,”  Ormsby 
continued pompously, “ that Mr. Blane’s 
achievements in chemistry have won him a 
place on our board.”

T HE burst of applause broke off into a 
terrified gasp, pierced by one prolonged 

scream, as the great ape, slavering at his 
hideous mouth, dropped between the two 
men. One hairy arm shot out to snatch 
Blane by the throat and lift him clear of 
the platform. Shaking the squirming man’s 
body as he held him at arm's length, the 
revolting beast worked his gleaming fangs 
horribly as a guttural blood-chilling babble 
slobbered from his mouth.

“ His achievements win him a place with 
death,”  the thing bellowed. “ I am the 
world's greatest scientist. This puppet is 
the world’s greatest fairer. I  am greater 
than death. I am death and life after. And 
I claim for death, for eternal darkness, this, 
my enemy!”

His rage shook the terror-stricken man as 
the crowd, frozen for one dumfounded 
minute, shrieked into an hysterical cacoph
ony of sound as they milled about like 
cattle.

There was a crash and clatter as the 
musicians surged from the platform carry
ing Ormsby with them to be trampled by 
the fear-maddened feet. Several of the 
younger men rushed forward, shouting, and 
the musicians and the cruests lunged to
gether in a friehtful mel£e. Women seek
ing to flee, were hurled aside, some falling.
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Their screams added to the ghastly din as 
feet surged back and forth over them.

Criggley was only dimly conscious of 
them, as offering no present menace. Slob
bering, he drew Blane’s shrinking body to
ward him, gloated over the pallor in his 
well-fed cheeks, the revulsion in hia arro
gant eyes. Slowly he pressed the cringing 
body against his, grinning down In grisly 
glee as a horrified moan broke from Blane’s 
contracted throat.

“ Blane, you don’t recognize me, eh?” he 
growled.

Blane's body convulsed and he babbled 
through distorted mouth.

“ I’m your old friend, Kelsman Crigg- 
ley,”  the beast snarled into Blane's maniacal 
face. “ I ’m here to show you how crazy my 
idea is!”

“ God . . . Oh, God . . .  Crlggley— if you 
are Criggley— let go of me . . . Let 
go-o-o . . He sobbed droolingly.

“ I'll let go after I ’ve killed you, my 
handsome friend,” Criggley snarled “ You 
hounded me from my profession by calling 
me crazy. Crazy, eh? Well, now you see 
working my aqueoigenous process for re
shaping through reintegration of atoms . . .  
you see it working on you! ”

“ Not N ot For the love of God, help. . .  
Oh, help me!” His insane shrieks cut 
through the babble of the crowd, and 
Criggley saw that the younger guests had 
gotten through the panic-stricken ones and 
armed themselves with chairs and fire tongs.

BLANE was fighting and clawing like a 
maniac. Criggley started a slow pres

sure on Blane’s revolted body. He had only 
a minute left now before the others would 
be on him, a minute to taste this sweet cup 
of revenge.

“ Your last memory, Blane,”  Criggley 
slobbered gutturally, “ will be of my crazy 
idea crushing the life out of your handsome 
body. Feel the bones crunch . . . feel the 
breath gasping . .  . feel . . .”

The tortured man, writhing like a snake, 
twisted enough to get one gulp. His blood
curdling shriek was torn out of him.

“ It’s not an ape 1 It’s— o-o-ohl”

The last choked off in a shuddering gur
gle as a savage lunge of Criggley’s arms 
snapped the vertebra. The breath oozed 
from the dying body. Criggley slavered as 
he let the mangled creature slide down to 
the floor.

Then he raised to face the aroused crowd 
that had reached the platform. Hia pig eyes 
darted toward either end of the platform 
upon which several men had climbed. Di
rectly in front they were beginning to wave 
and shout to attract his attention while the 
others closed in.

“ Fools!”  He roared in his bestial voice. 
“ You think to trick me I”

He surged along the platform, bellow
ing a primitive challenge, and the men 
tumbled off in a panic. He threw back His 
hideous face and chortled in a laugh that 
turned the people to stone. Then he saw 
two things at once. A lovely blonde woman 
had pushed through the crowd to Blane’s 
broken body. At the doorway three police
men entered with drawn revolvers.

Even as the cops shouted: “ Get back, 
folks, and give us a shot at him,” Criggley 
scampered along the platform again, 
snatched Mrs. Blane up in one sweep. The 
men gasped and the woman fainted.

“ Backl ”  the cops yelled hoarsely.
The crowd stumbled out of the way, as 

Criggley grasped the woman's supine body 
by one arm and held her in front of him.

The three policemen moved forward 
warily, separating. Criggley shuddered with 
a surge of hate. Beastlike blood, inflamed 
by the kill, pounded at his brain. But be 
forced himself to think of escape. His pur
pose was accomplished.

Suddenly he whirled, holding the woman 
as a shield, and ran along the platform. At 
the end he gave a mighty leap, the woman 
in his arms. Over horrified heads his great 
body catapulted through the air. Turning 
sidewise as he plunged downward, he struck 
the French windows with his tremendous 
shoulders. Glass and thin wood crashed in 
a harsh wave of destructing sound and 
Criggley stumbled out on the balcony with 
his inert burden.

Directly below him, a cop with a tommy-
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gun gaped with wide eyes and another held 
his frightened face still with grim effort as 
a revolver trembled in his band. Feeling 
the primal surge of the beast in his power 
now, Criggley, not relinquishing his clutch 
on the woman, vaulted over the balcony's 
iron railing and crashed upon the cop hold
ing the tommygun. Bones crunched beneath 
him.

A bestial bellow of triumph issued from 
his slavering mouth at the tortured groan- 
from the crippled human. Clinging to the 
woman, be squatted over the unconscious 
body and fixed beady eyes on the other 
cop, circling for a shot.

“ God,” Criggley thought, “ I ’m losing all 
control of this body. M y brain . . . ”  A gut
tural sigh sounded through his throat as he 
looked at the tense face of the policeman. 
“ I don’t want to Kill this man, but . .

Crack!
Fire burned along his cheek from the 

cop’s chance shot. His brain forgot. Ut
tering a blood-chilling cry, he lunged at 
the man. now wholly the beast fighting for 
self-preservation. With one fierce swipe he 
struck the cop’s arm, knocking the gun 
aside as it flamed In bi3 face. The choked 
grunt of pain from the retreating man in
flamed his beastlike rage. With his free 
hand he pulled the courageous man toward 
him and sunk his horrible fangs in his 
threat. The strangled cry of mortal terror 
goaded him to rip and tear. Dimly he heard 
the three cops shouting inarticulately as 
they leaped from the balcony.

It was the beast that darted angry eyes at 
them. The lust to destroy possessed him. 
Releasing the throat of the dying police
man. he dragged the heavy man off the 
ground, hurled him into the three advancing 
men.

Cries behind him spun his bullet head. 
He saw half a dozen of the guests advanc
ing determinedly, armed with chairs, fire 
tongs, a battle ax from the walL

“ That’s it, fellers!” One of the cops 
yelled. “ Close in on him until we can get a 
shot without hitting the lady.”

The lady. The idea filtered through the 
human brain of Criggley. He must spare

her. He was in the open and could make 
it without endangering her. The beast had 
done enough . . .

A  sharp flash, a bitter bark, and a sting 
along his neck aroused the animal again 
with a half-bestial cry. But it retained a 
human urge to drop Mrs. Blane. That done, 
he was again the primitive beast rampaging 
against his hated enemy.

So startled were the two policemen, still 
standing after the human catapult of their 
companion, that Criggiey’s bull-like rush 
carried him upon them before they could 
move. Two terrible blows of his arms 
crushed their heads together. One slumped 
to the ground with a low groan. The other 
staggered back, trying to bring up his gun. 
But the ape-thing swarmed over him, shak
ing the gun from his hand, the breath from 
his body.

Then he whirled, holding the limp man 
aloft The frightened guests circled around 
him, trying to pen him in. The man with 
the battle ax stood in the center.

“ I ’ll rush him,” that man said “ then you 
fellows close in from the side ana back.”

A GHOULISH chortle issued from the 
ape’s mouth, freezing them. Crigg

iey’s mind communicated those words to the 
berserk rage of the beast. Roaring, he 
hurled the policeman into the face of the 
ax carrier and sprang ahead. The ax carrier 
stumbled back, tbe ax falling. The ape 
swooped it up, whirling it around his head. 
He started babbling as Criggley tried to 
say, “ Stand back!”  But the white-faced 
men fell away, eyes horrified.

In the distance was a wailing sound, 
which Criggley's brain recognized as a po
lice siren. He dropped the ax, fumed sud
denly and ran through the shrubbery. Im
mediately the pack was after him. He 
heard cries directing the police. He vaulted 
over the wall, crouched in the road shrub
bery, as the police riot car chugged past. In 
the black backwash, he scuttled across the 
road. From the shadows of the other side 
he saw several men atop the wall trying to 
find him. With the silence ot the animal, 
he crept away and raced across the lawns.
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over hedges. A dog bayed mournfully close 
to him.

A shudder went through Criggley. Away 
from the man odor, the blood lust was re
ceding. The powerful beast surges to his 
brain lessened with the blood lust, and 
Criggley began to think again. He sobbed 
a slobbering ghastly sound as he remem
bered. In the distance he heard the siren 
again, faint shouts. They were on his trail. 
He was beginning to pant in great nervous 
gulps. On top the rise of a lawn he saw his 
house.

His house. Criggley the ape. Thinking 
clearly again, he clambered onto his porch, 
slid through the door. He locked it. There 
were no lights. They would pass. Oh, God, 
to get out of this ape shape. He was shak
ing like a clumsy bear as he padded down
stairs to the subterranean room. Gone was 
the thrill of his power. His brain remem
bered his killing, destroying, and Esther . . ,

W HEN he opened the door, he fell 
back, terrified. Facing him was the 

great bull ape he had feft bound to the slab. 
While Criggley was gone, the rays had re
suscitated the ape and the beast had broken 
his bonds. A  low snarl came from twisted 
lips.

Criggley heard a guttural snarl of chal
lenge issue from his own throat. The animal 
he was responded, over his brain, to the 
other beast. For a moment they glared, 
and Criggley knew that he had to fight this 
thing. He could feel the primordial lust be
ginning to resurge through his veins.

No, oh, God, no/ It was the whimper of 
his brain. But then the ape charged, His 
brain directed his ape’s body to dodge. He 
felt the impact as his enemy span off him. 
Then Criggley leaped, his arm shooting 
under the crotch of the beast, his other hand 
grasping the side of the neck, and lifted with 
all his brute strength. But it was not a 
human thing he was fighting now. The ape 
was heavy, twisting and struggling, kicking 
his chest with painful blows. Criggley saw 
the thing would fight free before he got him 
raised high enough to hurl him to the 
cement floor.

From the half-raised height, he threw the 
thing, leaped straight at him. The ape 
struck on his back, rolled so that Criggley’s 
feet struck his side, knocked Criggley 
stumbling over him. Criggley grabbed a 
chair, whirled as the ape charged. The chair 
splintered over the ape’s head, checking his 
rush. Then Criggley became all animal. 
Bellowing, he rushed in, knocked the ape’s 
arm aside like a boxer, and sunk his strong 
fingers into the throat. Subconsciously his 
intelligence guided those fingers into the 
wind pipe and he pressed.

All over the room they lunged. The ape 
beat and clawed and kicked. He tore at the 
hands. Criggley held on, panting gutturally. 
His own great strength was beginning to 
falter. But so was the ape’s. His hands 
pulled frenziedly, then stopped. Then the 
bull beast surged up with one final desper
ate charge.

Criggley felt himself hurled backward. 
Growling bestially, he fought to keep those 
slipping fingers in that hairy throat. Back 
he stumbled, swaying and pitching, as the 
great ape clawed at his hands, snarled as he 
tried to sink those gleaming fangs into 
Criggley’s wrists. One fierce lunge of those 
fangs tore his flesh and Criggley screamed 
fearsomely, shaking his great arms in fury. 
They plunged sidewise together.

A sharp blow struck Criggley from be
hind, cutting deeply through his thick hide, 
and erupting a frightful bellow from his 
throat. He pitched forward, wracked with 
pain. The ape, staggering, collided off 
balance. They crashed to the cement floor 
in a deafening clatter. Criggley squirmed, 
with another growl of pain, away from the 
thing that cut him again. He spun upright 
to face it, his lips drawn, rage in hideous 
snarl.

For a fi ll minute he stood there, like a 
statue of aa enraged beast. Slowly the 
beast’s blood drained away from his man’s 
brain and r.e stared at the wreckage of his 
projector. Glass was scattered in all direc
tions. From the broken end of the tube, 
discolored flames sputtered. As Criggley 
began slowly to regain control of his brain, 
the only thought that pounded through was
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that it was ruined, hopelessly, completely 
ruined. Hopelessly . . .

He spun suddenly at a sound. The ape 
was raising himself slowly. He glared again 
with that primordial hatred, with venom, 
as though he saw through Criggley’s ape- 
hood. One red rush of rage catapulted 
Criggley toward that beast, knocking him 
down. His clumsy band snatched a side of 
thick glass and with one savage slice turned 
the beast’s throat into a gushing splutter of 
blood. Criggley cut and cut again. He 
slashed the body from head to feet!

It was only when he was exhausted that 
he dropped the bloody glass and himself 
collapsed The rage had burned out and 
he was, at last again, all the human— in an 
ape’s body. He shuddered. What could he 
do? He raised himself slowly and stood 
swaying, sick, staring at the wreck of his 
life’s work.

For a moment his brain was unable to 
grasp its full significance. First he thought 
of the years ago to remake the projectors 
for his Criggley ray, for his aqueoigenous 
process of reintegration. Only slowly he 
realized that with these thick fingers, for 
strength and not deftness, he could never 
handle those delicate Instrumehts. Never 
could he hope to rebuild. NeverI

What could he do? Wild ideas darted 
about like a rat in a maze. Pay seme one? 
He was impoverished now and it would be 
impossible to get money in this hideous 
guise. This hideous guise . . .  it was him, 
doomed to live as an ape his remaining 
days . . .  skulking and hiding . . .  a human 
apel

A pitiful cry was tom from his loathsome 
body. What? Oh, what? Suddenly his nos
trils quivered. It was the hated man odor. 
God, Criggley whimpered, must he be 
turned into a ravaging beast every time he 
smelled a fellow human. No. nol Life 
would be a ghastly living death— for him 
who had worked for eternal life. His soul 
retched at the thought. He couldn’t endure 
thatl Anything was better. Even the death 
he had fought against.

He crept up the stairs to the hallway. He 
heard voices on his front porch. His body

shook with rage as the smell grew stronger. 
Criggley shuddered.

“ I ’m sure these are his tracks,”  a voice 
said. Then a beam of light reflected on the 
glass of the door. “ See, here’s dirt where 
his foot scraped.”

“ Do you suppose he got old Criggley?” 
“ We'd heard screams. Are you sure— ” 
“ That man whose dog barked saw him 

coming this way, and here’s— ”

SH AKING with his primordial rage to get 
at the men, yet filled with the reason 

of his own doom, Criggley bad to get it over 
with. With a grisly snarl of frustrated beast 
and tragic human, he threw open the door, 
stood there, dinging to the frame to hold in 
check the bestial rage beating up in his 
chest.

Five policemen and two guests from the 
party, all with revolvers, fell back before 
him.

“ Don’t shoot first,’* a sergeant said. 
"Let’s try to capture him.”

“ I wonder what he did with Criggley,” 
one said, edging to the side.

Criggley could stand no more.
“ I  am Criggley,”  he roared in his slob

bering snarl. “ And shoot, for the love of 
God, shootl”

The sergeant stepped back, crossing him
self. One of the guests staggered, the gun 
slipping from nerveless fingers. The other 
men stood as if turned to stone.

The blood was pounding in his brain, the 
great body was twitching to rend and tear. 
As the blood lust sent him hurtling out on 
the porch. Criggley choked out a soul-sear
ing animal cry.

“ Shoot, damn you, or 111 tear you 
apart!"

A  gun blasted at his head. He felt as if 
the top of his head was lifting off. He felt 
himself falling, the great strength oozing 
from his body. He tried to speak and only 
ghoulish slaverings foamed from his mouth. 
He felt blow after blow strike him, racking 
his body with pain. Then a heavy blow and 
all was dark. The pain stopped. He knew 
that he, who tried to destroy death, was 
dying . . .  as an ape.
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Lannihan jeU back when 
the orchid victim swarmed 

alive like a madman

IT G rew  O n  A  H u m a n  

Fa c e , O ut O f Th e  Po r e s , Th is  

Fl o w e r  O f D e a t h  W h ic h  Tu r n e d  

Br o a d w a v s  N ig h t -life In t o  A  S in ister  

H o t h o u s e .

Even case-hardened Michael Lannihan 
wa3 shocked when he entered the 
room of death. In his five years on 

the force, in which he had risen from the 
pavement to be detective lieutenant 
attached to the Homicide Squad, he had 
never seen anything as horrible. Even the 
face of the coroner, who had looked on the 
dead for twenty-five years, was as white as 
the cerements of a tomb.

“ Mother of Saints!” said Lannihan. Hi*

great hanis trembled as he ran them over 
his suddenly sweating face. The whole six 
feet of him, topped by a face which was a 
harsh map of Ireland, shook as though he 
had just been slugged on the jaw. “ The 
Furies are in it somewhere,” he added.

“ It wouldn’t surprise me, Mike,” said the 
coroner. “ Look at his face.”
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“ But I can’t see his facel” Lannihan ob
jected.

“ You will In a minute,”  said the coroner 
grimly. “ And if this isn’t a case to delight 
your Irish soul, then I never saw one.”

“ Deliver me 1” said Lannihan. “I ’ve seen 
some things in me time. I ’ve harkened to 
talk about fairies and the wee toifc. I ’ve 
heard the whisperin’ o’ th’ elves at Michael
mas, but never really believed in em. This, 
now, gets my nanny, and I ain’t afther 
foolin’ anybody 1”

In times of stress Lannman’s brogue was 
as thick as the soles of his heavy shoes. But 
none of the others in that ghastly room 
blamed him. They ali fe.t the same repul
sion.

For the manner of Murgatroyd’s death 
had been horrible. They did not need the 
explanation of the coroner to prove that to 
them. Four of them were ordinary coppera, 
who might almost have been brothers of 
Lannihan. Two were newspaper men, 
startled out of their blas£ calm by the 
horror of what they saw.

MURGATROYD, playboy of Broad
way, with more millions than he 

would have been able to spend had he 
lived, sweetheart of enough chorus girls to 
keep the tabloids filled with his own private 
scandals, rested in hi4 bed, flat on his back, 
utterly and completely dead. That in itself 
would not have troubled them— for there 
were some who believed that Murgatroyd 
had death coming to him. But never this! 
Never this horror which had caused Lanni
han to cross himself and wish that he had 
gone to church oftener than once in fifteen 
years.

Murgatroyd was dead.
His face was invisible— for a gruesome 

reason. It was covered from chin to forehead 
by a ghastly black flower which seemed to 
be growing right out of the flesh.

“ What kind of a flower is it, Doc?” asked 
Lannihan, mindful that it wa3 his duty to 
find out details like that 

“ It’s an orchid, Lannihan, but the 
strangest kind I ever heard of. It’s black, 
see? I ’ve heard of some queer flowers out

of southern Panama, of one particular 
orchid which drives men utterly mad, but 
never of any orchid, and a black one at 
that, which murders l ”

“ Orchids,”  whispered Lannihan. “ Or
chids! And he must have spent fifty thou
sand dollars on orchids alone during the 
last ten years for little chits that were 
cheaper than the cheapest flowers! And 
there may be something of justice in this, 
some idea I should lay hold on . .

“ You gents with weak stomachs,” said 
the coroner, “ had better haul tail out of 
here. I ’m going to take this gadget off his 
face. I don’t know what may happen, but 
I don’t feel any too good about it myself, 
and I ’ve seen a thousand stiffs where you 
guys haven’t seen one, any of you!”

“ I’ll blow out,”  said one of the coppers.
“ Me tool" said another.
“ The coppers’ll stay!”  snapped Lanni

han. “ I may want your testimony at court 
one of these days.”

“ And I guess that sort of ties us down.”  
said one of the newspaper men. “ I ’ve seen 
forty-seven men and four women electro
cuted, hanged or gassed, but I never felt 
like this before. Go to it, Doc. Get it over 
with.”

“ I reckon I have to stand close,”  said 
Lannihan, “ though by the Saints, I ’d rather 
be walking a beat in the lights of Broad
way.”

They gathered around the dead man, 
whose flowered pajamas, scented with vague 
perfume, which might have come from the 
orchids for all they knew, showed above the 
coverlets. The coroner’s hand trembled as 
he extended it for the flower which covered 
the face of the dead. His hand was covered 
with a rubber glove, over which he had 
slipped a heavy tubberized mitten, like 
those used by men who handle high vait- 
age.

“ Well,”  he said, “ here goes!”
He fastened his thumb and forefinger in 

the flower near Murgatroyd’s chin. He 
pulled. They could all see the flesh follow 
his pull, lift upward with the black flower.

“ I told you it had grown out of his 
pores,”  said the coroner.
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‘‘You have to jerk it off, like ripping off 
sticking plaster that’s held fast by hair,” 
said Lannihan. “ Even a fool can see that.” 

The coroner’s sweat dripped down to the 
rich coverlet which shut off most of the view 
of Murgatroyd’s body. But now he fastened 
his hand more firmly in the black dower 
and yanked swiftly. None there had ever 
heard such a strange sound. Sticking plas
ter gives a ripping sound when it comes 
free. This gave off a sound something like 
it— yet far more awful in its significance, 
because it sooke so eloquently of a kind of 
murder none here had ever dreamed of 
before.

THE flower came free, and It seemed to 
sigh, somehow, with awful regret as it 

came tree. Ail eyes were turned now on the 
face of the dead. They made a horrible dis
covery. Much of the skin of the face had 
come free with me ebon orchid I Every man 
present had seen the face of Murgatrovd 
while he was alive, either in the flesh or in 
the tabloids. But now, after the freeing of 
the orchid, there was nothing human about 
the face— for ;ne skin of it had come free 
with the flower and clung to it. curling back, 
horrible, like a parasitic growth on the 
black parasite, & sort of orchid growing on 
still another orchid.

“The Saints preserve usl ” said Lannihan 
again.

Then he regained control of himself. He 
stared at the newspaper men.

“ I ’m glad,” he said softly, “ that all of 
you S3w it. You would have called me a 
blasted liar if I had even thought of hand
ing you such a story. Now you have to 
believe what you see.”

“ i m not so sure of that,” said Martin of 
the Globe, his voice barely above a whis
per, “ and 111 be doubly damned if I'm 
going to touch me stiff’s face to see for my
self. What a scare this will throw into New 
York City if our bosses let us run the story 
— which they probably won’t.”

Lannihan stared for a long time into the 
face of the dead. Little by little the color 
came back into his face. Faced with the 
awful emergency, he would prove himself

equal to his job. He always had. He had 
run up against some terrible, gruesome 
things in his time, but this topped the list. 
He addressed the dead man, oblivious to 
everything else.

“ I wish.” he said, "that you could talk. 
You’d give me some handle that I could 
swing this deal with. I wonder if you knew 
who scragged you, and how.”

The telephone rang. Everybody In the 
room jumped and paled again. The sound 
was eerie in that silent chamber. Lannihan 
gulped and swallowed. The coroner paled 
anew, stepped back from the dead as 
though a serpent had struck at him, or as 
though the pealing of the telephone had 
come out of the gaping mouth of the dead. 
Lannihan went to the telephone, took down 
the receiver, held it to his ear. He hesi
tated about answering, and brittle laughter 
came over the wires to him.

“ So!” said a rasping voice after a, mo
ment. “ You wished to know how he died, 
eh? Well, I ’ll tell you in my own good 
time. He’s only the first. There will be 
three others. I l l  let you look at all of 
them. All but the last face, for it you will 
not see, since it will be your ownl”

The far receiver clicked up. Lannihan’s 
face was cairn now. He had been chal
lenged. Something of the eeriness of the 
whole thing left him with the Injection of 
a human voice into the case. He said noth
ing to the others. The newspaper men 
looked at him queerly.

“ That's a funny thing,” said Martin. 
“ You take down the receiver and don’t say 
a word. Who called? What did he say, or 
was it a she?”

“ He didn’t say much,” said Lannihan, 
“ but it was too much at that. Murgatrovd, 
here, is only the first. Three more are to go 
in the same way. Split that story wide open 
and see what it does to people’s nerves! ”

Glad of any excuse, the newspaper men 
fled. This one time they had no need of 
making notes. Every detail of the case to 
date was written on the retinas of their 
memories in letters of fire— fire that flamed 
in grisly horror. Lannihan looked at his 
watch.
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“ I’m going it blind, doc,”  be said. “ This 
is murder, of course. I don’t know where 
to look, except among Murgatroyd’s inti
mates. That’s the floozies of Broadway, 
and they won’t be getting up until three this 
afternoon. I ’m taking a squad of men and 
covering the theaters tonight. It’s a nut 
we’re looking for, a nut with a scientific 
turn of mind— and when I find him, well, 
he’ll wish he'd taken some of his own 
medicine.”

Lannihan himself was glad to leave the 
place of death, for the face of Murgatroyd 
would not leave his memory this side of the 
grave— the dead face in which a black 
flower of horrible significance had grown, 
whose ripping free had robbed the dead face 
of ail expression because the skin had been 
jerked off with the funereal blossom.

Lannihan almost gathered up the flower, 
but he had no gloves, and he knew that 
somehow there was death in the touch of 
the black orchid.

At nine o’clock that night Lannihan was 
at Times Square, watching the theater 
crowds, wishing he had second sight, or 
could read minds or something, because 
there wasn’t the slightest chance of finding 
out anything in such a vast mob. He was 
jostled by the seething crowds. In plain
clothes, he looked like anyone else— though 
he would never be mistaken for anything 
but an Irishman.

How should he proceed? Where should 
he start?

Someone brushed against him with more 
than usual violence. He felt a hand shoved 
violently into his side pocket, withdrawn 
again before he could grab at the wrist, or 
even turn and see the face of the pick
pocket. He whirled, saw a yellowish face 
vanish into the crowd, and shrugged.

“ I ’m not after pickpockets tonight,”  he 
said to himself. “ Imagine one of ’em tack
ling a copper!”

But he ran his hand into his pocket any
how, and encountered a piece of paper. 
He brought it forth, wondering. A message 
of some sort, but why was it given to him? 
Had the messenger known his identity? 
He opened the paper— and cureed himself

for everything in the book that he had not 
followed the yellowish face he had glimpsed, 
now vanished forever into the milling 
crowds.

The paper read:
“ At nine fifteen Lourry goes the way of 

Murgatroyd!”
There was no signature, but none was 

needed. Lannihan rushed to the nearest 
cigarstore, and to a telephone beside a 
booth, looked up the Lowrys. There were 
eighteen of them listed in Manhattan. He 
ran his finger aiong the names swiftly—  
stopping at one which gave him food for 
thought. There might, of course, be un
listed Lowrys, which he could get from 
“ Information.” The one which intrigued 
him was a man whose first name was 
“ Ucal.” It was a strange name, and Lanni
han knew it instantly. Ucal Lowry was of 
the same kidney as Murgatroyd had been 
— a man who played the stage-door Johnny, 
spent thousands on the cuties, got himself 
in the tabloids almost every morning. Lan
nihan dashed into the booth, dialed the 
number of Ucal Lowry.

A M AN ’S cold voice ansWered. and it 
was the voice of the man who had 

spoken to Lannihan at the house of Murga
troyd 1 The laughter was the same.

“ Hello, Lannihan! You're just too late. 
The seed has been planted and Lowry dies 
before you can reach him!”

The receiver clicked up. Lannihan raced 
back to the telephone book, snapped a 
glance at the address, raced out to the curb. 
He grabbed a taxicab.

“ Break all the speed laws, fellah,”  he 
rasped. “ You’re hauling the law tonight!” 

The cabby looked back.
“ Any shootin’?” he asked. “ I've got 

kids.”
“ I don’t know, but you’re moving any

how. Drop me at that address and you 
can be on your way in the same breath. 
Step on it, mister. We're too late already.” 

The cab careened uptown, turned right 
toward Park Avenue at the first eastbound 
street, squealed to a stop at the address 
Lannihan had given. Lannihan leaped
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from the cab, entered & high priced co
operative apartment, snapped at the colored 
elevator man.

“Lowry's apartment and give her the 
gun.”

“ He expecting you, sir?”
“ The law's talking right into your face, 

black boy!” said Lannihan. “ Don't waste 
time.”

Nor did the man. Lannihan raced to 
the door number the boy gave him, 
knocked. The door was ajar. He rushed 
in, calling Lowry's name. From a bedroom 
came a sieepy voice.

“ Who the hell is it?”
“ Lannihan, of Homicide.”
“ Who did I kill while I was drunk-last 

night?”

IAN NI HAN waited for no more. In two 
strides he was in that bedroom, had 

found the light switch and snicked it on. 
In the bed was a young man with tousled 
hair. His face was covered with cold cream. 
Lannihan's lips twisted with contempt. 
Cold cream was for women. Men who used 
it were sissies.

“ Murgatroyd’s dead!”  said Lannihan. 
“ Murdered! I was tipped off you were 
next.”

“ I don’t look very' dead, do I, copp«? 
Look, fellah, I ’m glad you called me. I 
can catch the second act at the Tivoli. Shut 
the door as you go out. I ’m taking a quick 
shower. Where’s my valet?”

“ I didn’t see anybody when I came in, 
and nobody answered me but you. I think 
we re alone here. Is that funny or isn’t it?” 

“ Not funny,” said the playboy, wrin
kling his forehead, “ but strange, to say the 
least. I didn’t give my valet any time off. 
But you needn’t worry. I look all right for 
a corpse, don't I? And listen, copper, it 
must be hot as hell in here or I have a 
fever or a hangover or something. I ’m hot
ter than the devil. You notice it?”

"The room seemed like an oven when I 
came in,” said Lannihan, “ but I don’t 
know. . . .”

“ Neither do I. So long, copper, and 
thanks.”

Whistling, his forehead furrowed in a 
frown, Lannihan stepped back into the re
ception room. His eyes narrowed as he 
stared at the door. It had been open—  
and Lannihan couldn’t get that rasping 
voice out of his mind. And now there was 
no way of tracing it, unless the operator 
remembered. He dialed the operator.

“ Anybody call from here during the last 
ten minutes?”

“ Who wants to know? Mr. Lowry?”
“ No. This is the law, sister. Try and 

remember.”
“ There were three calls . . .”
Lannihan waited to hear no more. He 

had closed and locked the door. He was 
sure that save for Lowry he was alone in 
the man’s apartment, yet he had the odd 
feeling that others were here, too. And 
then he heard a  strange knocking sound. 
It came from behind a door he hadn't yet 
opened. Now he raced to th at.  door, 
snapped it open. Out. almost into his face, 
toppied the figure of a man. He was 
dressed in livery. There was a gag in his 
mouth, under eyes that were wide with 
terror. The man’s arms were bound at his 
sides by ropes which almost encased his 
body from shoulders to knees. Lannihan 
caught him before he struck the floor, 
knowing that the man was the m is s in g  

valet.
Then fear such as he had never known 

gripped the very soul of Lannihan. for 
simultaneously with the fall of the valet, a 
scream of terror came from Lowry's bath
room, followed by the thudding sound of 
a body falling. Lannihan took time only 
to slash swiftly at the vaiet’s bonds. Then 
he was through the bedroom door, slam
ming his weight against the door to the 
bathroom, in which he couid hear the gur
gling of water.

“ Lowry!” he shouted. “ Lowry! Open 
up!”

But there was no answer, and out of that 
moment of suspense Lannihan thought he 
could hear the rasping laughter of the un
known. Inside he could hear heels, kicking 
a tattoo on the bathroom floor. Lannihan 
stepped back, hurled all his weight against
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the door. The lock was not made which 
could withstand the full weight and power 
of the mighty Lannihan. The door went 
down with a crash, ripping out lock and 
hinges. Lannihan fell full length across the 
floor— his face was within a foot of that of 
Ucal Lowry. Lannihan almost screamed in 
hideous terror. Never in his life had he 
been so horrified. Lowry was already dead. 
And something that was not whiskers was 
growing out of his face. Innnihan knew 
what it was on the instant— and he was 
watching it, with horrible fascination, in 
the process of growing. Little stamens 
came out of the pores of Lowry's cold- 
creamed face. The stamens rose, drew to
gether, united into one ghastly plant. Out 
of the plant, even as Lannihan watched, 
unable to move or cry out, came an ebon 
stalk. It opened, burst into hideous bloom.

And over the face of Lowry, growing out 
of his skin, was a black orchid!

Lannihan staggered to his feet.
“ Why in hell,”  he asked himself, “ didn’t 

I ask him if be knew anybody who acted 
like Murgatroyd, and who his closest friends 
were?”

But there was no use asking such ques
tions now, for the dead answered nothing 
whatever. Things came back to Lannihan. 
The face of Murgatroyd, ripped raw when 
t ie  coroner had yanked the hideous flower 
free. So would Lowry’s face look when the 
coroner had finished with him. He re
membered the heat of the room, of Lowry’s 
complaint about it. He staggered to his 
feet, raced into the reception room, where 
the valet was just releasing himself from his 
bonds, his fingers ail thumbs as he 
struggled, in a palsy of fear, to get free.

“ What’s your name?” snapped Lanni
han.

“ Fenner, sir."
“ Then listen, aside from Murgatroyd, 

who was your master’s best friend? Give 
me all the names you can remember. I  
am Lannihan of the Homicide Squad.”

“ Homicide?" said Fenner stupidly. “ The 
master?”

“ He has just been murdered In horrible 
fashion— as his friend Murgatroyd was

murdered sometime last night. Who was 
with Lowry last? Who tied you up?”

“ I went to bed early. I had been up all 
night. Mr. Lowry had in a dozen friends 
last night. I didn’t see the man who hit 
me. The doorbell rang. Something leaped 
at me. I thought I  saw a lemon colored 
face. Then I was hit over the head. When 
I came to I was in the closet. The names, 
sir? There were Paget, Logan, Hennessey, 
Noonan, Holly. . .”

“ That’s enough. I remember the names 
of Paget and Holly were mentioned in a 
recent story about Murgatroyd and Lowry. 
Tell me, Fenner— do you know anyone that 
would want to kill your master ? Speak upt 
If it’s a man or a woman, tell me!” 

Fenner hesitated, hanging his head. 
Lannihan jumped at him, grabbed him by 
the shoulders.

“ You can t hold back because of loyalty 
to your master, Fenner,” he said. “ He’s 
been murdered. You’re out of a job. 
We’ve got to get whoever wanted to kill 
him. Do you know of any threats? Of 
anybody who was just a little cookoo?”  

“ They all seemed cookoo to me,”  said 
Fenner with surprising vehemence. “ He 
had plenty of enemies, girls he was finished 
with, their past sweethearts, their husbands, 
their brothers . . .’’

“ Any of them explorers that you know 
of? Any of them just back from Panama, 
Venezuela, Colombia or the West Indies?” 

“ There was a chap named Kinney . . 
“ He have a sister or a sweetheart, on the 

stage, radio, or the screen?”

THE telephone shrilled savagely. Lanni
han started as though he had been 
struck a blow on the back of the head. He 

turned stiffly toward the instrument. Fin
ally, as though his legs weighed tons, he 
crossed the room to it, took up the receiver. 
He had known all along what to expect.

“ Well, Lannihan? What do you think of 
my hothouse, eh? Listen, I don’t intend to 
run away from justice, except just long 
enough to get the other two I promised. It 
will be a lesson to men with money who 
don’t car* what happens to the sisters and
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the sweethearts of loyal men. Faget is 
next! I ’ll give you an hour to do something 
about him— but in sixty minutes, no more, 
no less, Paget dies!”

The phone went dead.
Lannihan whirled on Fenner.
‘‘What’s Paget’s given name?"
“ Morton, sir.”

LANNIHAN leafed through the directory.
j  He telephoned the home of Morton 

Paget, seven blocks further north along 
Park Avenue. This time a woman answered, 
told him that she was Paget’s sister.

“ Where is Morton Paget?” asked Lanni
han.

“ Who’s talking?”
“ ‘This is a police officer, madam. His 

friend Lowry has had a bad accident and 
I want to get in touch with him . . . ”

“ Oh, I ’m terribly sorry,”  she said though 
her voice indicated that she wasn’t sorry 
in the least. “ Is it serious?”

“ To be truthful, ma’am, Lowry's dead. 
Listen, don’t hang up. Do you know an 
explorer friend of your brother and of 
Lowry, someone who has hunted orchids, 
let us say, in southern Panama, in Cuba, 
Central or South America or the West In
dies?”

“ There was a chap named Kinney— well, 
you’ll be able to find him when you con
tact my brother, for they often went out 
together.”

Lannihan’s heart went cold in his breast. 
“ What did this Kinney look like, sister?” 

he asked hoarsely. “ Was he a small man? 
Did he have a yellowish face?”

“ Why, yes. He had Chagres fever his 
last trip to Panama. Morton financed that 
trip.”

“ Is that so? Now, another question, just 
so I won’t have to waste time by coming out 
to your place. Did Kinney have a sister?” 

“ Why do you use the past tense? He 
has a sister. Morton has looked out for 
her during recent months, though I haven’t 
seen her for weeks. She’s proud. She’s 
been out of a job, up against it . .

“ Thanks,”  said Lannihan dryly. “ I ’ll be 
calling you again, sister. Goodbye.”

He clicked up the receiver, stared for a 
long moment at the instrument, while bits 
of the puzzle, bits that were fantastic and 
would have been unbelievable but for the 
fact that Lannihan had seen so much al
ready, began to click into place.

He could guess what had happened. 
Murgatroyd, like Lowry, probably used 
face-cream. He slept under the influence 
of liquor. Both men were known to be 
tipplers, probably slept soundly. The mur
derer, who would probably have been re
ceived without suspicion by the servants of 
the two victims because he was well known 
to them, had entered. Then he had dropped 
something on the face of Murgatroyd. But 
did the black orchid flower grow so swiftly 
one could see it? Was it poison? How was 
the murder actually done? And why or
chids? There was a hideous significance 
here somewhere. t

Well, suppose, just to start from some
where, there were spores of the black orchid 
which could be dropped on the hot skin of 
a sleening man— from which contact they 
instantly began to grow, sending their roots 
into the open pores? Sleeping men, under 
the drugged power of liquor, perspired. Not 
enough to see, perhaps, but they perspired 
just the same. Lannihan believed it was 
the nearest anything in the temperate 
zones came to tropical conditions. By the 
mere act of starting to grow, if the orchids 
were poison, their lethal dose, like the 
venom of reDtiles. went into the blood
stream, to the heart.

After that death was a matter of seconds. 
Murgatroyd had died without waking. The 
orchid had continued to grow after his 
death.

Lannihan had come to Lowry before the 
spores had started their ghastly growing 
but, unsuspecting because he did not know 
the answer, he had done nothing for Lowrv, 
who had seemed to be all right. He had 
thought he had arrived before the murderer 
could do his job. But he hadn’t. Lowry’s 
body-heat and the steaming heat of running 
water in the confined bathroom had done 
the job— and Lowry was dead. Lannihan 
took down the receiver again, dialed Paget’s



THE BLACK ORCHIDS 111

number. The same woman’s voice answered 
once more.

“ Did your brother leave in a taxicab?”
“ No, in Morton’s car."
“ Is it comfortable? Can it be heated to 

body warmth?”
“ It’s a Franchini,” she answered proudly. 

“ It can be turned into an oven if necessary. 
You have me worried now. What in the 
world is wrong?"

“ Just this: Murgatroyd— you know him? 
— was murdered tonight under horrible cir
cumstances. Lowry wa3 murdered in the 
same way, almost under my eyes. And 
now, your brother— I’m afraid. You might 
as well be prepared for the worst unless I 
can do something to stop i t  I ’m ringing 
off now, and prowl cars will probably start 
bothering you."

He rung off, dialed headquarters.
“ I want every prowl car, every copper 

on beat, every traffic officer, to look for 
Morton Paget’s Isotta-Franchini. Paget is 
in it, with the murderer of Murgatroyd and 
Lowry. Yes, Ucal Lowry! He was killed 
in exactly the same way Murgatroyd was 
killed, and the murderer telephoned me to 
say that Paget would die in sixty, minutes, 
no more, no less. Get out that broadcast!"

Almost instantly, from all over the city, 
came the startled wailing of many sirens 
as the prowl cars got under way. The force 
wasted no time whatever. Lannihan 
grunted with satisfaction, telephoned the 
coroner, waited for the arrival of the cop
pers and slipped out.

He hailed the first prowl car he encoun
tered, asked the extra officer in it to vacate 
his seat, snapped on the radio. He didn’t 
explain. There was no need for explana
tion. He had left one brief word with 
headquarters when be had asked for the 
broadcast— that police guards be placed at 
once around the homes and the persons of 
the other men whom Fenner had named. 
Holly was nextl

“ Take me to the home of Caleb Holly,”  
said Lannihan tersely. “ And don’t spare 
the horses, fellow. We have time to save 
Holly, because the murderer is working 
with Paget at the moment.”

The radio began its monotonous blaring. 
But in a brief second it didn’t sound mo
notonous— and the driver and Lannihan 
were electrified with its message.

“ Paget’s Franchini seen going south on 
Fifth Avenue at top speed, breaking all 
laws. All cars take notice. Turn it aside, 
catch it, do anything. Danger!”

“ Okay,” said Lannihan, “let’s get going.” 
He looked at his watch. Forty-five 

minutes ago the voice had come to him. 
If the murderer kept his promise, Paget 
would be dead in fifteen more minutes. 
Lannihan ordered the driver to pause for 
a moment when they had driven down 
Fifth Avenue for five minutes. Everywhere 
sounded the blaring of sirens. The chase 
seemed to have converged on Washington 
Square by the sound, and the rest of traffic 
appeared to have fallen silent, as though 
all Manhattan waited for the death of Mor
ton Paget.

“ Down the Avenue,” said Lannihan, 
“ and step on the gas."

The sixty minutes were up long before 
they had finished the run to Washington 
Square. Lannihan knew, long before he 
reached the crowd about the huge car that 
had careened onto the sidewalk near Eighth 
Street, what he would find. Coppers, their 
faces filled with horror, were keeping back 
the crowds. He knew why. The crowd 
would go mad if it saw the face of Morton 
Paget. Lannihan leaped out, raced to the 
huge foreign-built car, looked into the back 
seat. The front seat was empty, as though 
the driver had gone mad and fled.

IT  was not till three days later the driver 
was found wandering along the Hudson, 

his mind a blank, his face set in a mask of 
horror.

In the back seat of the Franchini sat 
Morton Paget— and the black flower of 
death covered his face. Lannihan could see 
it all. The murderer asking to drive the 
car. A sponge of chloroform over Paget’s 
face, so that he wouldn’t protest, the spores 
planted on hi3 face after the murderer him
self had smeared the face with some oil or 
other to make the spores stick. Then the
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perspiration of the body of Paget himself, 
and the heat of the car, had done the rest. 

One to go— and the next one was Holly 1 
Back into the car again, racing for 

Holly's address. No possible communica
tion from the killer now. Ten minutes and 
Lannihan was in the house of Holly, who 
was a bachelor, living alone. Like most 
men of his stamp, Holly slept late. His 
house was surrounded by coppers who 
hadn t disturbed the millionaire. Lannihan 
did not wait for the amenities of polite 
society. He entered the house, went to 
Holly’s apartment, to find it empty.

He turned out the lights, sat down, 
waited.

FINALLY two men came in. Lannihan 
heard them coming down the hall, knew 

that they were drunk. He slipped into a 
closet. The door opened. He knew the 
lights were snicked on. He heard two men 
enter the bedroom.

“ You can’t go home. Kinney, ol’ boy,” 
said a drunken voice. “ Fancy running into 
you like this, right in front of my home. 
Wasn’t looking for you to come back for 
a week yet.”

“ Been wanting to see you, Holly. Pure 
luck I found your house.”

That voice 1 Lannihan would never for
get it this side the grave. He waited yet 
a moment longer. The light in the main 
room went out. He didn’t blame the cod- 
pers for allowing the murderer to pass. 
After all, he had come in with Holly, and 
they had no description of the murderer.

Lannihan slipped out of his hiding place, 
stepped to the door of the bedroom. Holly 
was in bed. aiready raucously breathing, as 
men did when they had imbibed too freely. 
The other man was standing over Holly 
now. Holly’s face glowed with the sheen 
of face-cream.

Now the other stepped back. His hand 
seemed to be hovering over the face of 
Holly. Did Lannihan imagine it, or did 
something, like fine sand, drip from the 
hand of the standing man to the face of 
Holly?

The man was muttering:

“ You, Holly, and men like you, drove 
my sister to suicide. None of your friends 
even suspected, Holly, but I know that you 
and Murgatroyd and Lowry— maybe all of 
you— had a hand in what happened to her. 
She fell for your money; but no girl ever 
will, again.”

Lannihan knew the man was Kinney be
cause he saw the yellowish face before 
Kinney stepped back and snapped out the 
lights in the bedroom, causing yet another 
light to glow in the room. Lannihan went 
into action when he saw it; saw the harsh, 
brilliant light start along the coverlets to
ward the face of Holly.

Lannihan wasted no time. Horror 
gripped him as he leaped forward, brought 
his automatic crashing down upon the face 
of Kinney, who thudded heavily to the 
floor. His flashlight fell with him. Its 
light concentrated on a circular spot of 
paper on the wall. Even before Lannihan 
had reached Kinney, the paper at that spot 
was turning to a full yellow with the heat.

“ Powerful battery,” muttered Lannihan 
as he snapped cuffs on Kinney, binding his 
wrists behind him, “with microscopic lens 
capable of concentrating the rays on a 
given spot— and there’s the answer as to 
how the heat was generated; not much, but 
enough to start the black orchids growing; 
black orchids whose very roots were more 
poisonous than the venom of the coral 
snake I Holly, you deserve to die, if what 
this lad said was true. But you are a human 
being, with no crimes really charged against 
you. and the law says that any man who 
muraers you must die! Again, I ’m sorry, 
for all that you probably had it coming.”

Holly merely snored heavily and loudly 
as Lannihan, stepping over Kinney, entered 
the bathroom, came back with a hot cloth 
and began to wash the face of Holly.

Horror froze Lannihan in an instant. 
Holly came to life as though under the drive 
of an electric shock. He was out of the 
bed, fighting like a savage against Lanni
han. With his left hand he rubbed his own 
face, covering his hand with the face-cream, 
which he smeared, in the fight, on the face 
of Lannihan. He screamed like a madman
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as he did so, baring his teeth. With his 
right hand he tried to rub something into 
the cream he had managed to smear on 
Lannihan.

“ Sot ”  grated Holly. “ The cur managed 
to tip you off, eh, copper?” His voice rose 
shrilly, his eyes red with a madness intensi
fied by the alcohol in his system. “ Couldn't 
handle it himself!" he shrieked. “ Thought 
he was avenging his sister’s honor— when 
she didn’t have any to avenge! Too bad 
that between the two of you, you couldn’t 
save Murgatroyd, Lowry and Paget, the 
double-crossing, robbing rats! ”  Holly ended 
in a demoniac rush of wild laughter.

Lannihan staggered back, fighting to 
keep the hand of Holly from smearing the 
seeds of black death into his now sweating 
face. In the midst of his horror, the de
tective jerked his gat and let drive, for a 
hunch had told him that Holly was the 
distributor of the ghastly death he had wit
nessed that day. The gat spoke. Holly 
went down, his fleshy, characterless face 
went gray. His arms flung wide. The 
hands opened— and the gnsly black terror 
was growing in the palm of the right one! 
Lannihan whirled as he heard a noise, 
looked down in the face of Kinney.

“ But it was you who did the telephon
ing!" Lannihan accused.

“ Right, copper,”  said Kinney softly. “ I 
was afraid you wouldn’t believe me it I told 
you the straight story. I put it on strong 
to bring you.”

“ But that mad laughter!”  Lannihan 
shuddered.

“ It kept you traveling, didn’t it? I bad

to do something to make you come. I knew 
Holly would murder the other three. He 
whs cracked on women and the three guys 
too often moved in on his girls. Murga
troyd, Lowry and Paget had got him to 
gamble what money he had left on a fluke 
corporation. No girl would look at him, 
without money. My sister was the only one 
of the lot who really believed in him, and 
be had ruined her.”

“ But that damned black orchid,”  Lanni
han muttered.

“ I accidentally gave him the secret of 
that. He used it, knowing the blame would 
be laid on me. I was right behind him 
every step, but couldn’t quite catch him.” 

“ And I ’ll never know,”  said Lannihan 
thoughtfully, as he unfastened the manacles 
on Kinney, “ whether my bullet or the black 
orchid in his hand killed him! ”

“ Not even bullets,”  Kinney informed him 
somberly, “ could outspeed the death of the 
black orchids. I’m glad you kept on the 
job, for if he had attacked me instead of 
you, he’d probably have nailed me and dis
posed of the only fatal witness against him.”  

“ You intended to kill him with the black 
orchid— because of your sister— when I 
came in this room?”

“ No, I only wanted to make him suffer 
as bis victims suffered, while I laughed at 
him. I know how to prevent death by the 
orchid, too, even after it starts to grow. 
I'm glad you don’t need the antidote, Lan
nihan!”

“If you’re glad, Kinney,” said Lannihan 
grimly, rubbing his face, “how do you sup
pose 1 feel?"

DOCTOR DEATH
Returns Next Month!

More menacing than ever. His Zombi, his elementals, 
again attack the living; but he has a new terror—  
he resuscitates the hordes of Egypt in their tombs.



THE SKELETON SCREAMS
by O’CASEY HOLT

O n e  M in u t e  A fter Th e  L iv in g  M a n  S c r e a m e d ,

Th e y  Fo u n d  H is Sk e l e t o n , A s  C l e a n  A s If Bu z z a r d s  

H a d  B e e n  A t It Fo r  W eeks.

CLARK HAZEN, newest of the Homi- face was white. His hands trembled as 
cide dicks, got the job of finding out with the ague. He was scared half out of 
what had killed Louis Rhone. He his wits, 

was met at the door of Rhone’s apartment “ It can’t be!” he blurted hysterically, 
by the owner of the building. The man's “ It simply can’t have happened that
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quickly, for I  heard him scream the minute 
before 1 went in, something about a ‘ tiger2.”  

“ W b a t couldn’t have happened,”  snapped 
Hawn, staring down at the pudgy apart
ment owner from his brawny six feet.

“ You'll see, copper. You’ll see. Of 
course it might be a joke or something, 
though oki Louis Rhone never went in for 
jokes as far as I know, and he’s been with 
me fourteen years. But where did he get 
the skeleton, and how did be get it in with
out me knowing it? Besides, he never 
drank.”  Owner Mailon Cox’s voice snook.

“ What skeleton?”  Hazen was annoyed 
by the man's terror.

“ 1  been trying to tell you . . the man 
babbled.

Hazen pushed past the owner into the 
suite of roosts Louis Rhone had occupied, 
turned when he couldn’t see what he sought 
and said:

“ Well, where the devil is it?”
“ In the bathroom, like I told you.”  
“ You didn’t tel! me anything, except a 

lot of chatter about a skeleton that didn’t 
make sense, and a tiger that was worse.” 

“ But that’s  exactly what Fm trying to 
tell you! The skeleton in the bathroom.”

OBVIOUSLY there was nothing coher
ent to be got out of the fat man. He 

moaned, in between incoherencies, about his 
place getting a bad name, he wooid never be 
able to rent Rhone’s apartment, that Rhone 
had always been good pay and now he was 
dead, and a lot more of it. But Hazen 
didn’t bear him. The whole world of nor
mal things was blotted out when he saw 
the thing in the bathtub.

It  was a skeleton.
As the houseowner had said. It was 

complete too. Not so much as a wisp of 
hair remained of it. Hazen stared at the 
thing, then whirled on the man who had 
sent in the call.

“ You say that screamed a minute before 
you came in?”

“ Yes, that’s what I ’ve been trying to tell 
you.”

“ And you say it’s Louis Rhone?”
“ Of course, don’t you suppose I know my

awn tenants? Look at that monthful of 
teeth. I’ve seen ’em every first of the 
month for fourteen years, right on the dot 
to the minute. It was a pleasure to deal 
with Mr. Rhone. He always smiled. That’s 
how come I would know his teeth any
where. Besides, they’re aQ gold, like hi*. 
Sure that’s him, I  say.”

Hazen stared at the little man.
- “ You mean to tell me,”  he said slowly, 
“ that you got inside here one minute after 
you heard Rhone scream, found this in the 
tub, and now positively identify it as the 
man who screamed?”

“ I  do that. Don’t coppers bring in den
tists, in cases like this, or take fingerprints, 
or something?”

“ Dentists, maybe,”  said Hazen grimly, 
“ but I ’m afraid this boao’s fingerprints 
would leave a lot to be desired. Get out of 
here, will you?”

The pudgy little man got. Hazen could 
hear him talking to coppers in the enter, 
main room. He shut the door, then stood 
over the tub, staring into it. As he stared 
it came t*> him more and more that the 
pudgy man knew exactly what he was talk
ing about. This skeleton, impossible as it 
might seem, was that of Louis Rhone.

One minute he had been a living man, 
capable of screaming. Next minute he bad 
been a skeleton. It wasn’t  possible, yet 
Hazen knew it had happened. But how?

Arid in the tub? N o murderer would 
try that. Besides. Rhone would have es
caped with his feet destroyed, far he would 
have manageo to fall out of the tub before 
the acid had got his whole body. Obviously 
the scream he had emitted had been the first 
touch of pain. And tbe pudgy man had 
mentioned just one scream!

“ God Almighty!” said Hazen, the sweat 
suddenly beading his cheeks and forehead. 
“ He had time to scream just once, before 
this happened to him. Nor even a second 
scream. A rest tiger coukint have done 
this!”

Hazen looked around the bathroom. 
The skeleton’s clothing was all prepared 
for his use. Hhr trousers, immaculate, 
finely creased, hung over a chairback. His
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tie had been laid out His underclothing 
was on a chair beside the tub, within reach.

"He didn’t have the slightest idea what 
was going to happen to him,’' Hazen mut
tered. “ Maybe it was acid. His heart 
might have failed him on account of the 
pain, and he fell into the tub. It’s possible 
that’s why he didn’t tumble out of the tub. 
But who turned the water out?”

The tub was almost dry. Hazen looked 
further, to find a gruesome relic of what 
had happened. Rhone himself had pulled 
the plug out of the tub, for the bony fore
finger of his left hand still was encircled by 
the plug’s ring!

“ That puts out heart failure,”  Hazfcn 
muttered thickly. “ He’d never have 
reached the plug.”

He started backing out of the bathroom. 
Obviously the death which had overtaken 
Rhone had pulled him into the tub, until his 
head was submerged under the water, for 
his skull was as white as though It had 
been bleached on a desert for years.

Hazen stepped into the main room, 
looked around at the two coppers and the 
plainclothes men, several of whom bad seen 
the thing in the tub before his arrival. 
Even the faces of the hardboiled harness 
bulls were white as with a strange, un
earthly terror. Hazen looked at each man 
in tum. and at the pudgy house owner, who 
was wringing his hands and moaning.

“ I ’ll be nest, as sure as anything I”
“ I ’ve got the very best evidence that’s 

exactly the truth,” said Hazen grimly, 
meaning nothing of the sort, but desirous 
of snapping the pudsv man out of it long 
enough to get intelligent answers to the 
questions that must be asked.

“ You what? Oh, my God!” said the 
pudgy man. “ I knew it. I knew I was 
marked for death the minute I looked at 
Mr. Rhone.”

Shut up,” said Hazen, “ and maybe we 
cr.n save you if you’ll answer some ques- 
t ons. How long will it take you to get 
your plumber?”

“ He’s working in the house right now,”  
said Mailon Cox, the property owner. “ I 
had some things for him to do.”

“ TTiat’s a break, anyhow. Have him in 
here. I ’ve got to have the connections of 
the drain tested, especially the elbow. I  
don’t expect to find anything, but you never 
can tell.”

Cox went outside and yelled.
“ Murthal Murthal”
“ Damn!” said one of the harness bulls. 

“ It sounds like he’s yelling murderl”
Hazen jumped to the door. Never do 

to pass up anything in a case like this.
“ What’s that you’re yelling?”  he de

manded. There was always a possibility 
that the word was a code word of warning. 
Hazen suspected everybody in a murder 
case. Cox’s story was so wild and improb
able it might very well be a lie from start 
to finish. And Cox himself might have 
shoved that plug ring over the forefinger 
of the skeleton.

“ Murtha,”  said Cox. “ That’s - the 
plumber’s name. He’s done my work for 
five years.”

“ Okay, have him in here.”

T HE plumber arrived. Hazen stared at 
him. Murtha was as big a man as 

Hazen himself, and much broader. Hazen 
expected somehow to see a big, oldish fat 
man. This fellow wasn’t over twenty-five, 
with the roses of rampant health in his 
cheeks. He looked able to kill a bull with 
a blow of his fist.

“ Your stomach stand for looking at a 
corpse?” asked Hazen abruptly.

“ M y stomach stands for plumbing,”  said 
Murtha. grinning. “ I could sit on a corpse 
and eat my lunch. Why?”

Hazen took Murtha into the bedroom, 
pointed. Murtha stared. Hazen watched 
the man. Murtha wasted little time on the 
skeleton. He looked at Hazen.

“ Initiating somebody into a secret so
ciety?”  he asked.

“ No,”  said Hazen. “ This man was mur
dered, something like fifteen minutes ago. 
.Ah, I thought that would make you think a 
minute. Still want to sit on him to eat your 
lunch?”

For Murtha had gone as white as the 
coppers or Cox, and his great red face was
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covered with sweat. H r flirted it away 
with the back of bes fore an*.

‘And yen want me to take c«t the dram 
joint and save whatever is m it, eh?”

“ Exactly.”
Grimly, saying nothing, Hazen watched 

while Mutt ha did his work. Murtha. was 
an excellent, fast workman. I t  took five 
minutes. Martha held op the joint and 
shrugged.

“ Sorry,’1 he said, “ I haven’t had ocoebt* 
to tooth this ia years. The elbow is “ i  
filled! with dirt that scarcely a drop of water 
would stick in it."

“ i ’ll save- the sik, just the same,”  said 
Haaea. “ And thanks. Let pudgy pay for 
this job-.’*

MURTHA left hurriedly, again flirting 
the sweat from his forehead. Hazen 

grinned grimly. Now the bathroom had 
become a place of eerie horror. Acid or no 
acid, something ghastly had happened here 
to Rhone. A  man didn't change from a 
living man to a skeleton in the batting of an 
eye. Hazen closed his eyes, trying to call 
up a  picture of what might have happened.

He had a ghastly image of- a  mast’s  
foot bones showing through h »  feet, then 
the feet becoming skeleton, the flesh being 
erased from b» legs so swiftly it looked like 
a fademft ia  a picture. It was horrible to- 
contemplate. Why, Rhone himself must 
have watched his own dissolution fo* a few 
seconds at least. Sure he had, else he 
■ wouldn’t  have reached for the plug ring. 
Why hadn’t he, siBce he knew enough to 
reach the ring; flung himself out oi the 
water?

“ That’s easy, too.”  said Hazen to him
self. “ He had nothing, by that time, to 
raise himself on. His legs and hips were 
nothing bat naked bone. Then he fell back
ward into the water, his head came under 
— and that marked the end. His eyes must 
have seen terror before they went, too.” 

Hazen shivered. It was so unreal. And 
yet, alone there in the room where Rhone 
had died in such a  horrible fashion, utterly 
unable to conjure up what had been the 
manner of death, Hazen bad never Deen

more frightened in Ms life-. The reom 
seemed to be fitted with death. I f  Haze* 
bad looted down at this moment, t» see his 
own lower limbo as those o f a skeleton, he 
would scarcely have been surprised. B e  
turned and tttcraOy flung himself front the 
roan*.

His men didn’t laugh at him. Their 
faces were still white. They knew, as Cox 
knew, that horror bad stalked through 
Rhone’s bath, and when least expected. 
Hazen had dumped the s&t from the drain 
into a piece of paper. B e  now gave it to 
his chemist, for whom oae «l his men had 
telephoned;

“ Make it snappy, Mae,”  he said. 
“ There’s nothing I can do until 2 find eat 
i l  there’s, any a rid ”

“Okay. I ’Ll call you here.”
The chemist looked at the number of  the 

telephone. Hazen sat down. The silence 
became oppressive. The coppers shifted, 
did not look at one another. Now a d  
again they locked toward the bathroom 
door, and finally one of them, with an cath, 
went and closed it savagely.

“ 1  wish;” said Hazen softly, “ that Rheme 
had screamed while yon were dosing that 
doer. W ere all in a  Mae rank. Cox, did 
ytm say Rhone was wealthy?”

“ Yes.”
“ Where’d he keep Ms dough?”
Cox’s eyes lighted. “ That’s, at Question.” 

he said. “ I  wonder who it would belong to. 
now he’s gone. He hadn’t  kin of any kind, 
so he- told me, and he always kept a  lot of 
cash around. H e kept several thousand, 
that I know of, in that drawer there.” 

“ Good of you to remember it,”  said 
Hazen, narrowing his eyes. “ You werea t, 
by any chance, waiting for us to go so yen 
could get your hooks on it?"

“ Certainly not! I wouldn't . . .”  
“ Well,”  said Hazen grimly, running his 

hands about in the drawer as he spoke. 
“ stnubady did! If there were ever any 
money in tins drawee, it’s gone now. That 
gives us the motive for the killing. Now, 
Cow, what did you da with the jack?”

“ I  didn’t  have to mention it, did I?”  
asked Cox, suddenly sullen.
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“ That's right, you didn't. I ’m sorry,”  
said Hazen. ‘ But it has been taken. 
Hello, doc. Well, here’s something for you 
to sharpen ycmr teeth on, mister. Have a 
look.”

He took the coroner into the bathroom. 
That official took a look and threw up his 
hands.

“ How old is the skeleton?” asked Hazen.
“ God knows,” said the coroner. “ What 

do the facts say?"
“ That that skeleton was a living man 

about half an hour ago.”
The telephone rang.
“ I haven’t got a complete report, 

Hazen," said the chemist irritably. “ But 
I  know what it’ll be. Fresh water, mixed 
with various grime from the human animal, 
and various soaps, such as a man might 
use over a long period of time.”

“ No add?”
“ Nothing but the acid of meanness; but 

that wouldn’t kill a man.”
“ Thanks,”  said Hazen grimly. “ You’re 

a big help.”
Hazen told the coroner to do whatever 

he had to do, asked Cox for the address of 
the plumber, and left the room of strange 
death. Cox's last answer to a direct ques
tion was that Rhone had usually kept five 
thousand dollars, in fifty dollar bills, in the 
drawer he had indicated.

Hazen ran into the plumber on the stairs. 
Murtha's heavy brows were furrowed in a 
frown of perplexity.

“ I was just thinking, copper,”  he said, 
“ that if there were an acid that couldn’t be 
detected . .

“ No good, Murtha,”  said Hazen briefly. 
“ Science can detect anything. Though 
right now science, meaning the science of 
the law, would like to know where to find 
one hundred fifty-dollar bills. A man 
would do a lot for that much dough, 
wouldn’t he?”

“ Yeah,” said Murtha, “ but I ’d hate to 
be in your shoes, knowing what happened 
to Old Rhone, if whoever got the money 
you’re talking about knew you were after 
it! I ’d sure hate to go out as Rhone did.”

“ I wouldn’t,”  said Hazen, “ if I knew I

had to go anyhow. It didn’t take more 
than a few seconds. It  would be better 
than dying a  lingering death in bed.”

“ You think you’d like it?” Murtha 
cocked an eye at Hazen.

BEFORE Hazen could answer a horrible 
scream came from the room he had 

just left. Stretcher-bearers were on the 
stairs with the skeleton of Rhone covered 
by heavy cloth. They set the stretcher down 
with a gruesome rattling sound. Hazen 
whirled up the stairs in great strides, taking 
the steps three at a time. He burst into the 
room to see Cox actually weeping in a 
chair, holding his right wrist with his left 
hand. The right hand was strangely white.

Cox’s right hand wasn’t a hand at all. 
It was the hand of a skeleton!

Hazen jerked Cox to his feet.
“How did that happen?” he demanded 

hoarsely.
“ I didn’t want to waste any time,”  

wailed Cox. “ I have to keep my places 
rented or go to the poorhouse. As soon as 
the skeleton was taken out I  started to 
clean up. The first thing to do was to 
wash out the tub . . ."

“Well, and what happened?”
“ I drew a couple of inches of water in 

the tub, meaning to mix cleanser with it, 
to remove all traces of . . .”  Cox shivered, 
then remembered his own predicament, 
stared at his hand and screamed again. 
Hazen grabbed the hand, looked at it. The 
wrist was bleeding horribly, but the flesh 
wasn't disappearing from it. “ I stuck my 
hand into the water,” Cox went on, “ and 
before I  could say anything, this is what 
happened to me. It was like a  thousand 
ants eating me! ”

Hazen rushed back to the bathroom, 
stared into the tub. It was almost empty. 
A  thin trickle of water was just disappear
ing into the drain.

“ You didn’t put the plug in,” he snapped 
at Cox, returning. “ Swell job of cleaning 
you did on your tubs, wasn’t it?”

But Cox was beyond bearing. He had 
faulted. His face was dewed with the sweat 

(Turn to page 120)
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(Continued from page 118) 
of pain. He had fallen to the floor on his 
face. Hazen snapped at the nearest plain
clothes man.

“ Get an ambulance. I ’m going to have 
another crack at that plumber. There must 
be something in the drain. By the Lord 
Harry, he cleaned out the elbow. There’ll 
be something in it this time!”

Hazen went to the head of the stairs to 
veil down.

“ Murthal M urthal"
But there was no answer. Grim of face, 

Hazen went on downstairs, where a police 
car with driver stood patiently at the curb.

“ I ’ve got to have that plumber, Dee,” he 
said to the driver. “ He's the only man 
with opportunity to use ‘tigers’ !”

“Of course you have, son,”  said Lee 
soothingly. “ Everybody has to have a 
plumber, but for different reasons. If  I had 
some idea what the hell you’re gassing 
about, with a face like grandmother’s gho3t, 
I wouldn’t be so much in the dark. And 
did you say ‘ tigers’?”

“ My face?”  said Hazen grimly. “ Well, 
look at your own in the rear-vision mirror 
when I ’ve finished with the story I have 
to tell. And while you’re listening, make 
tracks to this address, and don’t spare the 
horses.”

HAZEN, more to refresh his own mem
ory by listening to his own recital, a 

practice to which he was addicted because 
he found that the sound of his own voice 
often gave him ideas, told Ike what he had 
seen, what had been done, everything. When 
he had finished Ike twisted the rear-vision 
mirror and looked at his face.

“ You win, son,”  he said grimly. “ I ’ve 
been a copper since Heck was a pup, but 
that beats me. Any idea what done it?” 

“ No, damn it! N o!”
“ Well, don’t bite me. I  didn’t do it, and 

if I did I'd say so and save you a lot of 
trouble— and I’d kill you as soon as I ’d 
told you, if I had something like that on 
my mind.”

Hazen grabbed Ike's arm.
“ Meaning?”

“ That whoever did that didn’t intend for 
anybody to guess how it had been done; 
that whoever that party was, was plenty 
hard, without a trace of mercy in him. If 
he did it, he knows you are on the job. I  
wouldn’t be in your duds for almost any
thing. Fact Is, I ’d feel better, even, if I  
weren’t driving you I Are we going now to 
grab the killer?”

“ No, merely to get a  plumber, the 
plumber who knows the most about Cox’s 
apartment house."

Ike sighed with relief, stepped up the 
speed of the car, heading crosstown at 
Fourteenth Street toward Second Avenue. 
He knew exactly where to go. It was prob
able that Ike knew every street in New 
York City. He stopped before the address 
Hazen had told him. Hazen jumped from 
the car and went in.

There was a hard-faced, gum chevrtog 
girl behind a desk. Her eyes were the 
blackest Hazen had ever seen. Hazen 
looked out before he went up to the girl. 
Ike had pulled away from in front of the 
plumber’s shop.

“ Murtha in?” asked Hazen.
“ No, copper, he ain’t,”  said the girl.
“ How’d you know I  was a copper?”  

asked Hazen.
“  ’Cause coppers ride in coppers’ cars,”  

said the girl. She didn't smile. Her eye* 
were utterly cold. “ What do you want of 
Murtha?”

“ Want him to do a  job, over on Fourth 
Avenue, 164^2.”

“ He’s over there now.”
“ You mean he was. He isn’t now.”
“ Well, he’s got a working schedule. H ell 

go to the next place. You can find him 
there. It’s,”  she thumbed through a spindle 
of papers, “ at Washington Square South. 
What did you want him to do?”

“ Take out the elbow on a bathtub drain.
I just wanted to see what sort of stuff was 
in the water that killed Louis Rhone and 
ate ail the skin off Mailon Cox’s right 
hand!”

The girl gasped. Her gum-chewing 
ceased for a moment. That was her only 
sign. She didn't ask any more questions.
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But Hazen had a queer feeling; that he 
stood at the threshold of momentous events. 
He could feel menace roll between the girl
and himself.

“ Look," he said, ‘'you try to get him on 
a phone. If he’s left Washington Square 
South, you’ll know where he goes next. 
It’ll be better than for me to start trailing 
him, I ’ll look around a bit while you do it.”

She agreed. She kept her eyes on him as 
he walked to the back room of the place. 
That back room was filled with all sorts of 
gadgets, all sorts of plumbing supplies. 
And there was a strange incongruity, too. 
The back room was decorated with flowers 
in pots. There were two cages in which 
canaries sang, several glass tanks filled with 
goldfish of various kinds, one in which 
guppies swam, and a bed in a corner. Ob
viously a woman’s hand was in this some
where.

“ Murtha go in for domesticity, aster?”  
Hazen called. When 3he didn't answer he 
turned to see why not. He almost jumped 
out of his skin, for she was standing right 
behind him. Her hands were slightly raised. 
Her eyes were colder still. She smiled 
when he noted her, and there was no mirth 
in her smile.

“ Outlandish taste, Murtha’s,”  said 
Hazen, trying to make his voice sound 
natural. “ I  can’t imagine a bathing pool 
in the floor of a plumber’s back room."

“ It’s my taste, copper!”  she said tartly. 
“The pool is his idea. He’s working on an 
invention and he needs the pool for his 
experiments.”

Hazen was standing on the edge of a 
pool about eight feet square and some five 
feet deep. It was filled to the brim with 
clear, apparently cold water.

“ Funny, sister,”  said Hazen, “ I  don’t 
know how I got the idea, but I  had a hunch, 
when I looked around at you, that you were 
about to push me into the drink. Or 
wouldn't you be that playful?”

“ What else were you wanting?”  she 
asked, ignoring his pleasantry. “ I got 
Murtha. He’ll be here in a few minutes.” 

(Turn to next page)
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{Continued from page 121)
“ Why here? Why didn’t you teD him 

whereto go?” *■ '*’
“ You said you was waitin’, didn’t you? 

Then why couldn’t be come here, pick you 
up and take you to the place? That's 
what he’s doing, anyhow, whether you like 
it or n o t”

Hazen shrugged. He felt queer. He felt 
as though he stood on the brink of some
thing frightful, something ghastly. He felt, 
he told himself, as Rhone must have felt 
when he knew he had mere seconds left to 
live. He wiped the sweat from his brows. 
The girl grinned tightly. A car braked to a 
squealing halt outside the door.

“ That’s Murtha now,” she said. “ I ’ll go 
tell him you’re here.”

“ Yes,”  said Hazen softly, “ do that.”
Hazen leaned against a sort of bench on 

which there were so many fish pools, and 
waited. He hitched his gat around until it 
would come close under his hand if need he. 
He didn’t know why he did it, but that 
feeling that he was in deadly danger would 
not leave him. Death was dose, warned 
his subconscious mind, and be must be pre
pared to resist its onslaughts when they 
came.

Murtha came stalking into the back 
room. He stopped, shut the door, put his 
back against it. Hazen heard a key grate 
in the lock. And with that he became as 
cold as the eyes of the girl— who hadn’t 
come in with Murtha— had been. He knew 
in that instant who had murdered Rhone, 
knew that Murtha probably had the five 
thousand dollars still on him. But he 
didn’t know yet how it had been done.

What would Murtha do?
“ I was just admiring your pool, Murtha,” 

said Hazen quietly. “ The young lady was 
telling me why you built it. I thought 
maybe you’d tell me something about it. 
I ’m always interested in unusual innova
tions.”

“ Even plumbing?” asked Murtha.
“ Right now I ’m greatly interested in 

plumbing,” said Hazen. “ Plumbing fits in, 
somehow, with Rhone’s murder, you know.

Please mention Dell Mew'* Geoue when answering advertisements
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And besides, let me tell you what happened 
to Mailon Cox . .

He watched Martha’s face as he told his 
story. It didn't change in the slightest. 
Murtha, he decided, would have made an 
excellent poker player and, back in the 
Dark Ages, he added to himself, a perfect 
executioner, even to the black cowl over his 
head. His swart face suggested that.

“ About the pool now,” said Murtha un
emotionally, “ I ’d like to tell you about i t  
I ’m a nut on fish, you know. Maybe Lida 
told you? Well, even if she didn’t, I ’ll tell 
you now. You see, this pool’3 a good place 
for fish, too. Lida lives here. She’s an 
orphan or something. M y home is over on 
the East Side. This pool never gets used 
much, only sometimes I experiment with 
my fish in it. Want to watch?"

“ Yes,'1 said Hazen, knowing exactly what 
the man was driving at, and fearful of the 
weird light in Murtha’s eyes.

“ Watch," said Murtha, “ how crazy the 
little shavers get when they realize they’ve 
got a lot more room than they had."

Murtha stepped to the bench, not too 
dose to Hazen, lifted one of the glass pools, 
in which half a dozen briHiant-hued goldfish 
swam, and carried the glass container to 
the pool, where he upended it. The con
tents spilled into the pool. The fish swam 
about the pool, which must have seemed as 
large as the world to them, like crazy 
things.

Murtha stepped to the next glass con
tainer, which contained fish that were gold 
fish size, but almost jet black, carried those 
to the pool and dumped them in. Hazen 
watched with interest

He was staring into the pool, wondering 
what had happened to one of the goldfish, 
or if he had miscounted them, when Murtha 
came back with another container, which 
he started to tilt over the pool.

“ There are no fish in that one, Murtha," 
said Hazen.

Murtha grinned.
“ I need the container,”  he said. “ I'm 

just dumping the water out. Besides, may
be it’s filled with invisible fish,” this as the 
water in the container splashed into the 

(Turn to next page)
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(Continued from page i 23) 
pool. “ You know that gag? Some window 
has an empty1 container, except for dear 
water, in it, with a placard outside it say
ing ‘invisible fish,’ with a crowd around it 
debating on whether there are really fish in 
it or not?”

“ No,”  said Hazen, staring into the large 
pool. “ I ’d never heard that gag.”

Then Hazen froze in his place, even 
though he expected this, for he had just 
witnessed a terrible thing. In the twinkling 
of an eye he had seen one of the goldfish 
and one of the blackfish, become fish skele
tons, and sink slowly to the bottom of the 
pool. Even as he noticed this the other fish, 
one by one. were becoming skeletons, sink
ing to the bottom. Hazen lifted his head to 
stare at Murtha— and just in time.

For Murtha took advantage of his sur
prise and amazement to make his bid. He 
flung himself at Hazen. His great right 
fist cracked to Hazen’s jaw, and for an in
finitesimal instant the detective paused on 
the brink of the pool, his knees buckling. 
Over his shoulder as he did so he noted that 
not a living fish remained in the pool.

And he knew, what he had shrewdly 
guessed before, what had happened to 
Rhone and Cox, and would happen to him 
at the hands of Murtha, if . . .

He battled like a Trojan as Murtha 
roared and lunged at him, swinging bis 
gTeat hands like bludgeons. The fists 
landed time and again. Hazen could have 
gone for his gat, but he hated to use it 
against such a man as this. Murtha didn't 
merit such an easy death. A man who 
would devise the ghastly thing he had, for 
a mere five thousand dollars, had probably 
committed other murders and got away 
with them, for even less money. They 
clinched, straggled for grips, locked, sway
ing.

“ You could, in the other cases, Murtha.” 
he gritted, “ have carried the skeletons out 
in your tool kit,”

“ I figured you was wise, copper,” 
Murtha panted in a low, savage voice. 
“ And you’re right, too. A lot of good it 
will do you! Yes, and 111 take you out in
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my tool kit. You never guessed, did you, 
what chances a plumber has for commit ting 
the perfect crime?”

“ Not entirely perfect,” said Hazen, “ for 
I'm not dead yet."

“ No, but it’s just a matter of seconds. 
One minute from now and they’U have 
you!"

“ Yeah?” Hazen. suddenly took the offen
sive, without so much as lifted brow or 
staring eyes to warn Murtha that he was 
anything but scared within an inch of his 
life. He flung himself out of the clinch, 
lunged forward with a vicious right, then 
left, then . . .

The girl, Lida, chose this moment to 
come in behind Hazen and crash the muzzle 
of an automatic dow* atop his skull. 
Hazen, as he fell toward the pool, heard 
her hard laughter. And illuminating words:

“ Five grand don’t slip through my hands 
that easy, copper 1"

Murtha turned Hazen on his side, so that 
his face was over the pool.

“ See?" he said. “ Since you know so 
much already, take a good look!. I told 
you about invisible fish. Well, they’re 
tigres, from South .America, so small you 
can’t see ’em. They can eat a man in less 
that a minute, see? Only when they get to 
you you wou’t see. How do you like that, 
Hazen?”

“ I don’t," said Hazen hoarsely. “ Yeah, 
I was wise. I remembered seeing a picture 
once. A pig was held in a stagnant pool in 
South America somewhere. He was gone, 
all but the bones, in no time. I ’d hate to 
have your dreams, Murtha.”

“ So? But you’d like to have the money 
I can make with this gag! I ’ve got lots of 
business. I fix bath-tubs, special containers 
filled with tigres to empty into the tub 
when the cold water's turned on. It’s simple 
for a plumber, which you’ve guessed or you 
wouldn’t be here— which makes it just too 
bad for you! See, all the fish are gone, and 
the tigru are still hungry, so out you go! 
Nobody else will get wise to this— at least

{Turn to next page)

THE WORLD IS MOVING!
There day* It takas a sprin ter  
to  kaap up

*  C R A S H
* .  .  th « r* *oe*
■  tradition.

*  B  A  N G
. . .  It** th e  e n d  
a f  a  re g im e .

t  B O O M
. . . a n o t h e r
fa lla c y  p a w er.

You can 't ataad still today! Thin** i n  happening. OU  
M 7 1  u e  losing oat. New methods are coming ao.

A n d  t h is  a p p l i e s  t a  y o n — a n d  y o u r  j o b /

W hat are yon doing about It—loot standing still?
Wake up. get m action ( Equip yourself today — is  ^>art 

tim e— for tb s  aprint tha t leads to success — to  security —  
to a better jo b — to  mom money I

The race u  om. M any of your competitors (they  m ay be 
close friends too but they 're earnest competitors, don 't forget) 
a te  hi aeriooi traming— they're devoting every poos Lie mom ea t 
to the  mastery of International Correspondence Schools Courses. 
This Is real framing i t 's  not for slow-pokes and quitters! 
On hr men who mean business hi a  fast-moving world need 
apply. T he coupon Is yam  application blank.

“ The P a ls  area!  P s iw w % *  l e i  89S64J* S e r ra te * . P ena*.

b d m o  whixh I  brnm a u t t d  X :
TCOMICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

3 Au*>aeohSe M—tunhi3 piu« • “  •iAirC ___ _
3 Sheet Metel Worker 
J Steen Engineer 
3 Steen Eleovie r  
j  Ctrfl r

8- R. Looo motiv e Q Air Brake* 
R- R. Statioa Foremen 
R. EL Bridge nod Bettdlac loreau 
IL IL Signalmen 

3 Hlrttirwr fnclnrerfua
ChenUtcr □  F
Coal Mining F  *
Nariaatioa □  I
Tnrtfle Or e v er or ftapt.
Cottoo VfuBfMtvriBi

and Oee
________ __nr» Hh
3 TAecreph 1 _ — 
jTehohooe Work
□ Meehanieel Eocka
□ Maakanieal Drmf*___
□ Maohialet Q Todnakm 

‘ 1  and F

_Woolen
O Axrlottltare C3Fnd* Qroaiac

□  BrVSaa Bacfneer
□ Brldeaand BoikHar F t________________  ______
"3 Qee Be*fcaeaQ DSaeel F nginea □  Poultry Farniae O
i ATkatkn £e«kt*s u  Marine Esgloaer

BUSINESS TSAI NINO COURSES
] Bmioa* Coereepond .
3 Letiertne Show Card* 
j Stenorreohr and Typin*
3 Civil Sarrtae 
3 Mail Carrier 
3 Had we* Mail C3«rk
] Grade School &abi

J  HW> M ooi 8ubJ<□ Coe*
□ Sale*□ Swri□ Wallpaper Dnocatlag

SaevnMMkip

n  Bookkeednc□ SweSrSw*
J  Coiie<« Preparatory

QAAvrtUbe □ Flrrt Y v C iie ae  
aUoe Hettemenehip U Ulurtratinc

O CartoonincG ' “

City...

// yee 
C u r t

. aowtxm to tka  ItUarmoSUmalSahoois Canadian. Lkmitwt, iimtraal. Cot
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NEW OPPORTUNITY IN

ACCOUNTING
(CttHtaaced from page 125)

Dot until Lida and me have got what we
need!”

nd how you con take advantage o f it
H t rer before, baa th « e  been *« great 
an opportunity am now facet the ac~ 

a rote m o o . Dearetaiaa h u  
taa«trt arecutart* tbft vital urgency 
«j knowing aU Use locta about their
ta t  policy force* the ke*t**« of bet
ter  and more complete record* in 
every office and plant. It I* not a 
m atter oi choice—it l» necetaity.
AaUnrUw toil M lh« twnrn4 fa* wm- 
t n t t » « uwiti» <«»dlDfobt^y who «■
«mW  ta*«oac >r- Tliis seal la real < * a r -  
■ W V -f /  w w  already *■ a i 1 J—a t .and tw%r Ben w+o «*U atari traintwe . 1 —...  Af—‘j . T hrou  oho la mem «riU t»»—0et a promttr 
- ho o A  wrtta fa r free bokbt oat foO IttfnWaalna ■

LA S A U L S  E X T E N S IO N  U W V U W I T t
T%* InjaUuoom Tbrnt&ms T t mimed Oter IJQ&C .  A  l 1!  p y t  am-H________________ cwcAap

Be A Detective
iVfaie Secret Investigation*

Earn B ig  M oney. W ork home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write. 
GEO. P. WAGNER, 2640 Broadyty, N. Y.

T O O  W IL L  S N O O T  f B W “ W' 5  — »*•>»
ENTERTAINING STORY
“ to •*■“■**’* ennwlf. Uuunlad eatoiao 3»i irftiw Maw Ofeo hM oOioaTo. Writ* TODat. tfnOeee KotoaSo a n e w  >ot at | m g  hof 1 __ ,
«. if. P O T ir y m w  c o „  1—  w, a r f t t  goat, ta ,  mm* v — s  A. v .

WANTED POEMŜ SONGS
fo r  u n m e d U te  con sid erate am

M . y .  M . m B j b t W ;  P e p i .  P F , 8 ta d to  B itty ., f w A a J ,  Orw

HVTENTORS
Time rcrnolt La applying for ©aunts. Send ifcttdl oya a A l  
for Imtnfctlons or writ* Car o n  fre« book. " F *x«t UUUI«
Tor the iareator" u i f  ’'OoeonJ of lovezuiea'* farm. R* 
charge Nr lTTfornudioa «a bow to proceed.

CIA IE ICE A. t 'B tlE lL  Ia#uta«4 P itr it A ttvw y  
521-2  Adam #*tkfw ftm , B. C.

Big “ HUDSON” Sale
t )

T h i s  i f  JOIf 00-
portanuy  
to purchase
a brand new factory geflalae 
ce lt, model 1917, osiof the 45 
Auto ctge. with cilpa, Walmu 
*rii», 5 l 't" lurrel. ia  engiool 
box. bpeeul 32135*
BELOW— A LIST OF FIXE 0SE9 M W  
tirade No. 2 Colt Auto 45  G tr l S2S.73 
tirade No. 1 Colt Au'.o 25 cal.. ;uw r.t. . . . . .
Grade X* 2 CWl Peiiee PotltiTw 38-4“ B t o t .. .
Grade No. 3 Colt New Semee. 4 4 /4 0  e a lib tf...
RAVAGE MODEL 23AA. -Spaner" Blfle. 22 caliber.............
HI-STANDARD SINGUi-saOT PIETOL. 22 caliber....................... 7.95
110SSUERG Bolt Action Repeater, model 44. 22  c a l i b e r . . . . . .  1 0 3 5

18.00

A MILLION ASSQSTTD CAJITXUXUS— LIST FE ES *  
Trtt Catalog Xtfk*. Cotta. LA W. Btooenlm. ete $2 drrwatt an C.O.D. 
H U D SO N  S P O R T IN G  G O O D S C O ., I M 2  W «rrm> S t . ,  N.Y.

The cold sweat at utter horror bathed 
Hazen’s face. There seeired nothing he 
could do. The girl would shoot him ii he 
offered resistance. Why not? The tigres 
would destroy all trace. Murtha was 
laughing.

He came to Hazen's feet. His intention 
was obvious, to grab Hazen by the leg and 
hurl him into the pod, among the tiny, 
microscopic fish. Hazen allowed terror to 
show in his face. Murtha laughed. His 
face was filled with bestial gloating.

Murtha knelt.
Hazen suddenly shot his feet upward to 

Mnrtha’s chin. His toes crashed to their 
mark with terrific force. Murtha fell to
ward Hazen. Lida couldn’t shoot now for 
fear of hitting her man. Hazen doubled 
up his knees, caught the falling man*on his 
shoes, grabbed Murtha’s tumbling shoul
ders, kicked out with his feet, pushed with 
his arms even as he half rolled toward the 
pool, and the killer vanished with a loud 
splash.

A  scream of terror and dismay burbled 
from a woman’s lips. Even as Murtha be
gan to vanish as Rhone had done, and as 
the gold- and black-fish had, Hazen turned 
to face her. She was falling toward him. 
The revolver was slipping from her relaxing 
hand. Hazen caught her, lowered her 
gently, his narrowed eyes fixed on the sheaf 
of fifty dollar bills which her position in 
falling showed him, inside her waist.

Lida had fainted, but whether at sight 
of the horror which Murtha had become, or 
because in that last second she saw the 
yawning doors of the death-house tn her 
imagination, Hazen would not know until 
she came to in a prison cell.

MARCH

D O C T O R  D E A T H
ON SALE 
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5TRANISEâ SPONGE
C l e a n s  C a r s

N E W
W A Y !

A r r r o l a t l o t u r y  
ip M l«  hM Jurt toco  In 
( k t  cteex* can  Uke 
B w JA ee sulo-w AsZitr«
i n '  ft Im r l t  nilln n ^ im ,____
work. wtmjom without world 
A aio owwero aad bouaawlrag 
wild shoos Itl I w f h  O ffer, 
•sm plse eentsS our rts* to dn* 
pegso© la  eech locahty who
S K a s s s s s / '
f a w ^ w s ^ s s o t e -

LEARN AT HOME
A r e  y o u  ac fu lt, a l e r t ,  a m b i t io u s ,  w il l in g  t o  s tu d y ?  
In v e s t ig a te  L A W  I W e  g u id e  y o u  s t e p b y s t e p — 
f u rn is h  a ll te a t* ,  r a c lu d in g H -w o lu m e L a w L ib ra - ]  
r y .  T r a in in g  p r e p a r e d  b y  le a d in g  la w  p ro fe s so r*  
a n d  g iv e n  b y  m e m b e r*  o f  b a r .  D e g re e  o f L L . B .  
c o n fe r r e d .  L o w  c o s t ,  e a sy  te rm * . S e n d  N O W  
f o r F r e e l6 4 -p a g e ‘'L a w T r a in in g f o r L e a d e r s h ip .*

LaSalle Ezlaoaioa QaivtrxHy, Sept 24SM, CUsage

Play ATune
In 10 Minutes

F R E E
On rc*r*RAni»h (XiUr. Ok*. Taemr Btajs.
BUafeUa m  Baaje MaadoU*. No kneel
ed*# at  muata nwamry. No
tio* P lw  first by number. t__  _ _  _
tor m u . fllaply attste +>% Io a tru c tto a  b o o k '
Pl&yw to rrxtf farerUe t*- w ith  num bered  tune#

&nd ch o rd s  corns* w ith  
r t n  u d  play. every  £ -Z  P layer. S ta r t

p la r in jr  p o p u la r tu n es  by 
n u m b er r ig h t o il th e  reel. Be 

th e  li la  o f th e  p a r ty — th e  cen
te r  o f a t tra c t io n — a  rad io  s ta r . 

D o n 't w a it. W rite  today fo r  3-Day 
F ree  T r ia i  O ffer and  Special G u ita r  
V alues. A p o s tca rd  w ill do.

F E R R Y  S P E C IA L T IE S . IN C .
D ept. 122 E vanston  HI.

IF  r O U  HAVE

GRAY HAIR
and D O N 'T  LIKE •  

MESSY M IX T U R E .... 
tb a n  w rit*  to d a y  (o r  aiy
FREE TRIAL BOTTLE

A s a  H air Color Specialist w ith  forty  yean* European 
A m erican experience. I an  proud ©1 my Color I repartee 
foe Graynee*. U se It like a  ha ir Conk. W onderfully  
G O O D  for thfi scalp a n d  dandruff; It c a n 't le a ro  

A s you use It. th e  gray hair become# a darker, 
youthful color. I w ant to  convince you by send in* 

tT ialbottleand book telling All A bort GrayHajc* 
RHODES, Halt Cota Expert. Dfipt 31. LOWELL MASS.

_  ___  ..... ..... r cellar*
or shad* XachasiTa n«w proceee. Bigger. batter, i 
Quicker cropa. Mora money foryoul Enonnoaaj 
lu w  demand. Writs for Free Book. American 1 
M w h r e o a  ( u h n trM k D e p t .  U13, T n ro c u x O u t.1

LINCOLN AND INDIAN HEAD

P E N N I E S  W A N T E D
W E PA Y IF  M O R E  T H A N  

11 Y E A R S  OLDU P  T O  d S  EACH
*nd a p  to  $6 0 0  fo r ce rta in  U. 3 . C en u  

Send 1 0 c . today lo r  1 0 -paye tu l l j  il lu s tra te d  c a ta io s

B o*  J67 .T .D .
N A T I O N A L .  C O I N  C O .

M ILW A U K EE, W IS .

BROADCAST?
If you here talent here’s jour chance to ret tnts 
Broadeeitio*. New Floyd Gibbons method train* 
you at home In spare tlma. Fawlnarln* course 
fully explained la rree  Booklet. “ How to Find 
Tour Place in Broadcaatinx." 8*nd for you! 
frea copy today. No obligation. GItb age.

FiOYB C IB S tR f SCHOOL OF BROADCAST 110 
2000 14t* S t .  U. W.. Deft 5899, Wtihlnrtee, 0. C.

STOP Your Rupture
Why worry, suffer w ith th a t rngtare? « ■ »  *0 9

W orries!L w ra aboat my perfected 
baa automatic Air GasblonGasblons which Mod
sued drew th e  b ro k ee  p e rt*  U f i C

' I *  b roke*  Ihofe. No ob»
Boxtoaa«prin*« or nsde.
Brora It. Beware of Imitc___ _______ ______„ _____ _
for foil information ectrt free in plain, eeeled envelope.

No aalvee or plasters, t ewi  e e  tr ia l to 
Never eold ta store*. W rite today

M.C.OKOOA3* 1B»A. S ta te  M ra e t, MerahaU. ftflefcJcsw

DEAFNESS IS MISERY
Many neople with defective beerina and 
Head Noiaea enjoy Goavcreeboc. M crw .
Church and Radio, became they use 
Leonard I Brink le E ar Drums winch 
rtamabla Tiny Megaphones heting 
U  the Ear entirely our of tight.
No wire*, betrerie* or head piece.
They are incxpeaiire. Write for _ 
booklet and teo rn  atatemenc of e & M  
the in ren tor who was h iem if deaf.

JLO. IX9MAJU)| le a - fafta <11, 79 6tfc kt%% Raw Ytrfc

Ry. Mail C M  
P. O. Laborer 
R. F. D. Carrier Special Ageoa 
Coatotna Inspector 
City Mail Carrier 
P- O. Clerk 
Matron
Immic't Lcepector Typiefc

) POSTMASTER
I Auditor 
) Stenographer 
I U.8. Border PaSeci
> Toiopbooe Opr.
1 Watchman
1 Meal iDtpeetor
> fl< a tis t ic a l  d a r k
> F i le  Clerk

IHnROCTION BUREAU.DaptIJS. SLlwb, Wx
Bead me FS£H pertlcalere "Haw to Qaabfr fa* Govemmeac Poeldoea" (narked *' X". .'talarlea,

all s e n t  r a t a .

Both Clven M N .M u n -s< M  _  _
H « ie a  e n d  A d » a e e — U ifiee  e n d  C lr ie l  t e - ) e * e l  _
lever « w n « n t W W S T  WATC* wttb » •  toil ink b r W e t  or Bor*1 ___
*2 M i. Sem Jltoo R e p e e t e r  R tfte  w ith bo ld ine fro«n 12 to
y a w y g r t l r r jT V f w  » y / v  x *  b ^ c o f u l  oeLored a r t  p te tm a a  v i tb  oar 
tmatanm W H IT* C L O V C a/N B  S A L tf l  « h le £ r o o  aeU a t  2&« o e r  bo*  (jtrrtaer -  - 

?• free) and rem it m  pe r s t e w M i a a  pUfl b ook . Q a r t 7 tb  r e a r .  W e a r e  r«« ao ie . Be 
i^ v e .W rite  quick «e* o rd e r  W e a iT e . W tL»OH C t l t l l .  C O „  O e e L  7 * - * ,  T T R O M 1.P
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•  M rs. W illiam  L aV arre, th e  d a rin g  A m erican 
g irl exp lorer, w hose long-distance trek s  th rough 
th e  S outh  A m erican  ju n g les  have ta u g h t her 
th e  v ita l necessity  of k eep ing  up  h e r energy  
reserve, say s : "W e  took 30,000 C am els w ith us 
on  o u r last expedition . A ny tim e I ’m tired , I 
ju s t s to p  and  sm oke a Cam el. Sm oking  C am els 
stead ily , I find, does no t affect o n e ’s nerves."

D I V E R :  I h a v e
s m o k e d  th e m  fo r 
years,” F ran k  Crilley 
say so f C am els."T hey  
t a s t e  b e t t e r . . .  a nd  
t h e y  n e v e r  u p s e t  
my nervous system .”

P R O  F O O T B A L L  
S T A R ..."C liff’M ont
g o m e r y :  " A f t e r  a 
gam e, o r  any  tim e 
I feel like it, I ligh t a 
Cam el an d  in a sh o rt 
tim e feel 100% ag ain .”

LEAF-TOBACCO 
EXPERTS AGREE:

,r Camel* o r *  made from  
Knar, More Expensive 
Tobacco*— Turkish and
D om estic— than any 
other popular brand.

Share T h i s  R e fr e s h in g  Effect T h a t  has 

M ea n t  so M u c h  to  O th e rs !

T h e  key to  physical and  m enta l a le rtn ess  is 
energy. H ence th e  im portance  o f the  fact th a t 
sm oking  a  Cam el actually  " tu rn s  on your 
s team .” Cam el sm okers  a g ree  upon th e  benefit 
an d  en joym en t th ey  find in C am el’s "energ iz
ing  effect.” T u rn  to C am els yourself! You’ll 
findC am els deligh tfu lly  m ild .T hey  never jan g le  
you r nerves, no m a tte r  how  m any  you sm oke!

C IV IL  E N G I
N EER. C aptain  
E ric  Loch says: 
" C a m e ls  g iv e  
m e a  ’lift’ in e n 
e rg y  w hen I am 
w eary  o r  fe e l
ing  * low .’ C am 
e ls  n ev er jang le  
m y  n e r v e s . ”

CAMEL’S COSTLIER TOBACCOS NEVER GET ON YOUR NERVES! C o p y r ig h t .  1934. 
R . J  R ey n o ld s  

T obacc o 
C om pany


