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AND JUST WHEN I’VE MET 
THE SWELLEST CIRL

,p r T M A T 5  A L L "  C H E E R  UP/ 
„ I  m e a n t  t o  te l l  >ou s i s  

SA ID  T O  T R Y  PLEISCW M ANNS 
V E A 5 T  —  3  O A K E S  A
Day, a n d  
Pimples 
vam oose

h o n e s t l y  ?
"Then ITS

PLElSCMMANWS
Y E A S T  FOR_ 
M E - I N  A  

H U R R Y

D on’t let a d o lescen t  
p im p les sp oil an y  o f  
Y O I R  d a te s !

From about 13 to 25 years of age, 
important glands develop, causing 
disturbances throughout the body. 
V/aste poisons enter the blood. 
These irritate the skin, cause pim
ples. Doctors prescribe Fleisch- 
mann's Yeast for adolescent pim
ples. It clears skin irritants out of 
the blood, pimples disappear. Eat 
3 cakes a day until the skin clears.

— c / e a fc s
b y  c l e a r i n g  a k in  i r r i t a n t s  
o a t  o f  t h e  b l o o d



t f i v e  M e Y m r  M e a s u r e  a n d  H I  P r o v e

111 the first 7 Days 
You (an Have a Body Like Mi nef

No othar Ptotleal In 
structor In tho World 
Has ovor DAftCD mofco 

such an offer 1

I'LL ghm you PROOF in 7 days that I  can 
turn you. too, into a man of might and muscih. 
Just think of it I Right in the first week under 

my guidance you will mq and fad the improve
ment I Then u  my weekly instructions arrive in 
your home you continue to re-build, renew end 
^Overhaul”  your body. By the end of three 
months you are the « « b b  of a powerful body 
that you Will be proud to display anywhere! 
People will notice the ruddy glow 
of health in your face, the sparkle in 
your clear eyes, your broad shoulder* 
and they will seek your company.
You will be the fellow who wiD walk 
off with the prettiest girl and the 
best job while the 
others wondeT how 
you did it I 

Write your name 
and addreea care
fully on the coupon 
below. I'll send 
yon absolutely free 
a copy of my new 
book, "Everlasting 
He a l t h  and 
&tr*notk." It re
veals the secrets 
that changed me 
from a ?7-pound 
flat-chested weak
ling into a husky 
fellow who twice 
won the title “ The 
\Vorltye Most Per
fectly Developed Man" 
comers l And it shows how 
you an "Atlas Champion" tbo some way.

Are you underweight? Ill add pounds 
where they are needed I Are you fat in 
spots? f l l  show you bow to pare down 
to fighting trim.

And with the big muscles and power
ful evenly-developed body that my 
method so quickly gives you, I'll also 
give you through-and-through health— 
health that digs down Into your system 
and banishee such thing* a* oanctipatian, 
pimple«, akin blotches and the hundred - 
and-one similar conditions that rob yon 
of good times and good things of ufe.

Pvo Got No U u  
At All tor “ Contraptions"

I haven't any need for contraptions 
that may s t r a i n  y o u r  heart and 
other vital organs. I don't doeo you or 
doctor you. Dynamic-Tension is all I 
need. It's the natural, toted method for 
developing real men inside and out. It 
distributes added pounds of powerful 
muscles over your body, gets rid of sur
plus fat, and gives you th* vitality, 
strength and pep that win you the ad
miration of every woman and the 
respect of any mAn- 

Gct my fre* book, "Eearisui- 
tng Health and Strength" l 
Mail my coupon today. Gamble 
a stamp to prove I eau make 
YOU a new man!

48-PAGE BOOK

t n y  g en ia l Dynam ic- 
I w hat it baa done to

NOTF* Tkk to tbelatest I1 sturto <rf Ourtre "  
Atlas starts*  bow he | 
looks today. This I* not B 
a etodfo ptetmio Dot an a 
•deal on touched snap- g

It 1*0* yoa all I
Tension method, and 
make big-arcaded men out of run-down 
ppecimaa* It show* you, k m  actual 
photos, how I have developed my perpila 
to the * ■ ■  perfectly balances! proportions 
of my own physique. What my system did 
for me and theee hundreds of others it can 
do for you too. Don't keep an being only 
half of th* man y*u 
CAN be 1 Find act 
w hat I can de for jo u .j  
Where shall 1 send your F 
aopy of mRv€rlm*t*n$ \
Health and StraigthTt \
Put yous name sod ad- ’ 
dress on the coupon, or 
a poetcard, and mail It 
today C H A R L B 8  
ATLAS* Dept. 7712,
118 East 23rd Street,
New York. N. Y.

ATLAS. DopL 7712
law—i.  i U i « f e . a t .

1 want the uroof that >our tr*Um of Dynstole-Tsnstoo 
will wake a New Nan of me—fire dm a healthy, 
buskr body and tri* muscle development. B o d  me y ou  
free hock, "Vrerlsetiav Health and Someth.*"

I Brim or writ* plainly)

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK N0W1 C i t y . . . . , ...............................................  State.
C  1836 C.A. Ltd.
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Eight Gripping M ystery Thrillers
THE F L A M E  D E M O N ................................. Wyatt Blwsingame 14

A Satanic Spirit Spreads Havoc in an Unholy Campaign of Destruc
tion/ A Complete Novelette of Fiery Terror.

V O IC E  FRO M  H E L L  . . . . . . . .  Jack D'Arcy 31
Ezra Zahtn, Long Dead, Cries Ont with a  Shout Like the Trumpet of 
Doom Against the Hand that Struck Him Down!

G H O U LS  OF THE G REEN  WEB - - G. T. Fleming-Roberts 38
A Monstrous Thing from Another World Snares Human Victims for its 
Fodder in this Complete Novelette of Bartered Corpses.

B L O O D  IN THE N IG H T .................................James Duncan 56
In His Greed for Wealth, a Killer Creates Terror Through Exotic 
Forces of HorrorI A Novelette of Eerie Thrills.

FOREST O F  FEA R  . ..............................................Saul W. Paul 72
Honeymooners Fall into the Clutches of a Sorceress Whose Magic 
Wand is a Scalpel Stained with Blood!

DEVILS IN THE D U ST ....................................... Arthur J. Burk. 76
Strange, Murder-Driven Creatures Prowl the Evil Apocalypse of a Weird 
Storm in this Novelette of Spine-Chilling Thrills.

HOOKS OF D E A T H ....................................... H. M. Appel 91
D e p u ty  Sheriff Ken Deeds Faces Grim Horrors that Make the Blood Run 
Cold as He Pursues a Mysterious Perpetrator of Grisly Crimes/

G R EY  A R M S O F  D E A T H .................................Jack Williamson 100
A Giant from the Depths— Half Man, Half Octopus— Vents its Sadistic 
Fury in this Complete Novelette of Sea Mysteryf

H O RRO R-SCO PES - - ..............................................Chakra 120
A Department that Lifts the V iil from Life’s Mysteries.

TH R ILL IN G  M Y ST E R Y , published^monthly by Beacon Magazines, Ire ,, a t  22 W . t s ih  S t., New 
York, N. Y. N. U  Pinos. PrealSent. ifkttucrlaOoii yesely. U .2 <j , single co p ies I.ID . robeian and 
Canadian postage e x  ra. Appliaatloh/for entry an aecoad-olaas m atter pending a t /  
th s  PPM Offloe at New York. N. Y. 'Copyright, 1 i n  by Etoanon M&geaines, Ino.l 
M anuscripts will not be returned ualesp accompanied by ceif-addrei&ed, stamped 
envelopes, and a re  subm itted a t (Be author e rfesk.

Read eur companion magaxiqeg ; Popular Western, G-Men, Thrilling Western, Thrill
ing Detective, Thriltmg Aoveatsireg, ThfiUthg Love, The Phantom Detective, Tim 

Lone Eagle, Sky Flghttrs, Popular Detective, and ThriINng Ranch Stories,
4
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I W ill TU H ! YOU AT HOME
I N  S M M  T I M E  F O R  A

GOOD RADIO JOB!
FREE BOM J u m n

A c t  today  fa r  b etter  p « y .  A c t  t a t o  t o  W a t  
n n j  from  a lo w -ca r . a a - f o n r e  M —t o  aW  
aw ay fro m  h a r in g  to  akfanp. a n p e  t o  > a r  m  
Mila. H all e o o p o o  fo r  m y  free  SO-page booh . I t  
tell*  y on  b o w  1 w ffl tra in  y ou  at bom * to  r e a r  
apare tim e to be  a  B « f t )  E x p e r t ; dboa t a r  
tra in in g  th at baa b e M  hundred* e f  m en  f a

Manager, Radi*
Service Dep’t.

M K !  " B e - .  a U aK]W g| a* R. t  1.
Cdrum, I  was a 

He Sm m I  "flunkey' tn a 
FfcSVw/’Q  fWnlture stars. 
H 2 & 2 J 9  Mow I  haw  s

i  J  ?  z r e &
Berries Depart* 

■ont o f <me of Mississippi's 
l a r g e s t  furniture stores.

B. 8. Boa 1 0 6 -F. VU BBnrc

Cants Money 
Quick In Radio

Experts Make 
SSO, SBO, S7S  a Week

C o t n U a t b c a *  faeta  tb tn h  o f  tb e  so o d  fa ta  t i o  
atand fa r . O w r  M A M ,000 Badfcs acta la  a t  
over  609 la n i la a n h ig  stations, o w r  M  a n a .  
factn rexp o f  R a i l ,  vet*, o n r  1 A M  m a a a fc a  
turerm o f  porta , ov a r  1M  h N n  DaearM aaata 
B a d lo  a m u s e d ,  a lrptaara a n d  a irp w ta  B adln  
equlnpem  TBiunmmhi o f  a b le*  l*n- b l* r  e e o j  
aa p a t  o f  tb e  w orld , B a d lo  eqatp p eA  O m  
If.O O O otaeeoaaU asaeta a n d  porta . O r r r t A M A M  
aotoa  TladTo eqa lp p ed  In ; 
speaker system s w h erera r 
doom  a a d  eMdosa a. Com m ercial 
d ottin g  o a r  cooat f e e s .  M b ,  a  b ig  
Is g ro w in g  b igger. A  fe w  hundred M 
a  w a t t  b b J a wa at

C A V E  M O N E T -L E M W  A Y  H O M E 
M y  S p a c i i l  E q u ip m e n t A lv e s  Y o u  

Aroed Practical Experience
Bale roar w>. n» Bead t» assesJnaa aad «wnda to  m B<mej to Bfaaa. a Bagto ■ s o l, l il tnln

» atatkps. A nuMo WrtAJl T—I sWm — -c< 1 1 ■ 
l A n lw or m>m job

made b ear 
ods
Ur bill. Since 
H ut time I btTs n t t a  garrisd. b̂ rs Jwaglfrjg

celled osp teatop. ta d h tw  
one of tbs ntceft, most 
pleasant lobe tb it  a men 
b is  P W  known. And it Is 
All mins. 1 own ft.1

A  spurs ttu __ ____ _____
OitntElntnt, operating— broadcast, 
otal, ship, telfflslsn  and polios ‘ 
or syrtce boslmws o f ym * own. „  
o cm o n c. loud ep— kw  gu t whs , 
with a store or jobbm. I'D train 700 far good Jobs tn 
fflenj brsrtrhes of Hsdla.

■any Stake SB, S IO , S IS  a Week 
1 W hile Learn tag

1 part Urns
D M . B i  day P S  M l  1  ^ R t  sending 7 0 a ____
Manor Mb Sheets wbtaii thickly show roa how to do 
Badlo repair fobs etramtan to almost erery neighborhood. 
Oet m j boob— e«« far yourself tb it msny of my students 
make 120# to 11.000 In tbsbr spare time while burning.

*£ Your Money Beck If Net Satiefled
n i tasks
entirely sui 
los whs

with y w . IT you ire  not 
_ my Lesson and Instruction Benr- 
m  rMtmd your tuition.

I live M»ii  
M id i if 
hu like 
■ore bm*v

j ' '  t .  J"~ t:

JOHNSTON, m 
m u ,  OsarglA.Ftftb Ays.

>79 In Onn Woefc
“ One week my 
bu stles  M i ted
Detains tidin’, udHSsre vm 
s a l e s  to be 
sdd«d. 1 here
onlytkunk fW Y 

jn i t k s ,  H. k .  L 
is  the bait baonMH

SSSWSx.
Box B it,

F M  Out Wbut Radio Offers
M ail the coupon . My book of Information on 

) and full time mwmuunl- 1

# u f ,  ( ? c t o n  id  i ; 
i n o?tuho 1

v ,:- " ,4 > y
MAIL THIS NOW !

BaAto'a spats ttme 
ties Is free Id 
Badlo Piers

men. 
about the

whut they m t doinr and earning. _____
no obttgaUtn. Mall coupon In an antelope 
or piste i t  on 1  penny post curd— NOW.

9. B. SMITH. PM tdaet 
N utiom al B ad lo  D tatH ufte, P ap* . 8 tm  

W M h ln g to ii ,  D . O.

•  3L L ftmttt. I

■  WusbluftoA. B. 0.
■  Dm  Mr. Smith: WBbsnft eW pfe« mt, M&d h »
_  hook about m i s  ^  and fd )  t b s  Badlo QCPor
■  tmjfWn and tow t a d  train tor t b n  At borne In 

g u t  time, ( F M  r a g  F ttb b .)

..................- ................... ■ ■
B O ily .. . . ............................................... State.

s



MAN-HUNTING THRILLS
in

DEATH In BLOOM
A Novel by GEORGE BRUCE
15

Stories
Every
Issue

in the December

15
Stories
Every
Issue

POPULAR DETECTIVE
146 Big Thrill-Pages 15c At A ll Stands

“ Death in Bloom ”  Features

RED L A C E Y
The Hard-Boiled SENSATIONAL Sleuth 
o f Sleuths W ho Took the World by Storm in 
“ Murder Money/* “ Fifty Grand Reward/* 
and Many Other Gun-Smashing Mysteries!
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Axe You STILL In fhe 
DEPRESSION??

, tW  nu w l  sbead of a year ago. 
i Otmm bate fane hack to  a a L  
n t a a a i 9 a i M « d n r a *  

t what goad is that to yau ,tf 
psur pay dmck Is aril written fat i 
riawfigteecf

Von wc(cn*tao<Baeen tented a yvarago.
Id fact, yen considered yourself lucky to  
have* job. Bat now—you have begun as 
vender and worry why the oncoming tide 
of prosperity  h an 't reached you yet. The 
situation is getting desperate. BilU continue 
to pile up. You can’t get along forever an 
a "shoe string” bod get. Yon anut win back 
those pay cuts. Other men ate doing it—  
how can you?

Certainty, you can’ t  work any harder than yon hare 
been. And it isn’t a question of your intelligence, 
honesty or ambition. Those virtues do not solve today's 
problem—they are often insufficient to hold down a job, 
as millions unemployed sadly testify.

But them is a way to got back to the prosperity pay 
check. A  way that’s ptohahly far easier than yon have 
dreamed. A p ie *  that baa been *'dcpicsrian-ccated.n

Dnrmf the worst period of the depression, this plan 
v a  helpmg thousands of men and women forge ahead. 
Today, during recovery, these same men and women—  
their ranks swelled by thousands more— are being 
picked for top positions. They are escaping years o f 
moootoooos, routine service—achieving their dreamt 
while they are young enough to enjoy success in ita 
full cat measure.

Since this plan brings results in bad timeaaa veDaa

men struggle through a depression a l 
their livesTihe lew who forge ahead ride 
to  stmeem the same harisrm rides that 
•weep the majority to failure.

The LaSalle Success-Building Plan is 
Ottde for ram like you—men with
a a hsriaa, persistency who need eeport 
mridnnee to make the most o f tfcrir efforts.
But LaSalle supplies even more thaa 
that. Not only individualized training and 
coaching to help you meet today’s cry
ing needs . . . but also the very steps 
you need to take to til the job ahead, 
and forte that pay raise p o d h . Any 

synopsis of this plan, which we might mriade her* 
could give you only a vague idea of this service. We 
suggest you mail the coupon Gar ” * 'f* l* »  details oa 
your own line of work.

Today's Danger

K

There’s a teal danger to accepting “ depnaribn pay”  
these days. A danger that lower wages will continue to 
dog you—for no employer will pay mesa anril he is 
convinced you are worth mare. Some day, sane way, 

ou’ve got to convince him. There’s  so  rims to lose, 
e sooner you begin, the better.

I f rite LaSalle Plan has fiddled this aim for thou
sand*, isn’t it logical to expect it can do an much for 
voufThia coupon can e a s ily ^ ' 
become your passport to 
better rimes. Mail it today.

L a S d llo  E x ten sio n  U n iv ersity , D«fri* 123298, C h ica g o
1 pould like to know about your Sucxem-BuBdias Plan and 

service in the business field 1 here cheeked.

None.

Address.

LaSalle
Extension University
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Follow
this Man
Secret Service O perator 3 8  is on the job

igh all ths sxritsmsnt of his chaw 
gang. Sea how a crafty operator 

■' stand Inefitale flngerprtail 
glri'a room! Thee 
thu aAsuspectini

ts on »he lamp i ______
detect!vs’ocigarette caaa 

—  T| and a great

— -he counu.......
works. TeOtate! 

the murdered girl's r  
la handled by the or 
Ciysterv la solved- Better than "fiction. It’s true, every 
word at U. Nodbllgathm. Just send the coupohand get—

FREE!
No. 38 Made t o B a C U d

And the best part of ft nil lathis—ft may open your eyes 
to the _great_opport]inity'for YOU pa a well paid

high
would
salary.

ofhcifl 1 positions. This Is the 
1 like. Data full o f ttclttm ent 
r. Rewards.

them for 
_ _  you
A  regular monthly

Can yon meet this test?
Are you o f  average Intelligence? Are you ambitious? 
Would yi “  ‘  ‘

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCB
1 9 2 0  ftmnyslds Asm. Dept. 7 9 -6 9  fhlngo, HU~J«

Insdtotn o f Applied Science
1920 Stmnytlde Asm. Dept. 79-69 CUcago, CUnota
Gentlemen:— Without any ofcHjration whatever, send 
me ttws Reports o f Operator No. 3©, also your Otuatrated 
Free Book on Finger Prints and your low prices and 
Easy Terms Offer. Literature will NOT be tent to boys 
under 17 years of age.

Nea
I
|  A d d r e t t

A ge

Fnm  Many PROVEN SyttMM . . AU. AT REDUCED PRICER
•  All the popular toftvme of body buQdliift sod all m ik a  of pofinlar 
noaltb end EaarflMnj apparatus listed Tor yaor eeloouiHU All al 
great money garn i Dried. Share In oor—

PROFIT PARTICIPATING PLAN
•  Hons Gyms. Cheat Palls. 8asdov Grips. Haad d r ill . PufljT 
Outflta. CpmblaatJaa salt, parboils. DumbotfU, Roduolag Oat- 
flta. N urn pro us fttherr outfits, all comfilat* 
with court ea. Also books uid accessories 
are ah awn in our Orest Money Saving Cat
alog. Every outfit guaranteed <or motley bach.

FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
Hie only one of Its kind. Buy the beat for 
loss. Our Profit Participating Plan will 
Bare you plenty of money and give satisfac
tion. Bend for It today.

American Atfelallo Appliance Ca., I no.
4324 Paul 8t.. Dept 3411. Phils., Pa. „
Duty FREE IP Canadians; Address Oapa- /]  
dlao Atfeleflo App. Op.. Mortubun. Qnt I I* '-*

own°« ' 5 0  PENNY
Indlaa Hfad P4at4w op to <tt aa. Usaalps tv
to I I  ea. Other ap^u $604. Whs Tapirs haw 
much those oM Dalai of ytrars w fl fatdh? Cash 
ttiam 1s t  To determine Worth of foot Cstyn Mad 
I Os Talay for rduablo 1835 Cell CatfiM ; or 
Wo for 120 pats HluUaied f l in  Cols Book. . _  ,
NEW YORK COIN EXCHANGE, W  Fifth Asa. Dm L  T F -tt . I

BARTENDING AT HOME
300 COCKTAILS  
AND HIGHBALLS
AND WHAT HAVE YOU
D B D ilU N O  BONOS WITH  

MUSIC
HUMOROUS SAYINGS AND 

TOASTS

R O L U C K IN G L Y  ILLU STR ATED
This new guide, “ TH E PERFECT BARTEN BIN G 
HOST A T HOM E" Is really the largest authentic book 
on bartending which Instructs yon on bow to mix 
several hundred delightful drinks—cocktails, high- 
balls, rlokeys. cordials, and other concoctions.
Every person fond o f entertaining guests at hom e wilt 
find this book very handy and popular and excellent 
amusement for hlB friends.
Send your quarter now while our supply lasts. Cash, 
money order or stamps. No Cl O. D.’e.

T H E  B E A C O N
22 West 48th Street Dept. 12 New Tork City
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Prepare fncMy at floae in Spare Tom
FOR A

fieri Pay M
Fastfmriag
AVIATION
m ism

■■a r t a  vlj 
hedr tar

v lfh t  in  i N r

m any dollars from  flight Instructions. Bend 
fo r  H r  b ig  free boob  today.

Don't sit back and envy the men who are 
In the midrt o f the rwnanoa, adventure and 
fascination  of Aviation. YOU DON’T H A V E  
TO. For light In poctr own Im am , In your 
spare Unc. I ll gfrve you the trmlnfcag yon need 
to reft atoned In thta gwnwhig, waH-pnkl fan 
dnstry. Get my R R  BOOK. It trih ail 
the

Many Malta $ 4 0 , $6 0 , $ 7$  a W aak
T b tn g b  tba simple method I  h w . worked 

out, I caa train jam at home to 41) m a r  wdl- 
paid Joke in Aoinlhm Malta a lb . M m  you 
can ay, yon inn* to hare adftllonal to la *  
lrntraeUom and practise. Even on that tn- 
struettaa 1 m e  yon ttme and money. But 
n h a  yon gr.d ii.tr  bom  aa  ecunt you have 
tke weaeaeary foaadatioa to twain a i a  work aa 
Airport Manager. M a d  Wnrkwr. Awaembter, 
’Winy Doper, T ransport  Worker. Wdder, In
strument Maker, Inspector, Wood Worker, Air
port Worker, Moahanle, mid w o n  o f other 
well-paid posttlone. Some o f  my graduate, 
hare landed M o  Maying f i t ,  #60 to 175 a w eft.

■ ere  a n  J u t  n 
few  o f  the many 
well-paid Job . la 
the fast growing 
Aviation Indus-

oa THE Slot)WO 
Alma '

Vfiscai**"M s, n m a
$ a r£ z ..7 -
PinfcMki Am*flvtSt Bell dw t
RaAta
Atrshm« L -  FlcSwwt

VN THI AIR
Air Bril fIM  A«rt$I PhsaafrasSy 
Alrytft Ummmtr
ja n s.

t  e r n a r  for. hove t — i p lk b  a t
___ a month or bettaf. Bend tar my free book
now and get the Interesting particular*. Lmxa how I fit 

Aeutloii.

their early thirties, or even yotnmer. It is a 
young tadastry. o U A  am aa  that than  are 
pkrnty o f opportonlrins to foage ahmd Bat 
just because it la run by young men. don t  get 
the Idea that Aviation Is a smell business. ■II- 
Baan are being spent yoaviy to develop and tm> 
pane alrwaye and piaaes. Tboumada o f men 
man good livings been the business. And more 
tkneasnda win enter It hi the fu ton . It Is a  
great and growing ludisHtj. ibis AMaUea. 
industry that atilt Ininm 
thvflU even whUe it la 1 
aitles and good pay.

•Ik

I’ve pta my tlgtateea n a n  o f
Including floe a m  o f la 

ia the Navy—into an Irk■m ob
Training. And I’ve made It all so dear that 
aknoat .aybody oan understand It. My Avia
tion friends know that H intend rained men are 
o d l  qwsllfied to work for i

IFw Mj Fp m  I
Now ia the time to  a ft. D m l  At 

with a hmndrma. ao-futom. law pay job. 
now—to get yourself Into Aviation—the indm- 
try that a  quickly giowing Into a giant ta ft -

yua to &S a good job in A

■ t o

f t  Into A d a ir n  a 
the

■ f t  to t. Aviation aaw .  w
Hoar at a  new iud ia ljj—when you bavo a

h a t
still get In on

C t t  l a t a  
Aviation. Study at 
bouse la yaur spare 
lime for a well- 

wi£k a real future, 
soupon far my torn

to forge ahead without having to displace lot. of 
Aviation h  a young man's Industry, where 
earn real money, lsdftt famous pilots are In

Aviation Institute 
W ashington, D. 0 .

F l l f M
. W o  t o  l l i  o a r  
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|  Hr. W alter Hinton, President

" I  lent your letter wNh 
aa oppHeatkm tor ea- 
llstamut la the Boyal 
Canadian Air Force and 
1 received a letter stat
ing t hat s n  application 
Is asssptod and I can 
enlist as soon as there 
la a vacancy.’ ’ Joseph 
3. Bndia, Melville, Sask., 
Canada.

“ I am perfectly satisfied 
that the l esnits obtained 

r Course 
Ha cost la- 

algnlflsant. Bast assured 
that you bane a life b a g  
he after for Aviation In
stitute training.” —L. W. 
AJteHER. P. O. Box 68. 
Curacao, D. W. I.
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A , > a Valuable Contribution ioAnnouncing Labor Sotng Invention
r t _______ _ _ _ _  w s r ~  ........... ...............................

\ f f i m t e d :

doing in a few hours, 
work formerly requiring* 
as many as several men

This announcement marks an important milestone in the 
national distribution of a unique device. Salesmen are 
wanted for this invention— now being placed on the market 
after exhaustive tests and noteworthy achievement under 
most exacting conditions.

THIS it the age o f labor-saving invention. 200 men, just a compare- 
lively few yean ago, turned out 35 automobile frames a day. Today, 

» o  men, with ■  new-labor-saving machine, turn out 7,000 to 9/300 frames 
adayl It hasn't been so long since just one man could turn out only 40 elec
tric light bulbs • day Today, a machine 
aims out 73/300 bulbs in 14 hours.
On ■  steamship, today, three men, in 
epodess clean white dorhes preside ova 
automatic gauges, REPLACING ONE 
HUNDRED AND TW ENTY COAL 
STOKERS who used to fire the boilen.
Such inventions as these have made thou
sands, sometimes fortunes, for holders of 
sales rights. Now, again, a device yield
ing heavy savings io labor costs to offices, 
stores and factories opens another great 
money-making opportunity.

Millions of Dollars 
A (gain Involved

In the past, oefocc the introductionof this 
device, the work has been done by "la- 
ting it out on contract1’ to outside firms.
Each |ob is handled by one or mote men.
Sometimes the work posses through ths 
hands o f is  many as five or six people.
Now oqc girt may handle the entire |ob, 
from A to Z. And do it in a few hours, do
ing some jota-in minutes, instead of hours.
What was done laboriously, slowly, eves 
crudely, is done virtually aauanaocaiiy by 
the operator, fohowing a simple, practically 
Coal-pcwf routine

Men Well Regarded 
in Their Communities 
to Apply for Franchises 

No Peddling
I jo to Sto io a day. S 
—these arc the
cashing tn on \ht h 
bf this ipccimdat

figures awrit every iorerrued 
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i My have
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appeal* f t  tkiem pm  asAaa t *  R ib  carries d »
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ACTUAL OfiMONrraATTON YOU 
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ROUTINE An d  PRESENT t h c  c u s 
t o m e r  wlTH A
IN Os ngfci
yoo otnpf the 
an do THAT hind 
from you!

H A b W i S n r  s a v .

Hundreds of Prospects in Office 
Buildings, Business Section* 

and Industrial Areas
This device it bread and butte* to commerce and Indus* 
try The tmaU corner grocer u a user; the greaj minu. 
factum from whom our Unit grocer buys, the gnat 
corporanoo whose plant oovm k t o , needs the drvtcs 
|uu as much Butcher, bakes, candleuick-mgkef — all 
use ll iusi like they me pendfs. tnh- typewriters, mrur- 
anoe, safe*, a* any other oeceauty Actually, the mute* 
U to greti that it beggars desenpooo.

300 Case Histories Furnished to You
out of the dkomaads of user* 00 reovd. joo convincing^

fromi tame, nationally
ftttoiu. Urge and until fiserhrire, mmSiants, etc., show- 
ing phenomenal murva.on an investment so small aa 
to be within easy reach of preqkally every business. 
COST IS LESS THAN *Ht DAILY per unit used 
annually Comumpooo depends 00 tin and type of 
buslncin Some require arimiiprul units h  as time «s a 
reoothl amt U ift  aroffru punSiu enough tasty 
for their propownoauSy licsiy needs, /mndipurchase*

Y-SEVttg UNITS IN
for their pcopreoonatdti treaty  net 
have run u  high as lwENiY-5 
ONB DEUVBBYl

This 1

T e m c o r te s  A l lo t te d  N o w -  
W r ite  f o r  P a rticu la r,

1 b  Iponmred by a corporation ot 
full responsbUiry Men who have 

: to m. and made gsy i haw been well earth earn 
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mkhare tntiw nyksl w o e  armed by ihotr who tap 

w hutuwi> with fid-flung prwsibdhta Thy

' A T *
Imothe you

i» * Jrixk and’ sometimes In a mooch*! 
maovded tidd, • owyedty t a  from ooiqpazbve a a * * . -------------------- ■ *------ 1. 6y

A Multi-Million-Dollar Industry
Facing Replacement

At the right to a 
cable showing the 
enorm ooa aa rings 
rta lbed  vrith thla 
device apace for 
nnly s  few  cneee 
b e in g  nvaUable. 
Over ONE HUN- 
O I E D  A N D  
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ELECTRICITY
Ity-Tuition- aftep 
Graduation Plan!
t t  t ralnlngln90  day*, rlgbt herein thegnat CoyneGet training!

S£SKoot-electrical tn a rf ilfe  131, W afl Mm  «M P Q  
y6u are abort of money l l f i m y o u  1 
my n nance plan ana cobiidft ypdr i f  
accepted* yon aren't have to ■ 
beck unol five nwnthe (rural 
M fcM t  and then youU have C 
ploayour

Tremendous Developments 
Ahead in Electricity!

tT IR E  to TOUR opportunity to c u b  In. Every day brings n*w» of new developments In every branch of Ban* 
I I  trldty, with more opportunities, more lobs, and a greater future for the trained n un than ever before. 
I consider the fellow whole em bltloue enough to want to get ahead by raking my Training, worthy of my help. 
MAIL HIE.COlll'ON flELOW  and you can j>rove to me that soil are willing to spend Jost'THREE MONTHS In 
the Coyne Training Shop* Learning ELECTRICITY. Then, i 'l l  tell you about my finance plan, which has enabled 
many to  get complete Training and pay tuition bat* later.

learn  By Doing’ In  9 0  Days
GET THE PACTS

s t e .  T h a t • 1  g lim pse o f bow  wo

Lack of experience or ad* 
▼anced education bars no 
one. I don’t care if you 
don't know an armature 
from an air brake— I don’t  
expect you tol It makes 
no difference! Don't let 
lack of money bold you 
back from getting ail de
tails of my amazing plan.

MANY EARN W hile 
LEARNING

C>
r* ■ • •luugran w  Utew ww

’ ’‘J E S S E * * 6 »=ivgg»
doubt—• n JwtH<

fra. bSSsjS h
.let me Mod y o a
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^ t e o ^ T W .
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switch-bamfla, ttvnsmltflnf sm- 
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sued ..(nfaD operatiancverydayl
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modsrn bom s where*
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TWO-GUN BATTLE
An Exciting C om plete 

Novel of Fighting Men 

on Outlaw Trads

BUSCADERO
BULLETS

B y

LEE BOND
Author of "Gu7>SUu9m' Maverick,* 

“Bullet Burmese,” otx

in the December
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70i  The/Skit SeU<M
Formerly 2.00 Each. Now All 7 For

IsgfflS r s a
K g f e !

i * • * * & .  u

I  S *  “WBttB" FOR 
|H f  nWJWBfSSOin 
I h BLF W A N T E D -

l a j s a s j ^
I ridSuscoUa of b « '“ -
1 ploytr't rids, f»»J>o-I sting sad unscrupulous
I ton- A tremendous in f
I c t u u  i  ^ ‘l A V K  Rgf I H.rrior oF Mid-ViC* 
I roriio eddedo 
I blading u * novel!
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PLAYTHINGS OP
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TNI STORY o r  A
lustful w om an i
R E P L E N I S H I N G
JESSICA—by Mumll 
Bod to helm A foang 
voau'ibattle between 
Stall pad the spirit. Sen* 
tatlOBtl reading that 
bo Ida you apeflboend. 
Charging It with being 
aa Immoral book, ra> 
formers triad la tain 

Ico^T oblb ii lea pub-

» » & »

k i i  4

o f to  overp°w c,,“ »
ift:5i '* " S r a
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may be
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SHE KEVIUO 
. IN DECEIT I
ITNE time op uvb I
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t o  “Low-sow os] 
to  emowotiDi

broader ay rack.
E T B B R S - b . * ^  
o;Connor. Roth aIdea 
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k “Rha *ad lam of iba 
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Ktfa la Broadway Mg.

» l *  Illicit |orea, 
honeycombed with In. 
•Hjtua. taamln* with
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"FAST"| .
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II THE BIGGEST BOOK VALUE OF A  LIFETIME 1
Each Thrilling Novel U C o m p le te , Unexpurgated . , . Not One Word Omitted I

TFrfa Edition l« Limited. .  Don't DtUy T
■  You do so t  rUh otM psany. Eu o Je siIm  books. 
T beo, i f  ro o  i n  so t  poA ptaefy w iw i d  a  m r v  

f « w s  a *  books l o u i k i d  w evtU  rtfW *  
r o w  a o a iy  without QMedofe

LIVE IN THE LAND OF 
ROMANCE AND ADVENTURE I
■ Forget the depression, morals, worrltsl 
Lot yourself b# crane ported from tba aordld 
rtalitier o f today to tba glamorous realms 
ofbcriool Heat characters whosa raddag. 
passionate Urea (ravetaa widely different 
path, bom yoora . . . whoaa varied 
experiences art a revelatiool
If m  want books to put yoa t .  sites doaT 

buy thtte at any price.
■  If you object to tba crude rralitiei of life, 
done buy them, your ac nubilities may ba 
offended. We warn you frankly that the 
charactera In theta atoriaa are red .blooded

i lama luat* and 
mt idealism.

EVERY ONE A  BOOK OF 
PROVEN POPULARITY I
■  Each one o f these seven books has been 
scamped by tba actl o f public approval. 
Edition after edition waa bought out and 
•till the public demanded more —  at the 
|2 price] W eEeair everyone will like*U  
o f these brat sellers because they Jiave 
been “reader Mated* tad  proven 100%  
dynamite.
Now you cad have a library of 
thrDUng reading for only 98ct
■  Each book It bound separately In mag* 
allot style wish an attractive binding. . .  
printed Jo dear, easily read type on pages 
6H abtt inches. Not one word hat beta 
left out! N ot one incident censored I

MMTFAII WWJSHINO C O , Radio Gly, 1270 SIXTH A VEND*. N tW rO tk, H  V.

'IND NO MONFY AA.L C O .iPQN TOOA 1

m attajb ptrausH m a c a . 
m o Sixth A rt, Dope. tSU. New York. N. T. 
Plane saod me the seven best sellers. IT n*A 
sstiifled I will return Lbs books within 5 dirt 
end full purchase price will be refunded.
G  l will pay postman 6Be plus few cents post* 
•ge on delivery.
n  I enclose 98e plus 10c postage; send 
poitige prepaid.
Ntms____________ _______________________
Address__________________________________
City,
Canadian Orders ____ __
orders A Shilling! la adri

...... ....... .... -Slate__
tl.tft Id uftiDce

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY IMMEDIATEI y REFUNDED
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FLAME DEMON
A  Complete Novelette of Fiery Terror

By W YATT BLASSINGAME
Author of “Her hover—Death,” “A Soul for Sacrifice ”  etc.

CHAPTER I
The Living Fire

• • W K T H Y  every woman in- 
v  v  list* on getting into the

W  w  most crowded store in 
town is beyond m e ,"  Ard Fayson said, 
wrinkling hie face in a terrific mock

scowl, as he followed the girl down 
jammed aisles.

Nell Matthews looked at him over 
her shoulder.

“ It strains your brain to understand 
police reporting and to explain to the 
public why old roan Tompkins from 
Wetumpka, well loaded with corn

A  Satan ic  S p irit  Spreads H a v o c  in
14



whiskey, should insist on shooting the 
Williams boy full of buckshot.” 

Payson grinned, his dark eyes sud
denly bright, his lean face breaking 
into good-natured lines.

“ Anybody that’s seen the Tompkins 
girl would understand why Williams 
didn’t want to get married. But why 
a hard-boiled sob-sister—”

Nell pushed beyond three women 
and a man, reached the stocking coun
ter, stopped, and looked at Fayson. 
She was slender, well built, good

looking, with a clean cut, decisive 
chin, and eyes that were almost green. 
She wore a small, red-brown hat on 
hair of the same color.

“ Don’t call me har#-boiled,” she 
said, grinning at Fayson. “ I ’m a 
model of femininity and my daily 
newspaper stories appeal to the femi
nine—”

Her voice stopped as though a hand 
had been slapped over her moutn. 
Her lips stayed parted and motion
less. Her eyes began to grow wida

an U n h o ly  C am pa ign  of D e s t r u c t io n !
IK



16 THRILLING MYSTERY

and bulge from her face as she stared.
“What the devil?” the reporter ex

claimed.
But even in the second that he 

looked at the girl, before he began 
to follow her gaze, he felt the first 
cold touch of fear. The surge and 
rumble of human voices around him 
was dying as sharply as though si
lence was a wind blowing through the 
great department store.

Then he turned and abruptly his 
fingers were gripping the counter, 
white-nailed.

“Good God!” he cried in a hoarBe 
whisper.

The tableau did not hold for more 
than two seconds, but it seemed to 
Ard Fays on that he stood there a long 
while, staring, his breath caught in 
his chest.

Fifteen feet from him, just beyond 
the end of the counter and between 
the stairs and the elevators, the Thing 
was standing. Fayson stared unbe
lieving, and he cotild feel his eyes 
blinking in amazement. Then, sharp 
as a blew, fear struck him.

THE Thing was shaped like a man, 
but it was not a human being It 

couldn't be! It was holding great, 
pawlike hands shoulder-high.

Every finger was tipped by a living, 
wavering flame and the knuckles of 
his hands were burning like kindling 
wood!

Thick srrteke swirled up around a 
face so gruesome that the sight made 
Ard Fayson sick at his stomach. The 
eyes were huge and lidless, and In 
them the flame leaped and danced. 
The nose was a rotting hole and the 
mouth a hideous gash across a face 
that was otherwise almost flat. The 
hair was as red as the fire which 
licked at it, but did not burn.

For one long second the Thing 
stood there, motionless. Abruptly a 
woman screamed, high and flat and 
terrified. At the same time the Thing 
wiped one burning hand across its 
face. Then its voice was bellowing, 
drowning out the scream of the 
woman, shutting out every other 
sound in the store, filling it like a 
black wave.

“A city of wickedness, a city df 
crime and misery! And I—►the God 
of Fire, destroy it as Sodom was de
stroyed—wipe out its shame and sin 
with fire and terror I”

It stepped backward, swung one 
burning hand across the wall, stooped 
and slid it across the stairway.

Fire burst like an explosion along 
the wall. A great sheet o f  flame 
whipped upward. The stairs were a 
sudden Inferno with white Mazes 
rushing like madmen up them, sweep
ing over persons who stood there, 
frozen by horror. It was impossible 
for the wall and stair to have caught 
so quickly, but in that one instant 
they became a blazing fury.

Stark madness struck the packed 
store. Chaos and pandemonium 
whirled through the crowd Hke water 
through a broken dam. Women 
screamed, men bellowed curses, 
fought their way like wild animals 
for the exits. Persons caught in the 
flame of the stairway were shrieking 
in agony. Abruptly a woman came 
plunging through the fire toward Ard 
Fayson, her dress a smoky blaze, face 
blackened, hair burning, shrieking 
cry after cry.

The sight thawed the terror which 
had held him. He made a low, snarl
ing sound deep in his throat and 
plunged toward the Thing standing 
near the Elevators, its hands bursting 
with fixe.

The Fire God moved swiftly toward 
the elevators, and Fayson swerved to 
cut him off. Another man was dos
ing in from the .left, mouthing un
conscious curses.

The Fire God whirled and thrust 
out his hands. The left one was al
most in Fayson’s face when the re
porter checked his rush, and jumped 
sideward, feeling the flame scorch hie 
flesh, his eyebrows Bingeing. He 
heard the other man scream, saw him 
fall, pawing at the Fire God's hajjd, 
fall in the blaze which banked the ele
vators.

Instinct made Fayson beat at his 
face, crush out the fire that had 
touehed his eyebrows, but there was 
no pain, because sheer horror bad 
drowned every other emotion in him.
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Madness struck with black wiogB 
at his brain. Through hiB fingers he 
saw the Fire God standing at the door 
of the elevator while flame whirled 
and Bnarled in leaping waves around 
him, standing there unhurt, his own 
hands blazing. Then he stepped back 
into the elevator and closed the door. 
Fayson heard the whir of the ma
chinery as the lift went upward.

W I R D I  Ard!” It was Nell
x m  Matthews screaming, tugging 

him bask from the fire.
A man stumbled out of the blazing 

stairway, his face charred black, eyes 
glaring. He took two reeling steps 
and went down.

Fayson caught Nell by the arm.
“ Come on,” he yelled. “W e can’t 

make it that way!”
He began to drag her toward a parti

tion separating one department from 
another. Through his blood a weird 
horror was creeping, and even aB he 
ran he thought of the fiend who had 
started this fire and dread was a thick 
and eerie darkness within him.

“ The fire’s going that way,” she 
yelled. “Those doors’ll be blocked.”

“ Not the one I’m going to use,” he 
said.

He plunged into the next depart
ment and cut toward a blazing corner.

"W e oan’tl” she cried and-tried to 
stop him.

“ Come on, damn it l’* Fayson cried. 
"It ’s the only chance.” He whipped 
off his coat and wrapped it about the 
girl’s head. “ Keep your hands under 
it,” he snapped. "I ’ll lead you.”

He jerked off his shirt, paused for 
one moment staring at the wall which 
was a solid mass of fire. There were 
stairs in that corner which led down 
into the basement, but he could barely 
see the entrance through the flame. 
He stared at it, wrapping his left hand 
with a handkerchief. He caught the 
girl’s dress, flipped the skirt over his 
face, stuck his right hand in his 
pocket.

“ Come on," he said, and plunged 
forward.

The heat was like a great wind 
blowing him back, but he went in, 
running hard and dragging the girl.

For one second the flames were around 
him, searing. Then be was stumbling, 
his feet beat empty space and he was 
falling, rolling from step to step.

He was on his feet before they bit 
the bottom of the stairs. He jerked 
the girl erect, throwing away the 
skirt and coat, beating the small 
flames from her dress.

There was a window opening beloW 
sidewalk level and they ran toward 
it, climbed through and up to the 
-sidewalk. Fire and police siren? were 
wailing.

Two trucks were already on the 
scene, firemen running forward with 
hose. From a door thirty yards away 
persons were pouring, piling over one 
another, blocking each other’s e*it, 
fighting, clawing. The store was a 
bedlam of screaming terror.

“ Come on,” Fayson said. “Let’s get 
across the street and watch. There’s 
nothing we can do to help.” He was 
once more a calm reporter working on 
a story. "How many persons do you 
estimate were in that building? Prob
ably hundreds will get b u r n e d .  
They’ll want an extra on this. Call 
Hatson and give him what you know. 
The fire had evidently been planned 
because the wall and stair couldn’t 
have gone up like that naturally. 
That Thing that hollered about being 
the God of Fire—”

He stopped suddenly, conscious 
that his face was growing very pale, 
that he felt a cold, supernatural ter
ror stirring through his blood. The 
Thing which had stood there in a wall 
of flame, whose hands had been living 
firebrands, how could it have been hu
man? Why had it tried to burn hun
dreds of persons alive?

For a half second sheer terror 
struck him as he remembered the 
threat to destroy the entire city and 
in his leaping imagination he could 
picture flame, towering above the 
whole town, the screams of agony and 
horror and the God of Fire.

Abruptly a man close beside them 
was shouting, “ LookI Look!”

And Fayson spun to look where the 
man was pointing. Over the whole of 
Court Square, on which the depart
ment store faced, persons were stand-
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lag motionless, heads tilted upward. 
And then Fayson _ saw it, and his 
breath clogged in his chest, his brain 
reeled with terror.

Smoke was leaping from every win
dow of the building, cascading up its 
tides, so that its roof, five stories up, 
was barely visible through the black 
clouds. And there, on the very edge 
of the roof, was the God of Fire!

His arms were raised toward 
heaven, legs spread. Smoke coiling 
and whirling about him made his 
whole body seem to writhe and twist 
like a boneless spirit in agony, and 
from hiB upraised hands yellow Barnes 
glimmered through the smoke.

For what seemed an eternity it 
stood there. In the Square before the 
b u i l d i n g  even the firemen had 
stopped, petrified by some weird and 
gruesome dread that poured down 
from the figure above them.

The store continued to vomit the 
roar of flames and the shrieks of per
sons being cremated alive, but in the 
street no one heard them. Every per
son stood like part of a tableau, head 
flung back, staling at the evil thing 
on the roof’s edge.

The smoke coiled thicker. For a 
moment there was only the gleam of 
yellow fire from its hands, then noth
ing.

17  EAR stalked like a living thing 
across the girl’s face. Her lips 

moved mechanically as though some 
abnormal power were forcing the 
words from her.

“ It—it’s coming back because it 
didn’t die. Fire couldn’t hurt it! 
Nothing can hurt it!”

Fayson shook reason into himself 
the way a dog shakes water from his 
coat.

“ Don't be crazy," he said. “ Call 
Hatson. I’ll meet you here after cir
cling the building, seeing if anything 
else is likely to go.”

He circled the building, working 
his way through nearby stores and 
came back. He tried to concentrate 
on the story he would write, but the 
thought of the monster, hands flaming, 
face unbelievably horrible, kept com
ing back to him. Only a salamander

could have lived in that flame, and 
yet this God of Fire . . .

Later he found Nell, her face still 
white with terror.

“Get on up to the court-beuae,'' he 
said. “Pick np the daily statistics for 
me and any stories you find. I ’ll be 
busy around here.”

It was a town of less than sixty 
thousand, and the police reporter had 
to cover the court-house as well.

The girl looked almost sick. “I'll 
be glad to get away from here,”  she 
said. “ I—I’m afraid.”

Again Fayson felt her words jar 
deep into his stomach, felt the cold 
shadow of an unseen terror creep over 
him, but he tried to make his voice 
normal.

“Okay,” Faysen said. “ But the 
Fire God has scorched his own hide 
now. You needn't worry.”

CHAPTER II 
The Death o f Flame

IN the bright light of the news 
room that night Fayson took the 

last page of copy from his typewriter 
and turned toward the city editor’s 
d e s k .  Hatson, the city editor, 
grabbed the story, flipped Fayson a 
long sheet of white paper.

“ Look at that,” he said.
Ard Fayson was halfway through 

the message before he realized what 
he was reading.

"Great God!” he whispered.
S o d o m  w as destroyed for its evil, 

and now I , the G od o f F ire , sh all de
stroy Vasairy and the lives o f those 
therein, for there are no fo rty  per
sons here untouched by w ickedness. 
Tonight or tom orrow  I  strike again, 
once m ore burning their sins from  the 
w icked I

Fayson wet his lips and tried to 
grin. “ The Fire God sent that too 
early,*’ he Bald. “He burned out hig 
own wickedness in his first fire.”

The city editor had never taken the 
pipe from his mouth. “That’s what 
you claimed in the last edition,” he 
said. “But look at the postmark on 
that envelope.” He touched it with a 
tobacco-stained finger.
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Fayson leaned forward and all at 
once he felt the blood drop from hia 
head, clabber in cold, abnormal dread 
throughout his body. For the en
velope was postmarked 6:30 P. M.

That was more than two hours after 
the (ire I

Ard Fayson looked up. His face 
was pale and lean below the singed 
brows.

“That means he's still alive.”
He was gripping the desk until his 

fingernails whitened, f e e l i n g  the 
blood crawl sluggishly through his 
brain. He had seen flame leap and 
swirl around the figure on the roof, 
had seen its hands burning. No hu
man being could have escaped from 
that store top—and yet this letter had 
been mailed two hours after the fire.

"Destroy the city,” the demon had 
said, and he himself could not'oe hurt 
by fire! Why, great God! Fayson 
stared about him at the familiar, 
trash-littered room, the men pound
ing typewriters and editing copy. 
With this monster alive he might 
stalk in here at any moment and send 
the place up in a roaring blaze.

Every one of these men be looked 
at might be a charred corpse tomor
row. He himself, Nell Matthews!

"Great G od!" Ard said, and his 
throat muscles were so cold the words 
choked in him.

The city editor spoke without look
ing up. "That guy says there will be 
more fires tonight or in the morning. 
You get on down to the fire station 
and hang around. I ’ll have Bob keep 
check on the hospitals and the 
morgue, and Tom can check on the 
Newtire Rubber Company plant. 
Even if they decided to come here 
nobody would be worried tomorrow 
with this fire to talk about.”

“Okay," FayBon said, and went out.
The night was hot, without the 

slightest stir of wind, but climbing 
into his small roadster, Fayson could 
smell the charred, water-soaked wood 
of Hartsell's Department Store five 
blocks away, and there was another 
odor which made him shudder when 
it touched his nostrils.

“That’s imagination," he said, half 
aloud. "I can’t amell—those burned

bodies this far. It’s quite impossible t* 
A Negro passed, whistling "Em t 

o f the Sob,- and Fayson had die 
weird Impression he was watching a 
man go toward his death—a burned 
and brittle corpse. With this fiend 
loose, every person in the city lived 
in constant danger. He thought of 
Nell Matthews and hia handa shook 
on the steering wheel.

“ I’m going nuts,”  he said aloud, 
kicked the motor into action, swung 
across Dexter and down North Law
rence Street toward the fire depart
ment’s headquarters.

As s i s t a n t  f i r e  c h i e f  t u r -
. NER was in. his office with two 

other men when Fayson entered. 
They all three watched the reporter 
take a chair near the wall and lean
back.

“Any more of those in the hospital 
die?” Turner asked.

“Two within the last hour,” Fayson 
said. “That makes fifty-eight dead.” 

“ God! Fifty-eight!” one of the 
other men said.

Turner slammed a huge fist on the 
desk and his round face was redder 
than ever beneath bis thin, blond hair, 

“ We coulda saved half those peo
ple,’’ he said. “ I wanted to turn in 
an eight alarm from the first, but 
Chief Innis said no. I wanted to use 
the chemicals on the south side of tha 
building, but Innis would fiddle 
around with water until too late. He’s 
the chief, but—”

His thick lips clamped together. 
The tall, slender, grey-haired man 

Bitting across the desk said, "You 
might like to know about this, Ard.” 

He handed Turner a white sheet of 
paper similar to ^hat he had seen in 
the news room of the paper. The let
tering was the same square, block 
work, impossible to trace.

Do not insure tie  homes oi the 
wicked, for they shall be destroyed by 
6re. TH E GOD OF FIRE

Fayson gruntad suddenly, straight
ened in his chair and looked at tha 
grey-haired man. He knew Pete Hob- 
dy—had known him since Fayson 
first came to the city three years be
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fore. A pleasant, likable, middle- 
aged man, he had very recently se
cured the agency for National Fire 
Insurance Company, an agency new 
to Vasaery, but probably the biggest, 
most reputable firm of its kind.

Reside Hobdy was John Carr, a 
•mall, meek-faced man whose appear
ance belied the driving, relentless 
character with which he had built up 
and become President of Alabama 
Fire Insurers, the largest State Fire 
Insurance Company.

??  A N D  you got one, too,Mr. Carr?” 
Fayson asked.

“Yes. Every agent In town got 
one. Mr. Hobdy and I have come 
down to ask for extra precautions on 
the part of the fire department. Hart- 
sell's was insured by me. Mr. Phelps 
carried a quarter million in protec
tion. That was more than the place 
was worth, I believe. I don’t want to 
take many losses like that. I cover 
more property than any other com
pany in the city, and now”— He 
picked the note from the desk and 
waved it—“this comes—”

"That’s tough,” said Fayson.
He was already reaching for the 

telephone. He gave Bob the story, 
read the note to him, and hung up.

Fayson went out of the office and 
toward the rear of the building where 
firemen were grouped about two pool 
tables. For several minutes he stood 
watching, but paying no attention to 
the game.

His brain was whirling. This thing 
called the Fire God was a human be
ing. It had to be! Then it had to 
have motives and would follow some 
definite course of action. If he could 
only forestall—

Abruptly he snapped hi9 fingers. 
The Fire God had sworn it would de
stroy the city because of wickedness. 
Well, the place to start would be at 
the Howling Monkey Night Club. 
Nobody would deny it was the town’s 
number-one hot spot. Fayson turned 
toward the door, moving with quick, 
long strides.

“ Hey, A rd! Wait a minute."
He paused, watching Lieutenant 

Peters, so dapper that even his

Ere department uniform looked 
swank, come toward him. He and 
Peters went to the door together.

"I was in my office when you were 
talking to Chief Turner, and heard 
him,” said Peters. “ Don’t let the old 
bull feed you any truck. He wants 
to be chief of the whole department; 
that’s what’s biting him. He wasn't 
even around when the alarm sounded. 
Probably down on the corner play
ing the slot machine. I didn’t see 
him until I had been at the fire fifteen 
minutes.”

"All right,” said Fayson. "I won’t 
boom his campaign.”

He went up the street to where his 
roadster was parked and climbed in. 
He had backed into the street and was 
shifting into low when he saw Nell 
Matthews almost running toward the 
fire station. He leaned over the door 
and called to her.

She jerked to a halt and swung 
around, a half scream on her lips. 
Then she saw Fayson and ran toward 
him. Before she reached the car, 
Fayson knew that something was 
wrong; he could feel terror leaping 
out from the girl like an electric cur
rent, vibrating along his nerves, mak
ing his hands clench cold about the 
wheel.

Her face was pale against the night, 
and Fayson thought, “ If something 
has happened to her—”

His fear-cold brain could not get 
beyond those words.

She climbed in beside him, put both 
hands on his arm. The dash light 
showed her face almost chalky white, 
and a nerve was twitching at the right 
corner of her mouth. Her eyes were 
wide and dark.

Twice she opened her lips and 
closed them, unable to speak. Then 
the words came, jerky:

“ It—it’s going to—kill me!”
"Whirt! What the devil are you 

talking about?”
Fayson caught her shoulders and 

held her as though she were trying 
to run from him. His whole body 
was rigid and his lungs were crush
ing out against his ribs.

“ I just got a note. Pat brought it 
to the office with the mail. It said l



THE FLAMS DEMON t l

ccmld get out o f town or be destroyed 
with the wicked who stayed here— 
that I only had a few boars to de
cide”

Ard Fayson’s hands clenched on the 
girl’s shoulders so hard she gasped at 
the pain, but Fayson did not hear. 
Dread was hammering mad fists 
against his brain, and in imagination 
be saw the flaming hands of the mon
ster reaching for her white throat, 
saw the flesh grown black and 
charred.

T i l  take you to the station,” said 
Fayson. “You can go to Birmingham 
for a few days."

Nell’s month had ceased to tremble. 
“This afternoon you told me not to 
be sentimental,” she said; “that I had 
work to do. We don’t have many re
porters, and I ’m not going to run out 
just at the time we have the most 
work.”

“ I know, but you are a woman,” said 
Fayson. “You’ve got no business 
messing—"

She interrupted him. “ I may be a 
woman, but I work for that news
paper as well as you do. It’s no more 
dangerous for me than it is for you.”

Fayson argued frantically, and it 
came to him, sitting there in the road
ster, that he loved this girl more than 
anything in life; had loved her a long 
while without admitting it even to 
himself. But he couldn’t tell her 
now.

“All right,” he said. “ I’m going 
out to the Howling Monkey Night 
Club, and we’ve got to have somebody 
at the police station. You stay there.

T HE Howling Monkey Night Club 
was a low, sprawling building, 

deep buried in pine trees a quarter of 
a mile from the extension of South 
Court Street.

It was nearly midnight when Ard 
Fayson followed the road winding 
between the tall, slender trees that 
spread their needles like black Span
ish lace against the 6ky. Lightning- 
bugs twinkled silver and gold in the 
darkness.

The muted sound of an orchestra 
was barely audible above the hum of 
his motor. Then his headlights caught

the building. He swung In b—Ida 
ether cars, parked, and got out.

Fayson circled the place without 
going in. The downstairs windows 
were opened against the heat; so were 
the windows to the small private 
rooms upstairs, but they were heavily 
curtained.

The sound o f the orchestra playing 
“ The Isle o f Capri,”  stirred the dark
ness under the pines. As well as he 
could tell, everything was normal. 
He came back to the front doer, went 
in.

“Hello, Ed,”  he said to the grim ing 
Negro waiter. “ I want a back table, 
near the door, and a Tom Collins.”  
He sat down, dark eyes searching the 
crowd, which was barely visible in the 
dim light, forefinger rubbing hie 
singed eyebrows. The place wasn’t as 
full tonight as usual. The effect o f 
the fire, probably.

Eight couples on the dance floor, 
five more sitting at shadowed tables, 
probably three or four couples up
stairs. Not more than thirty-five per
sons here altogether.

The waiter brought his Tom Col
lins and be sat drinking slowly. 
Might as well leave after this drink. 
If this afternoon was any indication, 
the Fire God couldn’t waste bis time 
on thirty-five persons. But this place 
would make a good fire. Those gaudy 
decorations of monkeys and women 
about the walls and roof would go up 
in a flash.

The steps leading to the second 
floor were close behind him, and he 
twisted to look at them, twisted half
way and stopped, one band clenching 
the back of bis chair, the other sud
denly whitening ground the glass. In 
that same instant a woman screamed 
furiously and the smooth rhythm o f  
the orchestra became a jagged dis
cord.

Blocking the doorway and the steps 
to the second floor was the God of
Fire I

I N the dim light the flames from 
the monster's bands were a hellish 

red, tossing Mack smoke upward to 
curl about the hideous, flat face, the 
great lidless eyes which were like
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glass with the light of the fire reflect
ed in them, the red hair that swayed 
with the demon’s gentle rocking.

For one second he stood there. The 
woman’s scream had jerked to a halt, 
the orchestra had stopped and silence 
clapped like thunder in the room. 
Then a fiery hand moved across the 
God’s face and a voice bellowed:

“More wicked than Sodom or Go
morrah, but the fires of Hell will 
purge you 1"

His hands swung out to touch the 
walls on either side of him, and the 
flame burst like a shell, roared up
ward, swept across the roof, around 
the walls in one blazing flash.

And there in the middle of the 
flame stood the Fire God, his burning 
hand moving across his face!

Chaos struck with the fire. Men 
and women went mad. Cut off on 
every side by the fire, they plunged 
and scteamed like trapped animals. 
Tables crashed over, glasses breaking, 
women shrieking high and thin, fight
ing for the windows, the flame-cov
ered back door.

In that first second Ard Fayson sat 
motionless, left hand clutching the 
back of the chair, right hand tight 
around his Tom Collins glass. It 
seemed to him that he moved very 
slowly when he got to his feet. His 
muscles seemed heavy, weary, and he 
felt like a man walking in his sleep. 
Half erect, he staggered, caught the 
table with his left hand, stood there 
wavering.

The sound the Fire God made 
wasn’t a human sound, but muffled, 
hollow laughter that beat against in
visible walls, as gruesome as the 
chuckling of a corpse within its 
grave. And then the demon stretched 
out its flaming hands and started to- 
ward_ Ard Fayson!

The reporter wanted to scream, to 
turn and run madly, blindly, any
where away from this thing, but his 
muscles were aching suddenly, 
strangely, and he could scarcely 
stand. His hand seemed to move with 
infinite reluctance as ha raised the 
glass. He was like a man half asleep, 
fighting for consciousness.

H i s  a rm  s w u n g  fo r w a r d , s lo w ly ,

slowly. His fingers relaxed about the 
glass and he could see it in the air, 
see the liquid spilling from it as it 
seemed to float featherlike toward 
the Fire God’B face.

Whether the Fire God swayed to 
one side or whether the glass passed 
directly through the hideous, smoke- 
covered face, Ard Fayson could not 
say. Then he was going forward, 
straight at the God, driving his weary 
legs in one last, desperate rush.

The chuckling, hollow sound 
swirled round and round. Fayson 
saw clouds of smoke spew from the 
God’s mouth and ears, shoot all 
around him as though hell had 
opened. And then Ard Fayson was 
driving, reeling, straight through the 
place where the God of Fire had 
stood, touching nothing, choking on 
smoke, feeling his eyes burn. He saw 
the flame-sheeted doorway, ducked 
his head and kept going.

Somehow he was out in the still 
air under the pines, staggering, run
ning crazily, his legs giving away 
weakly. He could hear the screams 
of men and women behind him. Per
sons were rushing past on every side, 
shouting frantically, mad with the 
terror they had barely escaped.

Fayson’s knees wobbled and he 
went down. His lungs ached, but he 
seemed unable to cough. It must 
have taken him three minutes to stand 
erect again, and then he could hear 
the wail of police and fire sirens in 
the distance.

He was leaning against a tree near 
the parked automobiles when he 
heard the woman scream, “Look! 
There on the roof!”

He looked upward. Smoke was 
swirling from the building, flames 
breaking from the windows, but not 
yet from the roof. And there on the 
roof, visible only from the waist up, 
was the God of Fire. He stood calm
ly in the thick, whirling smoke, hands 
at his sides, motionless, his great lid
less eyes as dull as smoked glass.

A  GUN roared almost in Fayson’s 
ear. He twisted sharply, saw 

a man standing beside his automobile, 
a little wisp of smoke curling from
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'race wns white.
"Well, TO be damned,”  be wlris- 

pered, end raised the gun again.
Mis arm wee slew, careful, and die 

gun murrle did not waver. The gun 
reared, jumped in his hand.

On the roof the God o f Fire did 
not move. He stood perfectly placid, 
quiet, and there was an unutterable 
contempt in his very lack of motion.

“God!" the man said. “ I couldn't 
have missed him! Couldn’t!"

Suddenly bis lips were working, 
drooling saliva across his chin. He 
swung up die gun and began to fire 
wildly.

A moment longer the God stood 
motionless on the roof. Yellow flame 
was flickering through the smoke 
about him now. The police sirens 
were wailing on the pine-bordered 
road that led to Court Street.

The smoke grew thicker about the 
God. The loud blasting of the gun 
jerked to an empty clicking as the 
cartridges gave out.

Then the God of Fire melted into 
the smoke and was gone.

To Fayson's left a woman was 
screaming hysterically. The man 
with the gun was slobbering, staring 
at the roof, whimpering over and 
over:

“ It ain’t human. It ain’t human! 
I couldn’t have missed him!”

CHAPTER III
H ands o f F ire

D URING the next five minutes 
Ard Fayson did not move from 

the tree against which he leaned. 
Firemen fought bravely but futilely 
with the blaze; police held back the 
gathering crowd, circled the entire 
building to prevent any possible es
cape of the demon.

Fayson, leaning against the tree, 
knew they would not catch him.

He had seen the Fire God standing 
ki a blaze where no human being 
could have stood and lived; had seen 
bis bands burning like timbers, and 
bed felt the strength o f his own body

torn to  water at the mere approach o f 
the figure. Even now be fmt dazed, 
weak. Bift -one thing stood horribly  
dear before his brain:

The God of Fire had made a special 
effort to destroy him!

Out o f all the persons present the 
demon had come straight for him, 
paying no attention to the others. 
This was the second time be bad seen 
this monster. The God of Fere was 
following him, purposely trying to 
kill him!

He pulled a deep breath into weak 
lungs. "Nell Matthews had been 
warned. Perhaps it was her this devil 
wanted, and soaght to find her with 
Ard Fayson. He’d rather it was him
self than Nell.

But why should anyone, human be
ing or devil from bell, want to kill 
either of them? He shook his head.

“Gee! I ’m glad to see you!” Nell 
had come up behind him, was holding 
his arm with both her hands. “ I—1 
was worried. I came out with the 
police.”

Fayson had a wild desire to throw 
his arms around her, hold her against 
him, defy devil or man to touch her 
while he was there. And then he re
membered the terrible weakness that 
had come over him when the God o f  
Fire approached, remembered the way 
he had reeled drunkenly to fall 
through smoke, touching nothing.

What protection, then, could he of
fer this girl ? For a moment he stared 
at her, biting his lips in frenzied, des
perate helplessness. But at least he 
could make sure she took no chances.

“You stick with Lieutenant Pow
ell,” said Fayson; “ find out how many 
persons wore hurt, or if the police 
got any-'clues. And don’t get away 
from the police! I want to find old 
man Mason Phelps; he owned most erf 
this building.”

“This God of Fire is hitting hkn 
hard. He owned the Hartsell’s, too," 
said Nell.

Fayson did not answer. It made 
him sick to think of harm coming to 
Nell, and how helpless he might be 
to prevent it.

lie  turned away from her and began 
to circle the building inside the fire



24 THRILLING MYSTERY

lines. John Carr had told him Phelps 
carried more insurance on the depart
ment store than the place was worth. 
If Carr’s company insured this place, 
too, and heavily, it would go hard on 
them. The depression years and na
tional insurance companies had hit 
his State company rather hard.

Two heavy losses and the threat of 
others would drive his stock down to 
nothing. A man could have cleaned 
up selling short, If he had known 
what was coming.

He found Mason Phelps at the rear 
of the building, fat hands folded com
placently over his paunch as he 
watched the flames, which threw 
dancing shadows across his round 
face.

“ Hello, Mr. Phelps,’’ said the re
porter. “ I’m Ard Fayson, of the 
Times News.”

The fat man turned and his face 
lost its complacent look, became sud
denly worried.

“What is it?" he asked. “But I 
don’t feel much like talking now."

“This fire devil has hit you rather 
hard, hasn’t he?” said Fayson. “Hart- 
sell’s this afternoon. Now this place. 
And both of them went up like they 
had been prepared ahead of time.” 
His eyes squinted as he watched 
Phelps’ expression.

“ It's terrible. Terrible! I’ll be 
ruined if this keeps up."

“About how much was this place 
worth, Mr. Phelps?”

The fat man hesitated. “ I—er—the 
building only cost about five thousand 
dollars, but I have a lease on the 
ground here. That’s costing money, 
and there’ll be no return on it.”

“You had the club insured, of 
course.’’

Phelps' eyes squinted, and again he 
paused before answering. “Er—yes. 
It was insured, but—er—I’m busy 
now, I wish you’d see me some other 
time.’’

He walked off. ^

THE city editor shifted his pipe 
to the left corner of his mouth 

without touching it. “ I got another 
note from this God of Fire this after
noon,” he said. “ He promises to burn

more of the wicked, and this time he's 
going to have a special sacrifice. He's 
going to make a show of it."

Fayson felt sudden terror clutch at 
his chest. A special sacrifice 1 And 
the Fire God had sent Nell Matthews 
warning! He saw her hands move and* 
clutch at the city editor’s desk, but 
she did not speak. Her face was so 
white that her rouged lips were ghast
ly against the paleness, but her chin 
was set.

Hatson chewed his pipe a moment, 
then went on.

"You say you want to keep work
ing, Miss Matthews, despite your 
warning. Well, we’ve got to have 
somebody at the police department 
this afternoon, and that’s the safest 
place for you. There’s a meeting in 
the City Hall at nine tonight, to pro
test the lack of efficiency on the part 
of the police and fire departments. 
The City Hall’s a fire trap, but it’s go
ing to be heavily guarded and should 
be safe. You can cover that.”

He shifted his pipe across his 
mouth again, struck a match and held 
it over the bowl while he pulled 
heavily.

“ Ard," he said, "you go by the 
court-house for a few minutes and see 
if the New Tire Rubber Company has 
bought up any property for their 
plant. It’s not likely, and nobody’s 
interested in that right now, anyway, 
but check. Then stick with the Fire 
Department. Both of you call the 
moment anything breaks.”

Hot afternoon sunlight spilled on 
the long steps leading up to the court
house. Fayson was halfway up when 
he met Pete Hobdy coming down. 
The insurance agent smiled pleasant
ly, pushed a slim hand through grey 
hair and said:

“ I guess this Fire God keeps you 
pretty busy."

“Right,” said Fayson. "But he’s let 
you off and burned Carr’s property so 
far.”

Hobdy’s smile widened. “He’s been 
a god to me, all right. I’ve sold more 
insurance today and last night than I 
would have in a year without him."

“It’s working you no harder than 
it’s working me," said Fayson; “but
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you are getting well paid for It.” 
Hobdy laughed. “How do you 

check on a fire at the court-house? I 
saw Miss Matthews here yesterday.”  

“ It’s my regular beat,” Payson said, 
“but I sent her up because I was busy 
with the fire.”

“ It’s an ill wind—”
The Insurance man grinned and 

was gone. Fayson went on up the 
steps, but his brain was rushing ahead 
of him. Here was a man who might 
have a good motive to set these fires. 
But hell, be wouldn't make more than 
twenty or thirty thousand out of it. 
Anyone who had money enough to 
live on wouldn’t take a chance at the 
electric chair for that.

Fayson finished his work at the 
court-house, telephoned the office, 
then drove to the fire station on Hull 
Street.

Twilight was a murky greynesa 
outside the Assistant Fire Chief’s 
office when both John Carr and Pete 
Hobdy came in. Chief Turner did 
not pause in his nervous pacing. Sit
ting with his chair tilted back against 
the wall, Fayson watched.

“ Sixty-one dead altogether from 
Harteell’s, and four b u r n e d  last 
night,” said Turner. “A lot of those 
lives are on Chief Innis’s head. If I 
wa6 running this department—”

"I don’t give a damn who’s running 
it,” John Carr cut in. His face looked 
as meek and quiet as ever, but His 
voice rang, “ I want more protection 
for property I insure than I’m get
ting.”

“ Somebody should be able to figure 
out where this fire demon stays," said 
Hobdy. “There should be some way 
of catching him.”

T HE Fire Chief spun suddenly 
and the color began to drop from 

hie big face.
“ Nobody's gonna catch that Thing,” 

he said. “ I tell you, It—it ain’t hu
man. It’ll keep on burning things, 
people! We may all be dead tomor
row—burned 1”

His voice had risen to a half shriek. 
“ Bunk I”  Hobdy dug a cigarette 

from his pocket and lighted it. 
Fayson wet his lips. Deep Inside

hhn ha could fed that black shadow
o f doom, growing larger.

“I ’ve seen it, twice,” he said. “I 
triad to touch it, and there was noth' 
ing but smoke. I saw a man shoot at 
it, time and again. Ha couldn’t have 
missed, but the thing never moved. 
It just faded into smoke.”

“ I don’t give a damn what it is,” 
said Carr. “ I want it caught.”

“They should be able to catch it,” 
Hobdy said again. “ It’s got to live 
somewhere.”

“Yeah,” the Fire Chief sneered. His 
face was getting red again. “ Where 
would you go looking tor it?”

“ I don’t know. Any number of 
places. The thing seema cracked on 
the subject of religion. It might use 
that old cabin where Crazy Abraham 
used to live. An insane parson would 
probably think that was the holiest 
•pot in thess parts. Or that old quarry 
over—”

Ard Fayson did not bear what else 
he said. The reporter was sitting bolt 
upright in his chair, jaw muscles 
bulging.

Crazy Abraham! Why hadn’t he 
thought of him before? The old Ne
gro had preached the destruction of 
the city for years from Vassery’s 
street corners, talking incessantly 
whether or not anyone listened.

A few months ago the old man bad 
disappeared, and persons took it for 
granted he was dead. Probably ha 
was, but—

The reporter sucked a deep breath 
Into hie lun^s. He didn’t want to 
face this devil again. He was afraid. 
His whole chest hurt when be thought 
of coming on the thing alone. If he 
found it there in that 6mall, swamp- 
hidden cabin, what could he do? But 
Nell— He started getting to his feet 
and bis muscles ached with terror as 
he moved.

“I ’m going," John Carr said sud
denly. “ I ’ll find Chief Innia some
other time.”

He stood up and went out.
Turner looked at the reporter’s 

drawn face. “ What the devil is wrong 
with you?” ha asked.

Fayson said, “ Nothing. I’m going 
out for a while.”  He could feel the
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Fire Chief’s gaze following him as he 
went through the door.

TW ILIGHT was a thick greyness 
into which headlights stabbed 

feebly and faded. The highway was 
a pale white bone between the dark
ness of fields on either side. Three 
miles outside the city Ard left the 
highway and plunged into the small 
dirt road that led toward Cyprus 
Swamp and a quarter of a mile far
ther he parked the car.

The cabin was still three hundred 
yards away, but there was only a 
small path leading through the 
murky ground. Fayson kicked open 
the car door and got out. He took 
the flashlight and a heavy wrench 
from the car pocket, then started 
down the trail.

Cypress trees raised their pale, 
gaunt trunks against the blackening 
sky. Underneath them it was almost 
too dark to see the path. Off to the 
right l whippoorwill started its lugu
brious, three-noted cry that came out 
of the gloom like the sobbing of a 
bodiless spirit lost in a dark and im
penetrable swamp.

Lightning bugs tossed their eerie 
fires into the air, and faded. Far 
away a cricket struck with bony fin
gers against his flagging mandolin.

Ard Fayson scarcely heard the 
small, wild noises of the swamp thick
ening about him. He listened to the 
sucking, oozy sound his shoes made 
against the damp ground. He had the 
vague and yet terrifying impression 
that the swamp was drawing him, 
breathing him deep into itself, and' 
that the shadow of some personal hor
ror was closing about him with the 
trees and the night.

He wanted to turn and rush from 
under these trees back to the city and 
the lighted streets, and it seemed to 
him that he could not turn because of 
the power of the swamp, sucking him 
deeper into itself.

The ground tilted upward slightly 
and became firmer under hiB shoes. 
The trees circled out to leave a raised 
clearing in the center of which, black 
against the sky, was the one-room 
cabin of Crazy Abraham.

The feeling o f impending terror, 
of a crowding, unavoidable doom 
rushed down on Fayson. He stood at 
the edge of the clearing, feeling the 
muscles of his back jerk, and his spine 
was suddenly cold and stiff. He wet 
hiB lips, tried to still the loudness of 
his breathing.

Slowly he went across the small 
clearing to the cabin.

The door leaned inward, held by 
one leather hinge. Inside there was 
utter darkness as if the very bowels 
of the earth opened their black and 
bottomless maw beyond this door. 
Off in the swamp a whippoorwill 
cried mournfully.

“ The bird of death,” Fayson whis
pered.

He gripped the wrench in his right 
hand until his fingers hurt from the 
pressure. His left thumb moved on 
the flashlight and a white spear 
stabbed the darkness showing a dirty, 
board flooring, a few piled rags near 
the left wall, a broken chair near the 
rear.

The light swung to the right, across 
a rickety cot on which was a filthy 
quilt. Fayson swung the l i g h t  
around the room again, saw nothing 
else, and stepped inside. There was 
an old hat on the floor near the back 
of the cabin and Fayson went 
toward it.

The sound stopped him as though 
the v e r y  darkness had petrified 
around him, holding him like a fish 
caught in freezing water. But thick 
through the blackness, shaking it in 
small, heavy waves, came the muffled 
laughter of the God of F ire!

It seemed to Ard Fayson that he 
was long hours in turning, that the 
muscles of his body would not move 
and that it was some outside force 
that turned him slowly, inexorably. 
He saw the white tunnel dug through 
the darkness by his flashlight, saw it 
move across the back wall of the 
cabin, along the side, over the pile of 
rags.

And then he was staring at the door 
where the figure of the God o f Fire 
stood silhouetted against the lighter 
darkness of the night, hiB blazing 
hands shoulder high, throwing a
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weird and furious gleam across his 
face.

Fayson heard the choked, growling 
sound that came from his own throat. 
He felt his muscles begin to drew in 
upon themselves, his elbow bending 
as he raised the wrench—and in what 
seemed the same instant he felt 
watery weakness run through his 
body!

He tried to hurl himself forward 
but his legs moved slowly and he 
staggered. The wrench was held 
waist high and he could raise it no 
farther.

Some invisible power held him and 
he seemed like a man trying to run 
through deep water. He cursed and 
fought at his own muscles, reeling to
ward the door. He heard the heavy 
thud of the wrench on the floor and 
knew it had slipped from limp fingers. 
The figure of the Fire God seemed to 
weave and whirl like a dervish.

Then Ard Fayson was falling, go
ing over on his face, plunging into 
darkness.

CHAPTER IV 
Human SacriBce

FAYSON’S eyes had been open a 
long while before his brain be

gan to record the things he saw.
He knew instinctively that an hour 

or more had passed while he lay 
wrapped in blackness, and even before 
his eyes had grown accustomed to the 
blinding light he recalled that blank
eyed monster in the flaming doorway, 
the dark earth swaying up to his face.

He blinked against the light, but it 
only made whirling balls of fire spin 
before his eyes. There was some
thing tight about his chest choking 
him. He wriggled but the pressure 
did not lessen. It was strange how 
his body seemed to be suspended in 
air, swaying—

He was looking up to a great circu
lar dome studded with electric lights, 
with a dark hole in the center.

Fayson kept blinking his eyes, ex
pecting to see the vision change. 
Very Elowly he became conscious of

the rope that led up to the center of 
the dome. He wriggled his body, try
ing to lessen the choking tightness 
about his chest.

Reality struck him like a sudden 
blow, jarring consciousness through 
his entire body. He was hanging by 
a rope around his chest on the inside 
of a building I

His eyes turned downward and sud
denly he was Bick with terror, Btar- 
ing straight below a hundred feet or 
more to a vast lighted auditorium in 
which persons seemed crawling fig
ures dwarfed by the height at which 
he hung suspended above them.

"Great God!” he gasped and jerked 
unconsciously.

The movement set his body sway
ing slightly from side to side.

He knew in that gruesome second 
that he hung swaying, half choked 
by the rope about his chest, where he 
was and why he had been brought 
here. This was the mass meeting in 
the City Hall. That hole in the dome, 
ordinarily covered by a trap door, had 
been put there to aid in repairing the 
ceiling lights.

There was a stairway leading from 
the back alley up to the dome which 
everybody knew about but which was 
generally ' called the "secret stair,” 
never used. He could have been 
brought up that even after the meet
ing was in progress.

He had been brought because— 
Suddenly his blood was like a thick 
acid in his veins. His throat muscles 
were so swollen he could not breathe 
and his heart struck heavily at his 
ribs, then stopped for a long moment.

The God of Fire had promised a 
special sacrifice. And he, Ard Fay
son, was to be that sacrifice!

The scream floated up to him like a 
feather caught in a soft current of 
air. After it there was a long second 
of intense stillness before other 
shouts and cries rumbled up into the 
great dome of the building.

Fayson looked down past his feet 
swaying in space, far down to where 
a wave of white, upturned faces 
showed in the light. Persons were 
shouting, pointing upward. Then a 
voice roared that drowned out all
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their cries, booming like, thunder 
through the auditorium, rising aud
ible to where Ard Fay6on hung sway
ing.

Even before he saw the figure he 
knew what it was and the knowledge 
broke the chains of terror that had 
held him. He knew that he had been 
fully conscious only a few seconds, 
but it seemed to him that he had hung 
suspended for hours.

Now he flung his hands upward, 
caught the rope and began struggling, 
fighting his way toward the top. Evi
dently the demon had not expected 
him to regain consciousness, and so 
had not tied him.

Far below he could hear the voice 
booming:

“The God of Fire shall destroy 
your city as another God destroyed 
Sodom and Gomorrah! And I shall 
burn sacrifices on ray altar of fire!’’

There was the sudden bursting roar 
of flame 1

Fayson looked down. The Fire 
God was standing at the back of the 
Stage, his outstretched hands in the 
living wall of fire roaring up behind 
him. Then he faded backward. There 
was the sharp crack of pistols, but 
the door leading into the back of the 
stage had shut.

FAYSON kept struggling upward.
The grass rope bit into his 

fingers and the alack between hands 
and chest got in his way. The strain 
of the night had left him so weak 
that before he had climbed three feet 
he was gasping.

There was a trip-hammer against 
his skull with every heart beat. 
Weights 6eemed tied to his feet, and 
the muscles in his arms and shoulders 
ached so he wanted to scream against 
the pain.

He tried to rest, circling his le^s 
about the rope, clinging with his 
hands. But there was no time for 
rest. The fire was sweeping up the 
back wall, and already he could feel 
the hot currents of air coming to him 
in waves. His blood beat in hie ears, 
his head ached so that he never heard 
the sound o f the fire, never heard the 
screams ef persons far below in the

auditorium. But ha could fael the air
growing hotter—hotter around him.

The raw marks about his wrists 
were turning red with fresh blood 
now. His fingers ached as though 
they had been beaten with a hammer. 
He sucked long breaths through his 
open mouth, but could not still the 
pain in his lungs as he went upward, 
six inches at a time.

The black mouth in the dome was 
close above him. Only two feet, four 
times to lift one hand above the other 
and pull up his body. The air was 
hot and 6tifling and he could not 
breathe. Smoke clogged his lungs.

He got his right hand up. Then his 
left one. He turned loose with the 
right to raise it again.

A heavy wave of smoke rolled over 
him and he choked, coughed. The 
fingers of his left hand trembled on 
the rope, slipped loose.

Ard Fayson screamed, but the 
sound was no more than a whisper. 
He clawed at the rope with both 
hands, caught, and hung jerking. 
Then with that same frenzied energy 
he went up, arm over arm twice, got 
his right hand on the line just inside 
the hole. He took a long breath, 
pulled himself up once more. His 
chest was against the edge of the trap 
door.

The dome room was dark and 
clogged with smoke. Ard Fayson 
could see only a few feet of austy 
floor, before blackness shut in. He 
pulled himself up six inches higher. 
Once more he could get his knee up.

Hollow, maddening laughter rum
bled through the smoke. Fayson half 
screamed, swinging with legs and 
feet over the hole, as he stared at the 
hideous faee lighted by the fire of its 
burning hands.

The God of Fire was less than three 
yards away, his body hidden in the 
dark, the burning hands shoulder 
high making the face seem to float in 
black, thick air. Then it came toward 
Fayson, swaying.

Horror froze the reporter. He was 
no longer conscious of the terrifie 
strain on his arms, of the way the 
wood flooring cut across his chest.

He could feel nothing except Death
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sweeping toward him across the floor. 
Then the figure was close to him, its 
foot drawn back to kick him in the 
face, send him plunging back through 
space. He hung there, unable to move 
either hand, waiting . . .

A  VOICE burst like a pricked 
balloon in the darkness beyond 

the God of Fire—a woman screaming: 
"Don’t! I’ll shoot!”
It was Nell!
The Fire God whirled and that 

laughing sound slithered into silence. 
Beyond him Fayson saw the blurred 
outline of the girl, the smoke writh
ing about her, heard her cough. Then 
the God of Fire was plunging toward 
her. Fayson knew instinctively that 
she had bluffed about the gun.

Somehow he was moving again. 
His right hand went up the rope, 
pulled. His right knee was over the 
edge of the trap door and he was 
staggering to his feet 

He heard Nell screaming, “ Help!” 
The voice was slightly below him 

on the stair leading downward. The 
God of Fire was going toward her but 
suddenly he whirled. The flame from 
his hands leaped and guttered. The 
great lidless e y e s  glowed. He 
plunged straight toward Ard Fayson 
and in that same instant the reporter 
felt his muscles turning into water, 
the strength sliding from his body, 
hi3 eyes closing.

It was only his reflexes that made 
him stagger back from the God's 
charge, back toward the gaping hole. 
He was still holding the rope, one end 
of which was tied around his waist 
but with all the slack below his hands.

The demon was almost on him, 
flaming hands thrust out through the 
darkness, reaching.

The strength was draining from 
Fayson’s body and when he swung 
the heavy grass rope it seemed to 
move like a feather through the air. 
Dully he saw it strike the God across 
the face, wrap half around him like a 
snake.

In that same weakening lethargy, 
with unconsciousness closing on him, 
Fayson saw the God reel under the 
blow, stagger toward the trap door,

loBe his balance, and shoot like a flam* 
ing meteor from sight.

Ard Fayson reeled toward the 
sound of the girl’s voice.

His legs were buckling under him 
and he knew he had no strength to 
fight his way through the fire below. 
He was choking, but he didn’t care. 
He wanted to sleep. He reached the 
top of the 6tair, stumbled, half fell 
and hung. The rope was still tied 
around him!

How he got the knife from his 
pocket and cut the rope he did not 
know. He felt himself plunge for
ward, head over heels. He seemed to 
fall through a dark eternity, turning 
over, drifting downward, sleeping . . .

ARD FAYSON’S left arm was in 
, splints and he stood on one 

foot to relieve the pain in his right 
ankle. His face was bandaged so he 
could scarcely talk, but he wanted to 
get this over as soon as possible. 
Nell was waiting for him outside. He 
thought about that and grinned, but 
the burns about his mouth hurt.

Hatson, the city editor, shifted his 
pipe to the left side of his mouth.

“All right,” he said. "Let’s have 
your idea about all this and I ’ll write 
it myself.”

"Pete Hobdy didn’t have anything 
but a slight income,” said Fayson. 
“ He was starting from nothing and 
aiming to make a fortune. He got 
advance dope that the Western and 
Great Northern Railroad was certain 
to build a new road through here and 
property values, would, of course, go 
up to five or ten times themselves. I 
don’t know how he got the informa
tion on Western,and Great Northern, 
but I know the rest.

“He got the agency for this fire in
surance company, then started these 
fires and everybody rushed down to 
buy insurance. He kept the full first 
payment, thinking he would turn it in 
to the company after making a for
tune—he knew which places were go
ing to bum anyway. With that 
money he could buy options on prop
erty the railroad company needed for 
their lines.

“Buying the options cheap, he
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would have made a pile o f money be
fore it was all over. He wanted to 
get rid o f any reporter covering the 
court-house because they could check 
on what be was buying.”

Hatson chewed on his pipe. Out 
one side of his mouth, he said:

% “Sounds good, but why on earth 
didn't he burn up?”

Payeon let his right ankle bear part 
of his weight. It hurt. He said: 

“Our fire demon was an expert at 
pyrotechnics. Any chemist t ha t  
knows bis business can prepare a 
solution from liquid styrax, camphor, 
quicksilver, aquavitae and pulverized 
red stone Which, if properly applied 
and rubtoed over the body will make 
a person completely immune to fire. 
Of course, it is only effective for 
short periods—but it was adequate 
for Hobdy. Getting that chemical 
formula wasn’t hard at all—the spir
itualist fire faker here last year did 
his stunt on the same principle. With 
that stuff rubbed on your skin you 
can handle a hot iron with impunity.

"Hobdy had abestos gloves with oil 
sponges attached which burned, and 
he had evidently planted his fires 
ahead of time. He treated his clothes 
in a special styrax solution and also 
wore a gas mask to cut out the smoke. 
I thought there was something funny 
about the way he moved his hand 
across his face before he spoke.

“ He had to shift the mask. That 
mask let him use a knockout gaB on 
anybody that came near him. He had

a special -suit which, by turning the 
coat inside out he could make into a 
fireman’s. Nobody worries about a 
fireman coming out of a place that’s 
burning. I got the stuff about his 
clothes—and the certain information 
about who he was—from the cops 
after they examined the body. Tint 
coat had bullet holes in h where he 
had stood it up for the shooting on 
top The Howling Monkey Club.

“No wonder those bulletB did no 
harm, with nobody inside the suit. 
But I was pretty sure by then. In 
the probate office I saw a record of 
the options he’d bought. He pur
posely suggested I go to the cabin. 
He wanted a chance to do me in. Nell 
saved me at the City Hall. She hap
pened to be backstage waiting to in
terview one of the speakers and she 
followed Hobdy up the stairs.” 

“ Well, that about clears it up,” said 
Hatson. Get on out and take a rest. 
I ’ll call you if I need you.”

Fayson said, “ Don't do it. I ’m 
going to be busy the next few days. 
So is Nell.”

The editor had swung towards hU 
typewriter. "W hy?” he barked. 

“W e’re getting married.”
Hatson did not turn. “Well, tell 

the society editor on your way out," 
he said. “ It’s worth a stick, but no 
more.”

“ Aw, go to hell,” replied the re
porter and went limping toward the 
door. Outside Nell was waiting, and 
he forgot the pain in his right ankle.

Next Month:—BAAL'S DAUGHTER, by CflRNtll WOUttCH

WHEN YOU Mir THE
Games of chance may be all right in their place—but why 
risk your money when you buy razor blades! Probak Jr. la 
produced by the world'* largest manufacturer of razor 
blade*. Here is known quality—a double-edge blade abw 
stand* up" for shave after shave—sell* at 4 for 10#!

PROBAK ju n io r



VOICE from HELL
The M ystery of a 
M essage from the 

G ra v e !

‘ W here did you  
get that?" be 

shrieked.

Ezra Zahm , Long Dead, Cries O u t with a Shout L ike  
the Trumpet of Doom Against the Hand  

That Struck Him Down I

By JACK D’ARCY
Author of "The Madhouse Murders,” "The Scarlet Scim itaretc.

T HE room smelled of death. 
The wide-canopied bed in the 
center of the room resembled 

an ancient bier. The mustiness of 
the tomb itself assailed the nostrils. 
And if the Reaper himself was not 
present, the dank atmosphere pre
saged his coming.

Ezra Zahm lay motionless In the 
bed, his yellow face like a nicotine 
stain against the whiteness of the 
sheet. Age had laid a heavy hand 
upon him. Almost five score years 
passed over him, each leaving its 
mark, on both his face and his soul.

A tree may grow old gracefully, the
SI
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pasting yean  maturing it, leaving a 
mellowness upon it which enhances 
its beauty. But a flower dies shriveled 
and rotten, ite petals decaying, its 
stalk cankered. Thus it was with 
Ezra Zahm.

The living flesh upon his cracked 
frame was rotten with age. His or
gans functioned wearily, keeping a 
modicum of life in his gnarled body. 
Disease crawled within him, attack
ing not only his body but his mind. 
For, even as he clung on with repul
sive grimness to life, Ezra Zahm lay 
in the shadow of a terrible fear.

For the past forty years he had been 
subject to cataleptic, fits. Without 
warning, the frenzied strictures 
would seize his body, contort it 
frightfully, strike him down as if be 
were dead. Ezra Zahm was in dire 
fear of being buried alive. Despite 
the reassurances of his physician, he 
clung to his phobia.

Notwithstanding Ezra Zahm’s 
proximity to the grave that he feared 
so much, all emotion was not dead 
within him. At this moment, in that 
dank room, anger stirred his sluggish 
pulses. Like a yellow Oriental God 
he lay back on his pillows. One eye 
flashed flaming wrath. The other 
stared blankly at the calling.

That second eye was glass, artificial 
and (inexpressive. But in his right 
eye unmistakable rage flared. Like 
Cyclops, he focussed his single eye 
upon the pasty-faced young man who 
stood sullenly at the foot of the bed.

“ No," he croaked in a voice that 
Beemed projected from the tomb. 
“ No, Arthur," he said. “ I mean 1t 
this time. You are the last of the 
Zahms. You are the end of the rotten 
stock. But you don’t get a penny of 
the estate.”

Arthur Zahm, nephew of the old 
man, stared at his uncle with hate 
written upon his weak countenance. 
For three years now he had lived here 
in the cavernous halls of the Zahm 
estate, expecting daily that the old 
man would die; that the Zahm wealth 
would be his. And now, in a single 
sentence, Ezra was denying him that 
for which he had devoted three whole 
years.

"For three generations,'’  the old
man went on, the Zahms have been 
worthless. But you, Arthur, are worse 
than them all. You're weak and 
vicious. Cruel and dissolute. The 
Zahm money shall go to charity. I 
shall change the wifi tomorrow."

Arthur Zahm did not reply. For a 
long time they stared at each other in 
complete silence. Then gradually, 
the anger in the younger man’s eyes 
evolved to a quiet cunning. His lids 
lowered a trifle. Hie weak mouth 
moved slightly aa the flicker of a smile 
crawled across hie lips.

‘“There, there. Uncle,” he said in an 
oily, hypocritical voice. “ Don't excite 
yourself. It’s too late. You should 
be asleep. We'll discuss things in the 
morning. You don't really know what 
you’re saying now."

Trembling with rage Ezra Zahm 
shook his head.

“ There’s nothing to discuss,” be 
flamed. “You can’t stop me! Now get 
out—get out—’’

Ezra Zahm’s emaciated breast rose 
and fell spasmodically beneath the 
sheets before he could complete his 
sentence. He gave one convulsive 
twist, then lay still on the bed.

“ Good!” exploded the nephew. 
“That’s what I wanted him to do. 
The old guy worked himself into an
other of his fits." He eagerly thrust 
out one hand and felt the old man's 
heart. He stepped back and cursed. 
It was still beating, feebly.

“Damn! It’ll take more than a fit 
to kill off old Ezra Zahm,” Arthur 
said bitterly.

Suddenly his eyes lit up malignant
ly. He walked briskly down the stairs 
to his own quarters. The expression 
be wore upon his face was a mask 
of triumphant evil.

ARLTON, the doctor, and Mark 
Graves, lawyer and executor of 

the Zahm estate, sat with Arthur 
Zahm in the gloomy living room of 
the mansion.

“ I was standing in the bedroom 
talking to him,” said Arthur Zahm. 
“He got excited, then suddenly closed 
his eyes. He lay there motionless. 
I thought at first it was merely a ro-
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currence of his catalepsy. When he 
didn’t come to after a while I realized 
that he was dead.”

The doctor nodded.
“ It's not surprising,” he com

mented. “ The miracle is that he hung 
on so long. Well, the death certificate 
will be mailed to you, Mr. Zahm. I 
suppose you’ll remain for the funeral, 
Mr. Graves.”

Graves nodded thoughtfully. “ Yes,” 
be said. “ I’ll remain for the funeral.”

“You know,” said Narlton, “while 
the probable cause of death was heart 
failure—and that is what I shall des
ignate it upon the certificate—I can’t 
be positive without a post-mortem. 
Old Ezra was prey to so many dis
eases, it’s hard to say what actually 
killed him.”

“No," said Graves. “ No post-mor
tem, doctor. As a matter of fact, Zahm 
did not want that. It is specifically 
stated in his will that his body must 
remain untouched after death. He is 
most positive on that point.”

A flickering light lit up Arthur 
Zahm’s eyes.

“ Is there anything else of impor
tance in that w ill?” he asked.

Graves eyed him oddly Tor a mo
ment.

“ You get the estate,” he said quiet
ly, "If that’s what you’re interested 
in. As for the rest, all funeral details 
are to be handled by me. He’s to be 
buried on the eastern end of the estate 
where the family’s been interred for 
years. We shall hold the funeral to
morrow.”

Arthur nodded.
“ What about the undertaker? The 

embalming?”
Graves raised his eyes. They were 

clouded; the eyes of a man who does 
not speak what is in his mind.

“There’ll be no undertaker,” he said 
shortly. “ I’ll attend to the burial. 
And there’ll be no embalming.”

Arthur Zahm looked bewildered.
“ But why?” he asked.
“That concerns only me,” said 

Graves. “You get the estate accord
ing to the terms of the will. The will 
also specifies that I am personally to 
attend to the burial. It specifies 
further that the reasons for those in

structions are to remain a secret.”  * 
Arthur shrugged. “Okay with me,’’ 

he said.
Doctor Narlton put on his hat and 

raincoat.
“ Well,” he said. “ I’ll run along. 

I ’ll be over for-the funeral. I’ll bring 
the death certificate with me. I guess 
that there’s no danger of old Ezra 
realizing his most potent fear, that of 
being buried alive.”

Arthur grinned. “ I doubt it,”  he 
said. “ He’s dead, all right.”

Graves shot him a swift glance. 
"And even if he isn’t,” he said slow

ly, with an odd significance in his 
tone, “ even if he isn’t, no harm will be 
done. Ezra Zahm provided for that 
contingency. He was so afraid he 
might be interred before he was dead 
that he prepared for the worst.”  

Arthur’s eyes narrowed.
“How? What do you mean? What 

did he do?”
Graves rose, unsmiling.
“That is one of the things regard

ing which I am not permitted to 
speak," he said. “ The funeral will be 
held at four o’clock tomorrow after
noon. Until then, good-bye.”

The two professional men left the 
house together. For a long time after 
they had gone Arthur Zahm sat silent
ly in the room. Then he rose suddenly 
and jerked the old-fashioned bell- 
rope on the wall.

“ Whiskey," he said to the stooped 
old servant who entered. “A whole 
bottle of it, Stevens, and hurry.”

The old man nodded and shuffled 
off into the gloomy recesses of the 
ancient house.

THE rain drizzled down from the 
heavens, - saturating the earth 

with a damp mustiness. Clouds 
crawled slowly across the face of the 
6ky, obscuring the sun. The darkness 
of dusk was upon the earth three 
hours before it was due. And through 
the gloom and murkiness, the body of 
Ezra Zahm was carried to its grave.

A miserable funeral cortege es
corted him. Unloved in life, he re
mained unloved in death. Four 
laborers, hired for the purpose, bore 
the heavy, silver-handled coffin. Be-
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bind it walked Narlton, Graves and
ArthuT. Bringing up the rear came 
half a dozen old retainers of the 
estate.

A jagged flash of lightning ripped 
through the clouds, casting a halo of 
eerie light around the coffin. Like a 
harbinger of the hell which waited 
for the soul within the box, it danced 
a rigadoon on the polished wood of 
the coffin.

Arthur Zahm shuddered as the 
plodding procession made its way to
ward the desolate stone crypt at the 
eastern end of the estate. Graves 
stepped forward and flung open the 
heavy iron doors of the mausoleum. 
He beckoned the pall bearers forward. 
Reluctantly they went.

Arthur Zahm was aware of a cold, 
dank passage of air in his nostrils as 
he stood for a moment upon the 
threshold of the stone cell in which 
lay the rotting bodies of his fore
fathers.

A sudden inexplicable cold fear 
breathed in his heart at that moment. 
The blood suddenly seemed water in 
his arteries. With desperate effort 
he forced himself to enter the tomb.

The roar of thunder reverberated 
through the vault. Arthur blinked 
nervously. Graves’ eyes scanned the 
young man’s face fora moment. Then 
the lawyer turned away, indicating to 
the laborers the final resting place of 
their burden. Eight powerful arms 
lifted the coffin, thrust it back in an 
empty niche far, far back in the cav
ernous depths of the stone edifice.

There was no funeral service. Ezra 
Zahm had eschewed his God in his 
lifetime; and it seemed that his God 
bad forsaken him in death. The coffin 
grated on its stone resting place. At 
bis side, Arthur heard the doctor mut
ter the name of the deity, intone to 
himself the familiar phrase, “Ashes to 
ashes—”

Outside the wind howled with a 
whine like a banshee’s wail. The 
thunder rolled a Gargantuan obliga
to. Lightning danced, flashing against 
a grey sky.

And Ezra Zahm went to his grave 
unwept, unhonored and unloved. Not 
even the bony arms of Death, It

seemed, held welcome for the miser
able old men who had lived too long- 

The rambling Zahm estate had 
changed little during the hundred 
years that Ezra Zahm had lived. Its 
gloomy interior had known no new 
furnishings. Its dusty hallways had 
been woefully neglected. Its once lush 
gardens had gone to seed. Rot and 
decadence hung over the estate.

But now that was changed. Miser
liness was not among the vices which 
Arthur Zahm possessed. Particularly 
with money he had not earned him
self.

M ONEY flowed from the estate as 
it had never flowed before. The 

house had been renovated. New fur
niture, compensating in cost what it 
lacked in taste, sprawled all over the 
house.

For the first time in a century the 
laughter of women sounded through 
the ancient halls. Ice tinkled in 
glasses. A roulette wheel spun, as 
Arthur Zahm dissipated his inheri
tance.

And yet there was a note of hysteria 
in his gaiety. He drank as a man 
drinks who seeks to escape some black 
thought of his own. He flung himself 
into pleasure as one smirched with 
pitch flings oneself into a pool.

And at times there was no gaiety 
at all within him. His face would 
suddenly pale. A shadow would 
creep into his eyes. It was as though 
some evil spell had come over him. 
Despite his mad orgy of spending and 
devotion to the fleshpots, it was evi
dent that Arthur Zahm was neither 
a peaceful nor a happy man.

Ezra Zahm had been dead for two 
long years now. For eight seasons 
the flesh had rotted from his bones, 
the tomb had held him. In the house 
where be had lived for so long, there 
was nothing to bring him to mind. No 
photograph, no relic which had once 
been treasured by him.

Arthur had been insistent upon this 
point. Ezra had scarcely been cold 
in his grave when the nephew had or
dered every persona! belonging of the 
old man disposed of. But even now 
there were times, dark, ugly times,
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when hateful thoughts of Earn flick
ered through his nephew's brain.

MT was the ere of Arthur's twenty- 
fourth birthday. The old house 

was filled with his profligate com
panions. Drunkenness and lewdness 
were rampant. In a corner of the old 
living room, Graves, who had been in
vited through Bheer courtesy, and had 
come out of curiosity, watched the 
revelers with a disapproving eye.

Laughter and shrill feminine voices 
rang through the house. Arthur was 
the center of an admiring throng 
downstairs, when he heard a high- 
pitched laugh on the staircase.

“ Arthur. Look, Arthur!” cried one 
of the women. “Look at the funny 
old tintype I found in an old trunk 
unstairs.”

Silk rustled down the staircase and 
the girl joined the group gathered 
about her host. She held out an old- 
fashioned tintype for them to see. 
Their chuckle at the absurdity of it 
was s t o p p e d  abruptly. Arthur 
snatched the photograph from her 
slim fingers.

His-face was a horrible thing to see. 
The laughter had frozen upon his 
lips. His eyes were glazed and 
ghastly. His mouth contorted in an 
ugly grimace.

“ Damn you,” he shrieked, “where 
did you ^et this? What do you mean 
by snooping around my house? Curse 
you! Stevens! Stevens, you fool, 
where are you?”

He was speechless with an awful 
rage as the old servant shuffled into 
the room. Arthur glared at him, then 
found his voice.

"Y ou!" he roared. “ Didn’t I tell 
you to throw out all this sort of stuff? 
What the hell ia this doing in the 
house? By God, I ought to fire you. 
Here, throw this damned thing away I” 

He pressed the photograph upon the 
frightened old man. Stevens shuffled 
away. Arthur turned abruptly on his 
heel, left his companions and disap
peared into the study.

Graves watched this scene, an odd 
expression on his face. As Stevens 
shuffled past him toward the kitchen, 
he held out his hand.

**L«t me see that, Stevens," he said,
The old man looked at him for a 

moment, then held out the tintype in. 
his hand. Graves took it and studied 
it carefully.

There, staring back at him from the 
yellowed old paper was the face of 
Ezra Zahm. It was not a pleasant 
thing to behold. The camera had cap
tured all Zahm's ugliness. His one 
good eye stared, lifelike, back at 
Graves. His glass eye was dull and 
expressionless.

Graves dropped the picture in his 
pocket. His eyes were narrowed. 
His brow was wrinkled in thought.

“ I wonder," he muttered softly to 
himself. And then as if in direct an
swer to the query he had mentally 
propounded to himself, a howling, 
screeching voice ripped through the 
night.

It was tbe voice of Ezra Zahm!
Arthur Zahm sat over a half tumbler 

full of whiskey in the study. His 
face was white and his fingers trem
bled slightly as he lifted the glass. 
The sight of the old man’s photo
graph had upset him, caused the black 
secret in his heart to poison his 
nervous system.

He cursed himself for a fool, lifted 
the glass to drink. Bat the whiskey 
never touched his lips. The glass wag 
held suspended in mid-air, as into his 
ears there came the hammering ac
cents of a man who had been dead for 
two long years.

"Ezra Zahm is not dead. He has 
been buried alive. Dig up tbe codin 
at once. Enra Zahm is not dead. He 
has been buried alive. Dig up—"

Arthur Zahm sprang to his feet as 
if a coiled spring had been released 
within him. The whiskey dropped 
from his nerveless hand. From the 
direction of the Zahm crypt his 
uncle's voice sounded again and again 
through the night, repeated tbe same 
mad screeching words.

“Ezra Zahm is not dead. He baa 
been buried alive!"

Arthur, livid, with white fear in 
his eyes, raced from, the room. He 
smashed into Graves in the hallway. 
He clutched the lawyer's arm.

“Graves," he shouted, and his voice
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broke two points this side of hysteria. 
“Do you hear that? God, man, do 
you hear it?”

Graves looked at him strangely.
“ Yes,” he said quietly, evenly. “ I 

hear it.”
“ What does it mean? It’s coming 

from the graveyard.”
“ It means,” said Graves calmly, 

“ that perhaps your uncle was buried 
alive.”

Arthur jerked his arm in panic.
“ It’s impossible,” he cried. “He was 

dead. I know he was dead. Besides, 
he’s been buried there for two years. 
Damn it, he’s gof to be dead 1"

As he stopped speaking the voice 
from the grave still howled without 
cessation.

“ Ezra Zahm is not dead. He has 
been buried— ”

“ It’s his voice,” shrieked Arthur. 
“ It’s his voice, Graves. My God, is he 
coming out of his tomb? The swine, 
he’s coming to haunt me! He’s com
ing V5 get me for what I did to him. 
Stevens! Stevens!”

THE servant, trembling with fear, 
thrust his head through the door

way.
“ Go to the tomb,” cried Arthur. 

“ Have the servants block it up. Roll 
rocks against the door. Don’t let him 
out. He’s trying to get out. He’s—” 

“ Shut up,” said Graves harshly. “ I’ll 
handle this. Get me the gardener, 
Stevens.”

“ What are you going to do?”
“ Open your uncle’s grave.”
“ No. No! For God’s sake, no!” 
Graves’ eyes narrowed. “And why 

not?"
“ I’m afraid. I’m afraid of him. 

I — ”

A husky Irishman walked into the 
room. He ignored Arthur and spoke 
to Graves. “ You wanted me, sir?"

Graves nodded. “Yes, O’Brien. 
Come out to the vault with me. Let’s 
get going.”

The pair of them left the house; 
slinking behind them, almost over
powered with fear, came Arthur 
Zahm. Through the night ripped the 
terrible voice from the grave.

“ Ezra Zahm is not dead. He has

been buried alive —  buried alive!”
O'Brien, stolid and unimaginative, 

opened the iron door of the tomb at 
Graves’ command. The two of them 
entered. Arthur essayed to cross the 
threshold, then stopped dead. The 
blood in his veins was cold. His heart 
hammered against his breast.

“ Don’t, Graves,” he cried. “For 
God’s sake don’t let him out. Don’t 
do it, I say!”

“ Ezra Zahm is not dead," screeched 
the voice from hell. “ He has been 
buried alive!"

Graves' hand touched the silver 
handle of the coffin. With the aid of 
the Irishman he lowered it to the cold 
damp floor of the vault. His fingers 
fumbled with the hasp.

Arthur Zahm watched him with 
glazed eyes. Again and again the 
howling voice of Ezra Zahm sang its 
weird threnody through the night. 
Arthur’s blood had turned to water. 
A terrible fear was upon him. His 
throat was arid.

Graves lifted the lid of the coffin. 
Now, it seemed to Arthur, the voice 
grew louder.

"Ezra Zahm it not dead. He has 
been— ”

A t that moment something cracked 
in Arthur Zahm’s brain. He fell to 
his knees, sobbing like a child. His 
voice, high-pitched w i t h  horror, 
sounded above the voice of the grave.

“ Don’t let him out,” he shrieked. 
‘T i l  confess I  killed him! I  did it, 
Graves. Don’t let him out! I did it. 
He’s coming back to kill me—”

Graves glanced up at O’Brien. He 
seemed strangely calm for a man sur
rounded by horror.

“ Hold him, O’Brien,” he said. “ I’ll 
look into this."

The Irishman rose. His strong hand 
gripped Arthur’s arm, lifted the other 
to his feet. Graves flung back the 
coffin lid. He took a flashlight from 
his pocket and pressed the button.

Yellow light shone down into the 
coffin, revealing a ghastly sight. A 
horrible odor filled the crypt. Rotten 
flesh lay at the bottom of the box. 
The whiteness of Ezra Zahm’s skull 
showed ghostly in the beam of the 
electric torch.
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A grim smile was on Graves’ face. 
Ha stooped down, thrust his hand into 
the pert rescent mam. When he stood 
up again be held a tiny object in his 
palm. Trembling and afraid, Arthur 
stared at it.

“ So,” said Graves. “You killed 
him, eh? With a amall-calibered bul
let. That bullet’s from your gun, 
Isn’t it?”

“ Yes, yes, I killed him,” screamed 
Arthur Zahm hysterically. The grue
some sight had cracked his brain. 
“ He was going to disinherit me. I 
took out bis glass eye and shot a bul
let through that eye socket into his 
brain while he was unconscious from 
a fit. The bullet didn’t penetrate. I 
had calculated the angle carefully so 
that it would hit a skull bone. I 
washed the blood away and replaced 
the eye. I killed him. I’ll tell you 
everything—but, for God's sake, close 
that coffin. Don’t let him get out and 
kill me I For God’s sake, stop him 
from screaming—”

THE eerie voice still shrieked its 
message to the world.

“ Ezra Zahm ia not dead. He has 
been buried alive!”

Graves stooped down again. His 
hand reached once more into the 
coffin. His fingers moved. There was 
a dull click.

The screaming voice from hell 
Btopped as abruptly as it bad begun.

Graves turned again to Arthur, 
held fast in the huge hand of the 
gardener.

“ So you killed him, Arthur," he said 
slowly. “You killed him by shooting 
him through the eye socket. It’s 
poetic justice. Ezra, as you know, 
was violently afraid of being buried 
alive. It was a contingency he pro
vided against. A hundred yards from

here is hidden a repeating phono- 
graph record attached to an amplifier. 
On that record Is Ezra’s voice repeat
ing the words which you heard so 
often—too often tonight.

“ In his coffin was a sensitive elec
trical device, which even the slightest 
contact would set off, thus starting 
the phonograph record. Ezra thought 
that if he recovered from an uncon
scious state, he might be too weak 
to press a button, so he was buried 
with that ring on his finger. By 
merely letting the metal ring contact 
any side of the coffin, the device 
would go off. But he didn’t use the 
ring, Arthur. Because be was dead.”

Arthur gibbered and slavered in 
the Irishman's arms. O’Brien raised 
a bewildered face to Graves.

“Then, sir,”  be said, “ what set off 
the phonograph?”

Graves smiled quietly.
“The bullet," he said. “The steel 

bullet dropped from the rotting brain. 
Small though it was, it was efficient 
enough to cause a contact with the 
electrical device, making the phono
graphic contact. The device which 
Arthur used to kill the old man is 
the very device that brought his crime 
to light. Do you understand now, 
Arthur?”

But at that moment Arthur Zahm 
understood nothing. His eyes held no. 
gleam of intelligence. The vacuous 
gaze of the madman was in them. His 
arras hung limp at his sides. His 
lips moved, but no sound came from 
them.

Graves turned to the Irishman.
“Take him back to the bouse,” ho 

said, “and telephone the police.”
There was compassion, tinged with 

horror in the lawyer’s eyes as O’Brien 
dragged away the thing that had once 
been a man.
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From his mouth, thousands of green-yellow tendrils spewed
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CHAPTER I 
Fresh Flesh

OUTSIDE in the freight yard, 
a gaunt figure of a man moved 
slowly against the cracking 

wind. The collar of his coat was 
turned up, though God knows it was

hot enough! He limped slightly, for 
his legs were cramped by the position 
he had been forced to endure aboard 
the freight. Jerry Sanders was down 
on his luck, broke, and—why not ad
mit it?—just a bum.

Crossing Missouri and Kansas be
neath the pall of the black blizzard

A  Monstrous Thing From Another W o rld
88
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hadn’t brightened Jerry Sander’s 
horizon. But now that he had at last 
arrived in Prairie City there was a 
wee candle of hope burning for him. 
He would see Joan, anyway. And if 
there was a job, he*d get it.

He was in the same town with Joan 
Sinclair I For a moment, he forgot

about the dry, hot wind, the eye-dan^ 
ing dust, and the brown and dismal 
streets of Prairie City with their 
street lamps sickly as December suns. 
He was going to see Joan I

Jerry tumbled over the rail of the 
freight yard fence and struck acrosa 
Front Street. Though it waa still

Snares Human V ictim s (or Its Fo d d er I
39
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abou t su p p er  tim e , s to re s  and  b u s i
n ess  h ou ses  w e re  dark , d o o r s  and w in 
d o w s  w e re  c lo s e d  and  th e ir  ed g es  
ta p ed . B u t th e  d o o rs  and w in d o w s  ra t
tled  lik e  flim sy  sk e le ton s . T h a t w as 
th e  w in d  th at had m ade K ansas an 
a rid  b ro w n  h e ll.

H o w  th e  d e v il  w as he g o in g  to  find 
D r . B e l l ’ s n o w  that he w as h ere?  
J e r r y  lo o k e d  up  and d ow n  F ron t 
S tree t. J oa n  had said  it w as a b ig  
h o u s e . P ro b a b ly  it w as o u ts id e  the 
b u s in ess  d is tr ic t . D r. B e ll  had p le n ty  
o f  m o n e y . H e  co u ld  a ffo rd  to  live  
a n y w h ere . W h y  had he p ick e d  
P ra ir ie  C ity ?

J e rry , head  low , le g s  fig h tin g  to  
k e e p  h im  on  the s id ew a lk , d u ck ed  up 
a s id e  Btreet and ran head on  in to  tw o  
m en  w h o  w ere  h u d d led  in  fr o n t  o f  a 
l ig h te d  w in d o w . O n e  o f  the m en 
cu rsed . J e rry  saw  that he w as th in  
and  sm all-b on ed  w ith  a b ro w  lik e  
S h ak esp eare ’s and a ch in  as sharp as 
S atan ’ s. T h e  o th er m an w o re  a b la ck  
c lo a k  that seem ed  to  m a g n ify  h is  p r o 
p o r t io n s . A  b roa d -b r im m ed  hat was 
p u lle d  d ow n  o v e r  his eyes.

" S o r r y ,”  a p o lo g iz e d  J e rry . “ Can 
e ith er  o f  y o u  gen tlem en  te ll m e w h ere  
D r. T h o r n to n  B e ll  l iv e s ? ”

T h e  sm all, th in  m an started  s lig h t ly  
fo rw a rd . P a le  lig h t  fr o m  the d u sty  
w in d o w  ca u gh t on  the beads o f  h is 
eyes . J e rry  saw  that the part o f  h is  
eyes  that w asn ’ t b lo o d sh o t  w as b r ig h t  
g reen , lik e  c o ld  sea w ater.

“ G et o u t !”  I t  w as the c loa k ed  m an 
w h o  snarled  at J erry . “ C an ’ t y o u  see 
I ’m b u sy ?  N o  tim e to  w aste  a n sw er
in g  fo o lis h  q u estion s .”

J e rry ’ s b lo o d  w arm ed . H is  fists 
c le n ch e d . A n sw e rs  lik e  that d u r in g  
m ile s  o f  trave l hadn ’t m ade h im  f o r 
get that he had on ce  had m o n e y  in the 
bank, g o o d  c lo th es , and had been  
ca lled  “ resp ecta b le .”

“ M a yb e  the o th er gen tlem a n  w o u ld  
k n o w ,”  J e r r y  p ers is ted , lo o k in g  
s tra ig h t in to  the m an's g reen  eyes.

B u t the c loa k ed  m an sw u n g  h a lf 
a rou n d — n ot fa r  e n o u g h  fo r  J e rry  to  
see h is  fa ce , th ou gh . H is  p o w e r fu l, 
g r im y  hand clu tch ed  J e rry ’ s b ice p s  
u n til it hurt. J e rry  saw  a ca rv ed  
o n y x , d ia m on d -se t r in g  on  the m an ’s 
fin ger . “ G o  ’w a y  fr o m  here, ca n ’ t

you? Or do I have to call the police?”
J e rry  S a n d ers  t u r n e d  s lo w ly , 

rou n d  th e  co rn e r  o f  th e  b u ild 
in g  and s to o d  s t ill . H e  w a ite d , l is te n 
in g . T w o  p a irs  o f  sh oes  sh u ffled  
s o f t ly  th ro u g h  the d u st on  th e  s id e 
w a lk . A  d o o rk n o b  ra ttled . J e r r y  
v en tu red  a lo o k  arou n d  th e  co rn e r  o f  
the b u ild in g .

T h e  l it t le  g re e n -e y e d  m an had 
c lim b e d  th ree  w o o d e n  steps . H is  hand  
w as on  th e  d o o rk n o b . T h e  c lo a k e d  
m an lean ed  fa r  fo rw a rd , h is  m a ssive  
figu re  a m ere  b lo t  o f  b la ck n ess  in  th e  
th ick  b row n  haze.

“ F resh  flesh, M a llo y ,”  cam e th e  
c lo a k e d  m an ’s h u s k y  w h isp er .

T h e  g re e n -e y e d  m an n o d d e d  g ra v e 
ly . “ F resh  th e y ’ ll be. I ’ ll have a n ice  
l it t le  t id b it  fo r  y o u  to n ig h t . B u t I ’ve  
g o t  to  have m ore  m o n e y — say  five 
h u n d red  fo r  each— ”

“Shhhhh!” th e  c lo a k e d  m an ch e ck e d  
him . “ Y o u ’ll ge t y o u r  p r ice . N o t  a 
cen t m o r e !"

T h e  g re e n -e y e d  m an o p en ed  the 
d o o r  and w a lk ed  in. J e rry  w a ited  u n 
t il he w as clea r o f  th e  d o o r , th en  he 
s te p p e d  fr o m  h is  h id in g  p la ce . T h e  
c loa k ed  m an w as s ta n d in g  at the d o o r  
o f  a b la ck  sedan, fu m b lin g  w ith  h is  
k eys . J e rry  s tro d e  up  to  him . T h e  
c lo a k e d  man tu rn ed  sh a rp ly . “ W e l l ,  
w h at d o  y o u  w a n t? ”  he g r o w le d . 
J e rry  s t ill  c o u ld n ’t see  h is  fa ce .

“ L is te n , m iste r ,”  said  J e r ry  firm ly , 
“ I ’ve g o t  to  g e t  to  D r. B e ll ’ s p la ce  
q u ick . Y o u  m u st k n o w  w h ere  he lives . 
I f  y o u  co u ld  g iv e  m e a l if t ,  i f  y o u  
w ere  g o in g  that w ay , I ’d a p p rec ia te  
it .”

T h e  c lo a k e d  m an sn arled . “ A p 
p re c ia te  th is, b u s y -b o d y !”  A n d  b e 
fo r e  J e rry  had a ch a n ce  to  d u ck , th e  
c lo a k e d  m an ’s fist w as f ly in g  u p  to  
co n n e c t  w ith  J e r r y ’ s ja w .

» T  w a s a hard, ja r r in g  b lo w ; but 
J e r ry  w as a hard m an. H e to o k  

th e  fu l l  f o r c e  o f  th e  b lo w , s ta g 
g e r in g  s lig h t ly  b ack w ard . T h e n  he 
led  a fa s t on e  s tra ig h t at th e  c lo a k e d  
m an ’s m id d le . H e  had to  p u ll in  that 
p u n ch  fast. A s  it w as, he b ru ised  hia 
k n u ck le s  a ga in st the d o o r  o f  th e  
sedan . F o r  the c lo a k e d  m an, w ith  
speed  that to ld  o f  th e  p o w e r  in  h is
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great body, bad Bong himself into tka 
•edsa and closed the door.

A motor roared. A swirl of dust, 
the dry, hot wind churned with the 
acrid odor of burned gasoline; then 
only the dry, hot wind and the brown 
murk that you could feel. Darkness 
•wallowed the red tail lamps of the 
black sedan. Jerry turned from the 
curb to cross the sidewalk toward the 
building entered by the green-eyed 
man. There was a sign ottt in front, 
half visible in the light from the win
dow. Jerry wiped brown dust from 
black letters and red:

T H E  M A L L O Y  M O R T U A R Y

For the first time since he had en
tered that arid waste of grinding dust, 
a cold draft passed along Jerry’s 
spine. Yet the wind was the same— 
like a draft from an oven.

The chill came from within.

CHAPTER II 
The Green Web

A  MOMENT later, Jerry Sanders 
was knocking at the door of the 

Prairie City police station. The man 
who answered was in his shirt sleeves. 
A badge was pinned to one suspender.

“Dr. Bell’s? Well, yes,’’ he replied 
to Jerry’s question. “ I can tell you 
where Dr. Bell’s place is.’’ A damp 
cloth that he held over his mouth 
made his speech fuz2y. He pointed 
out the route Jerry was to take. “You 
can’t mi3a it. It’s a big stone house 
like a fancy jail. Always said that 
when Prairie City got progressive 
enough to have a crime-wave, we 
could use the doctor’s house for a 
jail.” He regarded Jerry’s ragged 
clothes a minute, “ just what you go- 
in’ there for ?”  he asked.

"I think I can get a job,” Jerry re
plied. “ I’ve got a letter—"

“Goin’ to work for the doctor?” 
The officer’6 voice dropped. "I ’m 
warnin’ you, man, I wouldn’t do that. 
He lost his last two assistants in the 
past month. I wouldn’t—”

A dust cloud, swirling like a 
typhoon, swept up the street. The

chief ef Prairie City’s  pattoe force
sprang back and slammed the Beer 
against the dost that the wind was al
ready whisking under the sill. He waa 
shaking his head in mute warning 
when Jerry turned in the direction 
of Dr. Bell’s house.

Ten minutes later, he knocked at a 
great brass-studded oak door that had 
weathered the prairie winds for fifty 
years and looked capable o f weather
ing them for fifty more. Dust ctang 
to every cranny of the ornately cast 
knocker and fell ih soft brown snow 
on Jerry’s hand as he clicked it.

He jerked his hand sway as though 
he had touched something foul with 
decay. He laughed nervously, but 
managed to straighten his face when 
he saw the door opening.

The man who opened the door was 
lean-jowled, coarse-featured, and 
powerful looking. There was a slight 
cast to his right eye that made you 
think he was looking beyond you. 
His skin was the color of a mulatto’s.

“Yes—” He paused, voice up in the 
air as if he was uncertain about add
ing “sir.”

“ I would like to speak to Miss Joan 
Sinclair. I understand she is Irving 
here.”

“One moment," replied the dark 
man woodenly. He closed the door 
quite solidly against the dust and 
against Jerry.

For perhaps a minute, J e r r y  
waited. Then he was looking into the 
slightly puzzled, dear, sweet faae of 
Joan Sinclair. He had never thought 
of heT in just that way before—dear, 
sweet. They bad been pals back in 
New York, working in the same office. 
Then Joan had inherited money, and 
a great Carrier seemed to have arisen 
between them. The barrier was of 
Jerry’s own building, not Joan’s.

Then she recognized him. The 
frown was gone. Blue eyes ware 
merry beneath sunny hair. She ex
tended both slim hands, “Jerry San
ders! You did come after all!’ ’

J ERRY started to wipe his dirty 
hands on hie dusty trousers. Joan 

laughed. "Silly l”  And she dragged 
him into the haUL
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S h e tu rn ed  to  th e  sw a rth y , e v i l 
e y e d  servant. “ E m an u el, te ll G u a rd y  
that I ’m  b r in g in g  M r. S anders righ t 
in . A n d  have h im  p u t on  a sm ile, i f  
p o ss ib le .”

E m an u el m ov ed  s ile n tly  th rou g h  
fo ld in g  d oors . J oa n ’s v o ice  d ro p p e d  
t o  a w h isp er. " I  d o  th ink  y o u  can 
have a jo b , J erry . N o t a v e ry  e le v a t
in g  one, perhaps, but y o u  w o n ’t care, 
w i l l  y o u ? "

J e rry  laughed . “ M e ?  J u st b e in g  
around  y o u  w o u ld  be en o u g h  fo r  m e. 
G osh , J oan , y o u ’ re a s ig h t fo r  so re  
e y e s !”

"S o r e  e y e s ?  R ig h t !  T h e  dust 
m akes them  that w a y ,”  she said. 
" B u t  com e .”  S t ill  h o ld in g  one o f  h is 
hands, Joan  led  J e rry  tow a rd  the f o ld 
in g  d oors . T h en  she s to p p e d . J e rry  
saw  a t in y  fro w n  cr e e p in g  a cross  h er 
b row .

“ M a tte r ? "  he asked .
“ N o th in g , o n ly —  W e ll ,  J e rry , try  

t o  u n derstan d  D r. B e ll  i f  he sh ou ld  
take y o u  on . H e ’ s stra n ge , g e tt in g  
stra n ger every  day, I ’m  a fra id . H e—  
he d o e sn 't  g iv e  on e  a v e ry  fa vora b le  
first im p ress ion .”

“ H e ’s a lw ays  a ll r i^ h t w ith  y o u ? ”  
J e r ry  fe lt  that th e  g ir l  w as a l it t le  
w o rr ie d . T h e ir  em otion s  had a lw ays 
been  c lo s e ly  k eyed .

“ O h , a lw ays. A ll  that a gu ard ian  
can  be. R em em b er th e  ga y  o ld  days 
w h en  I  w as p o o r  and d id n ’ t need  a 
g u a rd ia n ?”

J E R R Y  sm iled . “ T h e  ga y  days 
w hen  I w as r ich e r ,”  he said . T h e n  

s u d d e n ly  he fe lt  it— an e le c tr ic , 
v ibran t som eth in g  that sh ook  h is sou l.

J oan  w as w o r r ie d , a fra id , deathly 
afraid.

“ W h a t  is it, J o a n ? ”
“ I— I ’m  ju s t  g lad  y o u ’ re here, J e rry . 

A w fu l ly  g la d .”  S h e d re w  a d eep  
brea th  and p la ced  h er hand on  the 
fo ld in g  d oors . “ C om e and m eet m y 
great l io n  o f  a g u a rd ia n .”  A n d  she 
s tep p ed  reso lu te ly  in to  the room .

I t  w as in d e scr ib a b ly  d ism al, that 
room . P erhaps it w as the som ber 
d rapes, or heavy, g ilt -fra m e d  p ic tu re s , 
o r  th e  litt le  p h o to s  d e p ic t in g  the 
g h a st ly  secre ts  o f  the op era tin g  ro o m . 
O r  th en  p erh aps it  w as the fo r b id d in g

p resen ce  o f  th e  d o c to r ’ s m ou n ted  
sk e le ton . N o , it w as n on e  o f  th ese  
th in g s . I t  w as D r. B e ll  h im se lf th at 
m ade the ro o m  a m o rg u e , la ck in g  o n ly  
the sh eeted  co rp ses .

N ever had m an hair and beard  so  
dark , and fa c e  60 pale. T h o r n to n  
B e ll ’s eyes  g lea m ed  fro m  b lu ish  p its  
ov e r -sh a d o w e d  b y  c u r lin g  b row s .

S o  d om in a n t w ere  th ose  ey es  that 
y o u  s ca rce ly  n o t ic e d  the p in k  scar a t 
one s id e  o f  h is m ou th — n ot u n til he 
tr ie d  to  sm ile , a n y w a y . T h e n  h is  
m ou th  becam e a lo p s id e d , p in k  s lit  
c lea r  to  h is r ig h t  ear. H is  v o ic e , as 
he w e lco m e d  J e rry , w as in the m o d u 
lated  ton e  o f  a m an w h o  d oes  n o t  w a n t 
p e o p le  to  k n o w  th at h is v o ic e  is  
n a tu ra lly  a snarl o f  a coa rse  file  
a ga in st m etal.

“ G o o d  e v e n in g ,”  sa id  th e  d o c to r . 
H e  to w e re d  above  J e rry  as he s h o o k  
h is  hand. B e h in d  the d o c to r 's  ch a ir  
s to o d  the s ile n t  E m an u el. A  l it t le  
to  on e  s id e  w as a ta ll, b ro a d -sh o u l
d ered  y o u n g  m an. J e r ry  fe lt  a l it t le  
pan g  as he saw  the y o u n g  m an. H e 
was so b lon d , so  clean , so  im m a cu la te 
ly  d ressed  that J e rry  fe lt  th e  tram p 
he w as.

“ S o  y o u ’ re the m an w h o  w an ts to  
take C a lvert ’ s p la ce .” D r. B e l l ’s v o ice  
ga in ed  a l it t le  m ore  o f  its n atural 
harshness. "C a lv e r t ’ s p la ce , e h ? ”  H e 
beam ed h is ey es  a rou n d  at h is servan t. 
“ L a u gh , dam n y o u !  I t ’ s a j o k e ! ”

E m an u el gave  a g h a st ly  im ita tion  
o f  a lau gh . T h e  c le a n -lo o k in g  y o u n g  
m an sm iled  s lig h t ly .

“ G u a rd y , w h e re ’s y o u r  m a n n e rs !”  
Joan  rep r im a n d ed . “ C om e here, F re d . 
I  w ant y o u  to  m eet an o ld  fr ie n d  o f  
m in e .”

T h e  b lon d  m an cam e fo rw a rd , h e s i
ta t in g ly . Joan  in tro d u ce d  h im  as 
F re d  B arth e l, D r . B e l l ’ s n eph ew .

“ A n d  th a t’ s abou t all the fa m ily  e x 
ce p t  U n c le  D a le , G u a rd y ’ s b ro th er. 
Y o u ’ll lo v e  U n c le  D a le, J e rry . H e  
liv e s  a lon e  in the great fram e h ou se  
a cross  the s tree t— ” J o a n ’s v o ic e  
ja g g e d  o ff  su d d e n ly . A g a in , fea r  
cam e sh in in g  in to  h er eyes. “ A n d —  
and — ”

J oan  tu rn ed  lik e  an au tom aton . 
J e rry  fo l lo w e d  her w ith  h is e y e s ;  
th en  tu rn ed  tow a rd  th e  d o o r .
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A  n u n  s to o d  th ere— a t in y ' m an  o f  
five fe e t  tw o . H e w as n a rro w  o f  
■ h ou ldere and head, and  h is ey es  w in 
d ow ed  n e ith er sou l n o r  m in d .

J e r ry  fe lt  the d o c t o r ’ s iron  hand  on  
hia sh ou ld er .

“ M r. S and ers, I  w an t y o u  to  m eet 
m y  son — ”  ir o n ic a lly . " M o x in , say 
h e llo  to  M r . Sanders. Y o u  rea lly  m ust 
m eet a ll th e  fa m ily , M r. S anders 1”

J e rry  took half a step forward, his 
hand Blowly extending. D r. B e l l ’ s 
son opened his mouth and a low, 
mewling sound came out of it.

“ W h y , h e ’s— h e ’s— ’ ’ J e r ry  ch eck ed  
h im se lf.

“ Y e s ,”  g r o w le d  D r. B e ll . “ C razy . 
H e ’ s n o  g o o d . H is  m oth er  b e fo r e  h im  
w as n o  g o o d . C an ’t breed  g o o d  s tu ff 
fr o m  rotten  s to ck .’ ’ T h e  d o c t o r ’s lau gh  
roared  ou t. H e p o u n d e d  J e r r y ’ s back . 
“ L a u gh , dam n y ou  1”

J e rry  d id n ’ t lau gh . H e  lo o k e d  at 
J oan . H e r  lo w e r  lip  w as q u iv e r in g  
s lig h t ly . J e r ry ’s  ja w  w as su d d e n ly  
th ru st fo rw a rd . She d id n 't  have to  
stay  h ere w ith  g en iu ses  and h a lf-w its  
and h a lf-b re e d s . She w a s j j ld  en o u g h  
to  ge t m a rried . . . .

H IS  ey es  skated  tow a rd  F red  B ar- 
thel. C o ld , c lean , unru ffled , 

B a rth e l s te p p e d  to th e  m e w lin g  h a lf 
w it . H e  took  the t in y  m an b y  the 
hand. “ T im e  fo r  b ed , M o x in , ’ ’ he said  
s o ft ly . T h e n  o v e r  h is sh ou ld er , 
“ C om e a lon g , E m an u el. W e ’ll put 
M o x in  to  b e d .”

N ep h ew , servan t, and h a lf-w it  le ft  
th e  room .

J e rry  tu rn ed  tow a rd  the d o cto r . 
“ I h op e ,”  he said, “ that I w ill  be  p e r 
fe c t ly  s a t is fa c to r y  to  y o u .”

A g a in  cam e the d o c to r ’ s gash  o f  a 
sm ile . “ Y o u ’ ll have to  clean  a pp ara 
tus and m ove  th in g s  a rou n d  a b it .”  H is  
ey es  w ere  lik e  d is s e c t in g  n eed les  as 
he lo o k e d  J e rry  up  and d ow n . “ N o, 
y o u  w o n 't  have to  take care o f  m y 
son . F red  d oes  that. T h a t ’s about 
all F r e d ’ s g o o d  fo r  b es id es  sp e n d in g  
m o n e y ."

“ R e a lly  n ow , G u a rd y , y o u ’ re hard 
on  F red ,”  Joan  rem on strated .

T h e  d o c to r  rea ch ed  ou t h is arm. 
H  is great fin gers  sm ooth ed  J o a n ’s 
sh im m erin g  hair. J e r ry  fr o w n e d  as

h e saw  that she rep ressed  a  sh u d d er .
" I ’m  hard  on  ev ery on e , J oa n ,”  sa id  

D r . B e ll  s o ft ly .  “ E v e ry o n e  e x c e p t  
y o u .”  H e  turned  a b ru p tly  tb w a rd  
J e rry . “ I  d o n ’ t w ant y o u  fa l lin g  in  
lo v e  w ith  m y  J oan , b o y . I ’ ll take  y o u  
on , fe e d  y o u , and  p a y  y o u  som eth in g . 
B u t rem em ber— ”

A  keen , h ig h -p itc h e d  scream  ta t
tered  the dead, d ry  a ir. J e r ry  saw  a 
g leam  lig h t in  the d o c t o r ’ s e y e s . H e  
sw u n g  around.

Joan  stan d in g  stra igh t, head  th ro w n  
back, r ig h t  arm p o in t in g  tow a rd  th e  
w in d o w , her s len d er b o d y  v ib ran t 
w ith  the terror  n o te ; D r. B e ll  c r o u c h 
in g  lik e  a s ta rv in g  panther w a it in g  
to  s p r in g ; then  J e r r y ’s eyes  fo u n d  th e  
w in d o w .

A g a in  J o a n ’s scream . “ T h a t fa c e !  
O h !”  A n d  it w as J e r r y ’s and  n o t  her 
g u a rd ia n ’s arm  she sou g h t f o r  p r o te c 
tion .

Protection from what?
T h e  fa c e  at th e  w in d o w  w as on e  o f  

g lassy , g o g g le d  ey es  and fea tu re less , 
c l in g in g  w h ite  v e il. T h e  la tch  o f  the 
F ren ch  w in d o w s  ra ttled .

“ J o a n !”  A l l  the d o c to r ’ s pent-up  
harshness crash ed  ou t in that on e  
w o rd . H is  tone s o fte n e d  im m ed ia te 
ly . “ I f  ever  y o u  scream  lik e  that 
again , I ’ ll shake th e  teeth  ou t o f  y o u ! ”

“ B u t w hat is i t ? "  J e r r y ’ s eyes  w ere  
r iv e ted  on  the fa c e  at th e  w in d o w .

“ D id n ’t y o u  ever see a dust m ask  
b e fo re , b o y ? "  g r o w le d  the d o c to r  as 
he cro sse d  the ro o m  to  th e  w in d o w  
and u n la tch ed  it. “ C om e in ,”  he o r 
dered .

A  m an w e a r in g  la rg e , rou n d  dust 
g o g g le s  and a m ask  o f  sa tu rated  c lo th  
s tep p ed  in to  th e  ro o m . H e  tr ie d  to  
ta lk , but h is w o rd s  w ere  m uffled  b y  
th e  m ask  u n til B r . B e ll  g re w  im p a 
tien t and sn atch ed  the m an ’s m ask  
aw ay.

“ D o n ’t d o  any g o o d ,”  B e ll  sn arled  
as he flu n g  the ra g  aw ay. “ O u t w ith  
it. C apta in  N ew com b . D o n ’t te ll m e 
w e ’ve a cr im e -w a v e  as w e ll  as a d u st 
s t o r m !”

B e s id e  J e rry , J oa n  s ig h e d  d e e p ly . 
“ T h e  c h ie f  o f  p o l ic e ,”  she w h isp e re d .

J e rry  re c o g n iz e d  in  C apta in  N e w 
com b  the m an w h o  had a d v ised  h im  
a ga in st c o m in g  to  w o rk  f o r  th e  d o c 
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tor. Captain Newcomb got Us breath 
end shat the French window* against 
the drifting dust.

“11*8 your brother, air,'’ he said.
“ Not doad l" gasped Dr. Bell.
“Dead? No. Why should he be?*’ 

** “And why ahould he live?" growled 
the doctor. “Does no good for any
body. Hell of a digestive system.”

“Your brother, sir,” continued New
comb, “ has found something. It’s in 
his backyard. And—and—” be mois
tened parched lips—“ it's God-awful!”

“Eh?” Bell pricked up hit cars. 
“Well, what is it, man?”

“ I—I don’t know, air. But I think 
it was Calvert, your helper."

They filed out of the door behind 
Captain Newcomb—the doctor, Jerry, 
Joan, and Fred Barthel, with the silent 
Emanuel bringing up the rear. Wind 
whipped up the dark street, and tiny, 
invisible particles of dust stung 
Jerry’s face like a thousand needles.

“Your brother was just going to bed 
when he sees the thing against the 
alley hitching block,” explained New
comb.

“Better eyes than disgestion if that 
brother of mine can see anything 
through this,” growled Dr. Bell.

“And I can’t be none too sure what 
it is,”  Newcomb went on. “So I came 
over for you.”

“ Is it murder?” Fred Barthel whis
pered.

“ It’s—it’s death, Mr. Barthel,” New
comb breathed. “That's all I know.”

“Joan, you shouldn’t be here," said 
Jerry. “ This won’t be anything for 
you to see.”

Her arm trembled in bis grasp; 
“Anything’s better than that house 
alone with—with—”

Their shoes scrunched gravel as 
they rounded Dale Bell’s great frame 
house. Newcomb was lagging back 
now with the doctor pushing impa
tiently forward.

COMING into what had been the 
rear lawn and was now a tiny 

Sahara of driven dust. Jerry saw 
through the gloom something that 
flawed ever so faintly with a green
ish-yellow phosphorescence. It 
wasn’t like a man at all from a dis

tance—just a g fo w h tg , webitb* cocoon 
that might have housed aome giant 
worm,

Newcomb’s flashlight clicked on. 
Its ray, definitely cone-shaped by the
suspended dust, trembled upon the 
greenish object propped against a 
great hitching block. Tiny, weblike 
tendrils bugged the body, formed a 
spidery netting over it all. Feeble lit
tle wisps that somehow were strong 
as death hung from the gap mg jawa 
and dilated nostrils and crawled over 
filmy, protruding eyes.

Jerry snatched Joan to- him and pil
lowed her head against his shoulder. 
Her breath was coming in quick, 
frightened sobs.

Jerry stared at the pale, green web 
and the ghastly corpse it half en
shrouded. Every strand of that silken 
web—every frail, silken strand—lived 
and grew 1 A pulseless, obscene 
mockery of life it was—parasitic, nau
seating.

And within the web was the corpse 
of John Calvert, the man whose place 
Jerry Sanders had come to take.

The back door of the old frame 
house opened. An obese, bathrobed 
figure wallowed across the sand, 
shouting, “Thornton! What do you 
suppose? What da you suppose?’’

Dr. BeU drew a deep breath. He 
turned his brilliant eyes on the fat 
man who had just put in his appear
ance.

“ Dale,” he said, “this man has been 
strangled. But by no human hands, 
do you understand?"

Pop-eyed with horror, totally un
able to understand anything at the 
moment, Dale Bell bobbed his bald 
head. “Yes, yes. But by what if not 
human hands?" He tore his gaze from 
his brother’s magnetic eyes and looked 
around the circle. “Joan, child, you 
here! Thornton, you’re a brute to 
bring that poor child here!”

Joan didn’t raise her head from 
Jerry’s shoulder. There was a mo
ment’s tense silence. Then Fred Bar
thel laughed gently. “She seems to 
be doing quite all right. Uncle Dale.”

Dr. Bell’s teeth cracked together, 
chopping at nothing. “1 want every 
man and woman m bed inside of half
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an h ou r . D a le , y o u 'r e  to  g o  o v e r  to  
m y  h ou se  to n ig h t ."

“ W h y ? ”  g a sp ed  th e  fa t  m an . “ Y o u  
d o n ’t th in k  I ’m  g o in g  to  be  th e  
n -n -n e x t? ”

“ N e x t?  W h a t  ro t , m a n !”  D r . B e ll  
sn a p p ed . “ M r. C a lv e r t  s im p ly  m et 
w ith  som e  te r r ib le  s o r t  o f  a cc id e n t .”  

“ R e a l ly ? ”  fr o m  F r e d  B a rth e l. 
“ N e w co m b ,"  sh ou ted  th e  d o c to r , 

“ g e t  h o ld  o f  th e  c o u n ty  co r o n e r . C a l
v e r t ’s n o  k in  o f  m in e . I ’ l l  have n o th 
in g  to  d o  w ith  th is .”

“ PerhapB,”  said  C ap ta in  N e w co m b  
d e lib e ra te ly , “ y o u ’ ll have m o re  to  d o  
w ith  th is  m an than y o u ’ve  a m in d  t o .”

C H A P T E R  I I I  
The Cowled Man

J E R R Y  S A N D E R S  c o u ld n ’ t s leep .
T h a t  sen se  o f  d rea rin ess  a b ou t 

th e  B e ll  h ou se  and  th e  co n tra s t in g  
n erv ou s  te n s ity  abou t a ll w h o  w ere  in  
it  d id  n ot m ake fo r  p e a c e fu l  s lu m b er.

Y e t  it w as n o t  u n til d ieven  o 'c l o c k  
th at h e  gave  u p  the id ea  o f  s leep  e n 
t ir e ly . H e  g o t  up and  p u lle d  o n  h is  
c lo th e s  o v e r  th e  pajam as F re d  B a r
th el had len t h im . T h e re  w as a 
h u sh ed  m u rm u r o f  v o ic e s  b eneath  h is 
room  lik e  th e  ru stle  o f  g h o s ts  in  a 
basem ent. H e  had w o n d e re d  a b ou t 
th ose  v o ic e s  f o r  h ou rs, ly in g  p e r fe c t ly  
r ig id  to  s till the c r a c k lin g  o f  straw  
in  his t ick . H e  w a n ted  fr e s h  air and 
there w as n on e  to  be  had. N o th in g  
but dust. S ta u n ch  as w as th e  h ou se , 
the o ld  ca sem en ts  ra ttled  lik e  o ld  
b on es  in the w a ilin g  w in d .

J e rry  w en t to  the d o o r . I t  creak ed  
w h en  he o p e n e d  it, bu t n o  on e  c o u ld  
have d is t in g u is h e d  th e  sou n d  fr o m  a 
th ou san d  o th ers  l ik e  it. H e  t ip to e d  
d o w n  th e  h all, fo u n d  the b ack  steps, 
and  s tarted  d o w n .

T h e r e  w as a l it t le  hall at the end  
o f  the s tep s  co n n e c t in g  k itch en  and 
l iv in g  room . A  th rea d  o f  l ig h t  
m a rk ed  th e  b o tto m  o f  the k itch en  
d o o r , and  a y e l lo w  ca t ’s -e y e  w as the 
k e y h o le  g lo w in g  in  th e  g lo o m . M u f 
fled  v o ice s  b e y o n d .

J e rry  c ro u ch e d , e y e  to  th e  k e y h o le . 
I t  w a sn ’t  th e  th in g  to  d o , bu t h e

sa lved  h is  c o n s c ie n ce  w ith  th e  idea 
th a t w h a tev er he d id  w a s f o r  Joan’s 
p r o te c t io n . A n d  she n eed ed  p r o te c 
t io n , he w a s  ce rta in  o f  that.

O n  o n e  s id e  o f  the k itch en  ta b le  w a s 
E m an u el, a c ig a re tte  in  h is  fin gers  
p a in tin g  th e  y e l lo w  a ir  w ith  a w isp  
o f  pale b lu e . O p p o s ite  th e  servan t 
w as a p a u n ch y  m an w ith  a b loa ted , 
b lo t c h y  fa c e  and  m ean  l it t le  eyes . 
J e r ry  r e c o g n iz e d  the m an  im m ed ia te 
ly . W h a t  co u ld  he be d o in g  in  P ra ir ie  
C ity ?  F o r  th e  p u ffy  fa c e  w ith  its  in 
n u m erab le  e ru p tion s  b e lo n g e d  t o  
“ T o o t s ”  G a n tn er, C h ic a g o ’ s n u m b er- 
o n e  m e n a ce !

J e r r y  S a n d ers  je r k e d  in  breath  and  
h e ld  it, l is te n in g  to  G a n tn er ’ s w o r d s :

“ L o o k e e , S p ig , I ’ve  com e  here f o r  
m y  h ea lth . K an sas d u st is  a dam n 
s ig h t  h ea lth ier  f o r  m e r ig h t  n o w  than  
C h ic a g o  bu lls . A n d  w h o  d oes  I  b u m p  
in to  y e s te rd a y  b u t m y  o ld  pal, S p ig  
E m an u el. W h e r e  S p ig  is, I  says  to  
m y s e lf ,  th e re ’ s b o u n d  to  b e  ea sy  
su ga r .”  G a n tn er lean ed  a cross  th e  
k itch e n  ta b le . “ I ’m  a fte r  m y  sp lit , 
S p ig .”

E m an u el sh ru g g e d . “ I  h ave  to ld  
y o u ,"  h e  sp o k e  c a re fu lly , “ that I  h ave  
g o n e  s tra ig h t. I have a g o o d  jo b , y e s . 
B u t it is s tra ig h t.”

G a n tn er w in k e d . “ I a in ’ t sa y in ’ n o . 
B u t y o u  and  the d o c to r  and that o th e r  
q u eer  fish are up  to  so m e th in g . A n d  
I w ant m y  s p l i t ! ”

E m an u el sh ru g g e d  aga in , tu rn ed  in  
h is ch a ir, and b le w  sm ok e  to w a rd  th e  
d o o r  w h ere  J e r r y  w a tch ed .

J e rry  co u ld  have w a rn ed  E m a n u e l 
s e co n d s  ahead o f  tim e. H e  saw  G a n t
n er p u ll ou t h is b la ck ja ck , bu t J e r r y  
w as to o  s ta rtled  t o  c r y  o u t . T h e  n e x t  
m om en t, E m an u el w a s  s lu m p in g  
a cro ss  th e  table , ly in g  s till.

G A N T N E R ’ S fin g ers  w e re  n o t  
c lu m sy  as th ey  fr is k e d  o v e r  

E m a n u e l’s c lo th e s . T h e n  the b lo a te d 
fa ce d  m ob ster  re e led  to w a rd  th e  d o o r  
w h ich  h id  J erry . J e r ry  had o n ly  t im e  
en ou g h  to  ge t to  h is fe e t  and d u c k  
part w a y  up  th e  sta irs  b e fo r e  G a n tn er  
en tered  th e  l it t le  hall. T h e n  th e  l iv 
in g  room  d o o r  o p e n e d  and c lo s e d  b e 
h in d  T o o t s  G an tn er.

J e r r y  b rea th ed  a ga in . H e  s to o d  f o r
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nearly a minute debating with him
self. He decided that n  he wanted 
to make an Impression on Dr. Bell, 
he’d better try nailing Gantner alone.

Heart drumming at his temples, 
Jerry opened the lining room door. 
Darkness within. He proceeded cau
tiously, groping for chairs, feeling for 
the study door. The door was part 
way open and the room weirdly 
alight. Dr. Bell’s big old-fashioned 
safe, guarded only by the mounted 
skeleton, was open.

A little electric lantern hung in
side. Gantner’s fat fingers were bus
ily rifling the safe. . Close beside 
Gantner lay an ugly blue automatic.

Jerry knew that he must give no 
warning. Only by a straight knock
out could he hope to capture Gantner.

He tensed himself, and as Gantner 
pried open a steel cash drawer, he 
sprang. His movements were per
fectly timed. His outthrust right foot 
sent the blue automatic skating 
across the floor. As Gantner bobbed 
upright, Jerry swung a wide hay
maker.

Gantner’s stab for his gun that was 
no longer there took him just beyond 
the reach ©f Jerry's fist. Jerry’s spent 
blow sent him reeling backward to 
beep his balance. Then Gantner was 
gene, smashing through the French 
doers, to disappear into the darkness 
beyond.

Jerry would have followed, but 
something at the edge of the safe 
halted him. He dropped in front of 
the safe. The thing that gleamed up 
at him was the ornately carved ring 
he had seen on the finger of the man 
outside Malloy’s Mortuary.

Had Gantner dropped it? Jerry’s 
eyes searched the safe. No, the ring 
was not Gantner’s. A little plUBh- 
lined box made to fit the ring exactly 
was in one comer of the safe. Dr. 
Bell must have been the cloaked man 
who wanted to buy fresh fash—from 
Malloy, the undertaker!

A fever of excitement seixed Jerry. 
His fingers trembled through scraps 
of paper that Gantner had discarded. 
A few letters, then three short notes 
scribbled with a coarse pencil. He 
read one of them:

Don't think I don’t knew what filthy 
work you’re up to. I’ll prove what I 
know one af these nights. Then you’ll  
agree you’d better come across with  
the money.

There was neither heading nor sig
nature, but the meaning of the note 
was dear. Someone was trying to 
blackmail the doctor. Hastily, Jerry 
atuffed the notes back into the safe. 
As be did so, his eyes lighted upon a 
black bound diary. The name “John 
Calvert” was lettered in gold on the 
outside.

Jerry opened the book and hastily 
leafed through it. Vague, personal
notes that had no meaning, mostly; 
then on the last page containing writ
ing, Jerry found something that sent 
chills racing up and down his spine. 
The entry was that of April the 
fifth:

Another dust storm  today. A m  con
vinced that this man ia a fiend. H e  
baa brought life from  another world, 
he says, and I believe it. H ellish  life  
that feasts upon G od knows what ob
scene food. Can stand it no longer. 
They are all mad here except Mias 
Joan and that drunken nephew. W ill  
leave the house tom orrow, bnt w ill 
stay in town. Something m ight turn 
up.

9? BLIN DIN G what you’re looking 
for, Mr. Sanders?”

Jerry dropped the book and spun 
around on the balls of his feet. In 
the door stood Dr. Bell. A heavy re
volver m his hand was centered on 
Jerry’s forehead. Behind him stood 
Emanuel, holding g wet doth to his 
bruised * tad.

“Thief, ingrate, tramp!” shouted 
Dr. Bell. “ Get out of this house while 
you’re alive 1”

Jerry drew a deep breath. “ I think 
I can explain. Doctor,” he said, work
ing his voice to maintain a steady 
monotone. “ I came downstairs to find 
a dangerous man inaide your bouse. 
It was the gunman, Toots Gantner. 
I followed him. in her© and saw him 
going through your safe. I saw him 
knock out Emanuel. Isn’t that to, 
Emanuel ?”

The servant stopped dabbing at his 
forehead. He stared past Jerry.
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“ Dr. Bell,” he said, “ the man is ly
ing. Why, how would I know any
one by that name? I have never even 
heard of this Gantner.”

The doctor’s ugly smile gashed 
across his face. "The door, Mr. San
ders !’’

A moment of tense silence was 
shattered by a scream—terror-mad, 
high-pitched, ear-bursting. The shriek 
of a woman. It mounted to an hysteri
cal pinnacle that echoed from wall to 
wall in fearful cadence.

Joan screaming 1
Jerry hurled himself toward the 

hall door. The doctor’s long arms 
slapped out, seizing him. Jerry sent 
a driving blow to Bell's noxious, 
paper-white face. He squirmed free. 
He sprang into the hall and bounded 
up the steps.

A grateful sob from Jerry. He saw 
Joan, a vision of perfection in filmy 
night-dress, standing in the hall. Her 
naked right arm was extended, point
ing down the hall.

“ Toan!" Terry cried. “ For the love 
of God!”

Joan turned and fled to his arms. 
“ Jerry!" she choked out. “The awful 
cowled man! Like a monk! A pur
ple light in Uncle Dale’s room!”

Jerry forced her to release him. He 
started down the hall.

“ No, Jerry. Don’t go in that room! 
Don’t!"

But it was too late. Jerry burst 
through the half open door and stood 
there like a thing of stone, watching 
the horrible monster and its still more 
horrible prey.

Dale Bell sat half up in bed. His 
eyes, naturally protuberant, were 
frozen on the cowled thing that hov
ered over him. A ghastly, purple 
light seemed to originate in the mon
ster's black garment. The light bathed 
Dale Bell’s terrified face.

Then Dale Bell stiffened. His 
breath came in agonized gasps, then 
stopped short in a muffled cough. 
From his wide mouth spewed thou
sands of green-yellow tendrils like 
tiny, fragile worms. The green web, 
faintly phosphorescent, squirmed and 
twisted like a nest of serpents. And 
it grew and grew and grew—crawling

across Dale Bell’s bloated face, twin
ing in his ears, weaving a stricturing 
net about his throat.

Dale Bell’s spasmodic coughing 
threw him at full length on the bed. 
The purple light was gone. The 
cowled monster turned. Its face, 
within the shadow of the cowl, was 
the white of old bones.

"He has brought life from another 
world.”

Words from the dead Calvert’s 
diary screamed across Jerry’s mind. 
He sprang at the cowled thing, now a 
swiftly moving shadow. His hands 
clutched thin air. His toes encoun
tered something that tripped him up.

He recovered himself in a moment. 
He lurched toward the door through 
which the thing had passed. He en
countered cold, clinging arms. Seized 
with a loathing, he flung his captive 
from him and reeled against the wall.

THE light in the room switched on.
Dr. Bell and Emanuel were stand

ing near the door. At Jerry’s feet, 
was the doctor’s half-wit son, Moxin. 
The idiot gurgled and rolled on the 
floor. Jerry’s eyes darted about the 
room. A casement was flung wide. 
He sprang to it and looked out. A 
sheer drop of fifteen feet — nothing 
more.

“ What the hell’s the matter with 
you?” shouted Dr. Bell.

Jerry wheeled. “Your brother! 
That thing got him!"

“ What thing?"
Jerry brushed past the doctor into 

the hall. “ I guess you know!"
Joan came in and grasped her 

guardian’s arm. “Where’s Freddy?” 
“ In bed, I suppose.” Dr. Bell 

strode out into^che hall and to a closed 
door. He opened it. “Fred—are you 
safe?”

No answer. Emanuel switched on 
the light. Fred Barthel lay still as 
death on the bed. The room reeked 
with the sickening, sweetish odor of 
chloroform. Barthel’ s face was pale, 
clean. His eyes were rimmed with 
pink circles.

“He’s been chloroformed!” shouted 
Bell. “ Coffee, Emanuel! Quick!” 

“Anything I can do, sir?” asked
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Jerry. He waited for the raply. The 
doctor turned. His powerful shoulders 
shook with wrath. “You can get to 
bell, you dirty tramp!"

“Guardy!” Joan voiced an agonized 
appeal.

The doctor’s eyes flashed on the 
girl's scantily clad form. “You get to 
bed, Joan. I ’ll do what I want in my 
own house. This fine friend of yourB 
is a thief—maybe worse. He’ll get 
oat of here or I’ll butcher him!”“ril do nothing of the kind!" cried 
Jerry angrily. Then he felt Joan’s 
moist, warm fingers seeking his.

“ Go, Jerry. He—he’s terrible when 
be gets in a tantrum. Go, but please 
stay dose—close to me."

Jerry glanced at the still, handsome 
face of Fred Barthel; then back to 
Joan.

"All right," he said. "I ’ll go."

CHAPTER IV 
Corpses For Sale

HY hadn’t Dr. Bell called the 
police? For over an hour Jerry 

h8d huddled in the shadows of the 
great bouse and asked that question. 
There was but one answer. Dr. Bell 
dared not call the police.

The wind had abated somewhat. 
There was a rainy moon up there in 
the sky—a sort of worn place in the 
velvet blackness. The house was si
lent and tomblike from the outside.

Joan bad told him to stay close to 
her. His hiding place against the 
west wall of the house was as close 
to her as he could get without being 
inside the house. He felt utterly 
alone. His eyes weTe sore from the 
dust, yet he dared not close them for 
an instant. He had tried it once— 
closing his eyes. Then the hideouB 
vision of Dale Bell spewing the green 
web of death from his gaping mouth 
came to haunt him.

The clock on the village bank 
boomed one shuddering 6troke, 
Along the street, two fuzzy spots of 
light moved. A quiet motor purred. 
Jerry’s nerves tensed; bis senses be
came alert. The car. a light delivery

truck, turned into tile drive and 
backed to tbe side doer o f the house
not far from Jerry.

A man got out of the cab, rounded 
the truck, and approached the door. 
Jerry listened to the tap of the 
knocker. The man waited impatient
ly. Then the door opened. A dim 
lamp was lighted.

In the door stood Dr. Bell, fully 
dressed. Light shining through the 
door illuminated the Shakespearian 
brow and Satanic chin of Malloy, tbe 
undertaker.

"What are you doing here?’’ Dr. 
Bell whispered.

“ I told you I was coming tonight,” 
replied the other. "You said you’d 
pay me five hundred apiece for them. 
If this lobar pneumonia holds out, I’ll 
be able to retire by the first of the 
summer."

"I ’m through, Malloy," whispered 
the doctor.

Malloy laughed unpleasantly. “Oh, 
no, you’re not—not through with 
me! I’m selling corpses to you. 
Either you pay me for the corpses or 
pay me the same amount to keep 
stillt”

Dr. Bell looked past the under
taker’s truck. “ It’s fresh?”  he asked.

“ Died this afternoon. A nice 
specimen. Plump, too.”

"All right, all right!” Dr. Bell ex
claimed. "Bring it in and be quick 
about it.” Dr. Bell stepped back to 
clear the door. Malloy walked out on 
the truck and dragged a long, grue
some bundle to the door. The bundle 
was a sheeted corpse.

Perhaps five minutes later, the two 
ghouls returned to the doorway. And 
Malloy was carrying another stiff, 
sheeted form!

Dr. Bell paased the undertaker a 
roll of bills. The latter chained up 
the rear panel of the truck, and 
started for the cab. Dr. Bell went in
side and closed the door.

The drive was on a slight £Tade. 
Malloy evidently wished to avoid ths 
snarl of the starter drive; for he re
moved the brake and started the truck 
by coasting.

Then Jerry Sanders moved. He
ducked from his hiding place and ran
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on tiptoe. Just as the truck’s motor 
started with a jerk, Jerry’s fingers 
closed over the rear panel of the 
truck. He ran three steps and sprang 
over the back of the truck. He 
dropped full length on the bed of the 
truck beside the gruesome stiff.

Five minutes of nerve-racking jolt
ing that pitched him up against the 
truck’s grisly burden, and Jerry found 
himself at the back of the Malloy 
Mortuary.

The undertaker alighted and went 
to open the garage door. Jerry 
steeled himself and raised one corner 
of the sheet that covered the stiff. He 
forced his trembling fingers to touch 
the face.

COLD, stiff, glass-smooth features.
He shuddered, sat upright, threw 

one leg over the rail of the truck, and 
dropped to the ground. He stood, 
waiting.

Malloy’s sharply indrawn breath 
whistled. “Who’s there?” he whis
pered tightly. With hesitant steps, 
he rounded the truck.

From the shadows, Jerry launched 
himself in a spring that carried him 
to the undertaker. He seized Malloy’s 
shoulders and forced him back be
neath the searing truck lights. There 
was the gleam of fear in Malloy’s 
green eyes.

"Now!" Jerry said with an air of 
finality. “ You're going to tell me the 
whole truth if I have to thrash it out 
of you. Why have you been selling 
corpses to Dr. Bell?”

Malloy frowned. It was feigned 
puzzlement, Jerry knew,

“ Corpses? Selling corpses? You 
must be mad. I’m an undertaker. I 
embalm bodies. That’s how I make 
my living.”

Jerry swung the flat of his hand to 
Malloy’s face. The undertaker reeled. 
His left cheek burned scarlet.

“ What’s that thing in the truck?” 
Jerry snapped.

“ It is not a corpse,” said Malloy 
doggedly.

“Lord! I know that. I’ve touched 
it! It’s not a corpse. But what is it? 
What are you doing with it?” He 

seized Malloy’s collar and dragged

him until Malloy's nose was but a few 
inches from Jerry’s face. “ Come on I” 
Jerry husked. “ What filthy game are 
you and Dr. Bell playing?” Jerry 
balled his right fiat.

At that moment, a powerful hand 
closed on Jerry’s arm. Jerry twisted 
his head, relaxing his hold on Mal
loy’s collar. Half-stifled, the under
taker cringed back against the garage 
doors. Jerry stared up into the face 
of Captain Newcomb of the police.

“ Come along, my fine lad!” New
comb ground out. "I knew when I 
first laid eyes on you, you was a trou
ble maker. We don’t allow your sort 
in Prairie City unless they’re locked 
up in jail!”

An unpleasant laugh sneered from 
Jerry’s lips. "No, you don’t allow 
bums, do you? Yet Toots Gantner 
can come here. And you allow worse 
things than that!”

Newcomb raised his night-stick 
threateningly. “ You coming along 
peaceable?”

For an answer, Jerry’s left fist 
swung in a short arc to connect with 
Newcomb’s jaw. The police captain 
staggered. Jerry broke away from 
Newcomb’s hold, sprang around the 
truck, and vaulted into the front seat.

Gears snarled. Jerry crowded gas 
and swung the car in a short circle to 
straighten out and head for the street. 
Newcomb fired twice. Shot struck 
steel wheels and burred off into the 
night. Jerry swung around the cor
ner and raced to the next block. Then 
he pulled to the curb and jumped out.

He sprinted five blocks to the Bell 
house. Not a chance of Newcomb 
catching him now. When he saw the 
police captain,again, he would have 
something to tell him that would 
make him forget Jerry Sanders alto
gether. Jerry had resolved to find out 
what gruesome secret the stone house 
held.

As he ran across the dusty yard 
that fronted the doctor’s house, he saw 
that the great brass-studded door was 
open. There was a little light in the 
hall and the red Turkey carpet was 
streaked with brown dust. Jerry 
crossed the threshold and stood for a 
moment in the hall, listening.
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AG A I N  th at s t ifl in g  fe e l in g  o f  lo n e - 
l lin ess. A n  a ch in g  in  hie lu n g e  

to  c r y  ou t, to  hear h ie  ow n  v o ice , to  
hear anything. H e  co u g h e d , and the 
s ile n ce  c r o w d e d  in  a fte r  th e  d y in g  
e ch o e s . H e  c ro s se d  the h all to  the 
steps  on  t ip to e .

A  board  creak ed  b e n e a t h  -hie 
w e ig h t . T h en  a Bound m ore  h id e o u s  
than  s ilen ce— th e sca m p er in g  o f  fe e t .

A  b ed -sp r in g  g roan ed . P ro b a b ly  
th e  id io t  son  o f  D r. B e ll  w as m o v in g  
arou n d  u p  th ere . B u t h ow  co u ld  th e  
oth ers  s le e p — th ose  w h o  had seen  the 
co n su m in g  p o w e r  o f  the g reen  w e b ?  
P erh a p s  th ey  w ere  a ll . . .

J e rry  rea ch ed  th e  u psta irs  hall. A  
d o o r  sw u n g  op en . “ W h o ’s th e re ? ”  
a t ig h t  v o ic e  ca lled .

F red  B arth el w as s ta n d in g  in  the 
o p e n  d o o r , h is  e y e s  6 leepy , h is  b lon d  
hair ru m p led . “ Y o u , S a n d ers?  I 
th o u g h t U n c le  to ld  y o u  to  ge t o u t ? "

J e rry  n o d d e d . " I 'm  n ot that ea s ily  
g o tten  rid  o f . ”

“ N o t that I  b lam e you . D am n ed  
u n ju st. B u t i f  U n c le  w ere  h ere , he ’d 
ra ise  a great fu s s .”

“ W h e r e  is D r. B e l l ? ”
A  fr o w n  cr im p e d  F red  B a rth e l’B 

fo re h e a d . “ H e  and E m anuel are up  
t o  som eth in g .”  B arth e l ch ew ed  h is 
lo w e r  lip  th o u g h t fu lly  a m om ent. 
" Y o u  m ig h t  as w ell k n ow , S anders. 
I ’ve  k n ow n  fo r  som e tim e. U n cle  
T h o r n to n  is  u p  t o  som e p re tty  un 
sa v o ry  w o rk . H e ’s been  b u y in g  
co rp se s  fro m  M a llo y , the u n dertak er. 
G od  k n o w s  w hat he d oes  w ith  th em ."

“ B u t ,"  J e rry  o b je c te d , “ h o w  can  he 
g e t  b y  w ith  th a t? ”

F re d  B a rth e l sm iled  s lig h t ly . 
"E m a n u e l used  to  run a w a x  m useum  
a  lo n g  tim e a go . H e  m akes dum m ies 
o f  w a x  w h ich  U n c le  trades f o r  th e  
co rp ses . D u r in g  th ese  dust storm s, 
fa ta lit ie s  run  h ig h . H e  can  b u y  all 
h e  w an ts.”  F re d  ya w n ed . “ T h a t 
d am n ed  c h lo ro fo rm . W is h  I had that 
dam n ed  co w le d  th in g  that gave  it to  
m e b y  the th roa t. I ’m  s till d o p e y ."  

“ W h e r e ’ s J o a n ? ”  J e rry  asked . 
B arth e l sh ru g g e d . “ In  her room . 

I t ’ s been  a hard  n ig h t fo r  her w ith  
th ose  g h a st ly  deaths and U n c le  
T h o r n to n  s to rm in g  a bou t. I  su p p ose  
th e  p o o r  k id  w as so  w o rn  o u t  th at

she Im m e d ia te ly  d ro p p e d  o f f  t o  s le e p ."
" I ’m  fin d in g  o u t ! "  J e r r y  s tro d e  

d o w n  the hall to  the d o o r  th at c lo s e d  
J e a n ’s  b ed room . H e  ta p p ed  g e n t ly  
and re ce iv e d  n o  answ er. H e  tu rn ed , 
lis te n in g  in ten t ly , t r y in g  to  hear 
J oa n ’s b rea th in g . T h e n  h e  tu rn ed  the 
k n ob  and en tered  the room .

H e sw itch e d  on  th e  lig h t , bu t even  
b e fo r e  he d id  so, h is  m in d  p ic tu re d  
d isaster. B e d c lo th e s  w e re  th ro w n  
o v e r  the end  o f  the bed . D a in ty  g a r 
m en ts had been  d u m p ed  fr o m  a ch a ir. 
B u t J oan  w as n o w h e re  to  be fo u n d .

J e rry  p u lle d  op en  a c lo s e t . "J o a n  I" 
h e  sh ou ted . H is  tr e m b lin g  fin gers  
fr isk e d  th ro u g h  J o a n ’s  w a rd rob e  to  
m ake su re  she w asn ’ t h id in g  b eh in d  
the h a n g in g  d resses. H id in g ?  W h y  
sh ou ld  she be  h id in g ?  W h a t  a dam ned  
id io t ic  th o u g h t I J oa n  w as g o n e !  She 
w a sn ’t h id in g !  She n eed ed  h is  p ro 
t e c t io n !  H is  v o ic e  ro se  in  a harsh 
treb le .

"Joan/"

F R E D  B A R T H E L ,  p u ll in g  sus- 
p en d er straps o v e r  h is  pajam a 

coa t, s te p p e d  in to  the b ed room . 
"S h e  h e re ? ”

“ H e r e ? "  J e rry  b ru sh ed  B arth e l ou t 
o f  th e  w a y . “ D o  y o u  th in k  I ’ d be y e l l 
in g  m y  head o f f  i f  I ’ d fo u n d  h e r? ”  

F red  B a rth e l’s ja w  d ro p p e d . H is  
m ou th  c lo s e d  w ith  a c l ic k . “ G o d ! 
Y o u  d o n ’t su p p ose— ”

J e rry  w h ee led , se ized  B a r th e l ’s 
b roa d  sh ou ld ers . "S u p p o s e  w h a t? ”  

F o r  a m om en t, B a r th e l's  e y e s  w ere  
vacant. “ U n d e  T h o r n to n  is  in  lov e  
w ith  h er,”  h e  m u rm ured . “ B u t i t ’s 
a d iffe re n t  so rt  o f  lov e . T h e  m an ’s 
s ca rce ly  hum an. Y o u  d o n 't  su p p ose  
she ’s w ith  E m an u el and U n c le  T h o r n 
to n ?  D o w n  th ere  w h ere  it is ?  Y o u  
d o n ’t su p p o se  U n c l e  T h o r n to n  
w o u ld — ”

J e rry  s h o o k  B a rth e l fu r io u s ly . 
“ W h a t  are y o u  t r y in g  to  s a y ? ”

B arth e l b it h is lip . “ A n d  i f  Joan — ”  
H e  sw u n g  arou n d  tow a rd  the d o o r , 
“ C om e on , m a n ! G o o d  G o d !  It  has 
to  fe e d  som e t im e !”

F red  B a rth e l sp ra n g  in to  h is  ow n  
room . H e  w as ou t a ga in , a pa ir o f  
d u st g o g g le s  s w in g in g  in  b is  hand . 
“ G o t  t o  g o  o u t s id e , ' b e  b ark ed .
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" U n c le ’ s real la b ora to ry . T h e r e ’ s  an 
o ld  c is te rn  and  a so rt  o f  ca ta com b  
th at a fo rm e r  ow n e r  u sed  to  g r o w  
m u sh room s in. L e t ’s g o , S a n d e r s !"

J e rry  ran. B tum bled, h a l f - fe l l  d o w n  
th e  s tep s  b eh in d  B a rth e l. D r . B e ll  
w as insane— a g en iu s , b u t insane. 
G en iu ses , he had heard , som etim es  re 
q u ire d  stran ge , g h a st ly  o u tle ts  f o r  
p e n t-u p  em o tio n s . T o  w h at h o rro r  
w o u ld  T h o r n to n  B e ll s u b je c t  h is  lo v e 
ly  w a rd  to  break  her w i l l ?

O u t th rou g h  th e  fr o n t  d o o r . 
A ro u n d  the h ou se , ru n n in g  b e s id e  
F re d  B arth el. J e r r y ’ s fa g g e d  m u scles  
p u m p ed  a ch in g  le g s  up  and  d ow n . 
J oa n  I W h a t  had he d on e  to  h er?

“ L it t le  to o l sh ed ,”  B a rth e l sh ou ted . 
"O p e n in g  to  the ca ta com b ."

J e r r y  saw  the sh ed , and in  an oth er 
m om en t B a rth e l’s sh o u ld e rs  had 
crash ed  the d o o r . L u n g s  su ch ed  d ry , 
J e rry  fo l lo w e d . H is  k n ees  e n co u n 
tered  B a rth e l's  back . T h e  latter w as 
on  h is  knees, f in gern a ils  s c ra tch in g  
o v e r  a ro u g h  m eta l su r fa ce . A  c la n g  
l ik e  a death  g o n g .

"M a n h o le ,"  B a r t h e l  b rea th ed . 
" W a t c h  y ou r  s tep  I”

A  m o is t  o d o r  l ik e  a d ra ft  fro m  an 
o ld  tom b  a ssa iled  J e r r y ’s n o s tr ils . 
T h e n  a b lo o d - fr e e z in g  scre e ch .

‘ ‘S a n d e rs ! Look ou t!"
F re d  B arth eP s s h a d o w y  fo r m  

m elted . D ank w in d  ru sh ed  up fr o m  
the floor . A  d u ll thud.

J e rry  d ro p p e d  to  th e  floor , hands 
g r o p in g  fo r  the ed g e  o f  the m a n h ole . 
H e  stared  d ow n  in to  dam p, fo u l  dark 
n ess  that seem ed  to  c l in g  to  h is  e y e 
b a lls .

" B a r t h e l !”  he w h isp e re d .
A  g h o s t ly  e ch o  o f  the nam e w h is 

p ered  h o llo w ly  fr o m  b e lo w . J e rry  
s tre tch e d  ou t an arm , d o w n  th rou g h  
th e  o p e n in g . H l6  fingerB c lu tch e d  
n o th in g . H e  d r o p p e d  flat, head sw a y 
in g  o v e r  vast n o th in g n e ss , b o th  hands 
g r o p in g .

S u d d e n ly , he m et c la m m y flesh and 
p o w e r fu l  c l in g in g  fin gers . H e  tr ied  
t o  tear aw ay . A  t ita n tic  s tren g th  w as 
b ro u g h t  in to  p la y  in  a m ig h ty  heave 
th a t to p p le d  J e r r y  fa r  o v e r  th e  ed g e  
o f  the p it. K n ees , toes  c lu n g  w ith  
p rim a l s tren g th  t o  the f lo o r  that he 
f e l t  w as s lid in g  o u t fr o m  u n d er h im .

T h e  m ig h ty , c l in g in g  grasp worked 
u n a ltera b le  w ill . J e r ry  p itch e d  head 
first fo rw a rd .

A  h ig h , m acabre  sh riek  ca m e  fr o m  
h is  o w n  th roa t. H e  w as h u r lin g  
th ro u g h  lim itle s s  space , sn a tch ed  
fr o m  the e d g e s  o f  th e  earth . D o w n , 
d ow n , d o w n  in to  a cra sh in g , g lit te r 
in g  lig h tn in g  that d ru m m ed  h im  in to  
o b liv io n .

C H A P T E R  V  
The Monster Feeds

J E R R Y  d r ifte d  o u t o f  o b liv io n , 
w o n d e r in g , fe a r in g  w h at had 

h ap p en ed . H e  w as on e  g rea t m u scu lar 
a ch e , bu t be  co u ld  m o v e  around. 
W h a t  then  w as the m atter w ith  h im ?  
W a s  he b lin d ?  W a s  that i t ?  H e  
asked  h im se lf. D id  it m ean that he 
wa6 n ever to  aee J oa n ’ s  dear fa c e  
a g a in ?

H e  ro lle d  o v e r  on  hla fa ce , p u sh ed  
a ga in st th e  f loo r  w ith  h is  hands, 
s lo w ly  d o u b le d  h is  le g s  u n d er  h im , 
and s to o d  up. T h a t w as a g o n y !

T h r e e  d ra g g in g  s tep s  and he fe l l  
to  h is kn ees, arm s fa l l in g  a cross  
s o m e th in g  that w as lik e  a n a rrow  b ed . 
H is  fin gers  b egan  a n x io u s  e x p lo r a 
t io n .

S u d d e n ly , l ig h t  —  s tu n n in g , w h ite  
and b r illia n t . T h e  d is c o v e r y  th at he 
w as n o t  b lin d , that he had s im p ly  
been  in a bso lu te  darkn ess, s u rg e d  
a cro ss  J e r r y ’s bra in . N o t  b l in d !— he 
th o u g h t tr iu m p h a n tly .

B u t g o o d  L o r d !  W h a t  w e re  h is  
fin gers  d o in g ?  T r e m b lin g  o v e r  th e  
fa c e  o f  som eon e  on  the n a rrow  
b ed . . . .

S lo w ly , on e  at a tim e, h is  fin gers  
p ee led  aw ay . W h e n  he co u ld  see th e  
fa ce , he re c o ile d , s to o d  up, tu rn ed  
a rou n d . H is  eyes  d arted  abou t th e  
p lace .

T h e  man on  the bed  w as dead . D ea th  
w as about h im  e v e ry w h e re  in  th e  h ig h  
cy lin d r ic a l  room . C o rp se s  h u n g  
fr o m  the w a lls , w e re  s tre tch ed  on  
b en ch es, o r  s w u n g  fr o m  th e  c e i l in g  
lik e  g h a st ly  p en d u lu m s. D ea d  ey es  
stared , u n se e in g . J e r ry  s ta g g ered  
fr o m  on e  s id e  o f  th e  ro o m  to  an oth er ,
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lo o k in g  up at th e  d ead , lo o k in g  d ow n  
at the dead , d o d g in g  th e  fearsom e 
sh a d ow s o f  th e  dead  sw in g in g  from  
th e  ce il in g .

T h e re  w as tlje m a k in g  o f  m adness 
in  th is  ta ll, c y lin d r ic a l  room . It w as 
as i f  a m adm an had m ade it fo r  the 
so le  p u rp o se  o f  fo r c in g  o th ers  to  jo in  
h is  d e lu d e d  fe llo w s h ip . J e rry  sh ook  
h is  head v ig o r o u s ly , d r iv in g  o ff 
th o u g h ts  that w ere  n ot sane. H e 
fo r c e d  h im se lf  t o  lo o k  ca lm ly  about 
th e  p lace .

T h e  f lo o r  w as a p e r fe c t  c ir c le  o f  
s o ft , b la ck  m u ck . T h e  w alls , r is in g  
p e rp e n d icu la r ly  to  a c ir cu la r  ce ilin g , 
w e re  o f  rou g h , o ld  b r ick . In  the 
c e il in g , near the ir o n -lid d e d  m an hole  
th ro u g h  w h ich  B arth el and J e r ry  had 
passed, w as a h a n g in g  p la t fo rm . J e rry  
k n ew  that it w as on  th is  p la t fo rm  that 
the crea tu re  w ith  th e  p o w e r fu l  arm s 
had w a ited .

In  th e  e x a ct  cen ter  o f  th e  c e il in g  
w as a g lass , sp h ere -sh a p ed  e n v e lo p e  
abou t a yard  in d ia m eter and e n c lo s 
in g  od d -sh a p ed , g lea m in g  m eta l posts . 
A s id e  fr o m  th e  m a n h ole  in the c e i l 
in g , the o n ly  o th e r  m eans o f  e x it  w as 
a d o o r  in  the w a ll. A n d  it w as a d o o r  
o f  s o lid  s tee l.

S u d d e n ly , J e rry  becam e aw are that 
u n seen  ey es  w e re  w a tch in g  him , 
la u g h in g  s ile n t ly  at h is b ew ild erm en t. 
A  low , a g o n iz e d  m oa n , a su p p lica n t 
w a il. J e rry  s tarted  tow a rd  the steel 
d o o r . H e  s to p p e d  s u d d e n ly . It w as 
o p e n in g  s lo w ly .

J e r r y ’s ja w  d ro p p e d . F o r  th ro u g h  
th e  d o o r  s te p p e d  J oa n  S in c la ir , her 
lo v e ly  b o d y  q u iv e r in g  w ith  terror , 
h er  fa ce  pale  and draw n .

? £  W O A N ! ”  J e rry  spran g  to  h er to 
ga th er h er in h is  arm s.

A  m om en t o f  g la d n ess  in h er e y e s ; 
then  J oan  w e p t q u ie t ly , head on  h is 
sh ou ld er. “ J e r r y !”  she sob b ed  out. 
“ D o n ’ t le t —  d o n ’ t le t a n y th in g  h a p 
p e n ! O h , d o n 't  let him co r n e l”

“ D a r lin g ! W h a t  is th is  p la ce ?  H o w  
d id  y ou  get h e re ? ”

She sh ook  h er head . “ I d o n ’ t k n o w  
w h a t th is— th is  a w fu l p la ce  is. S om e 
te rr ib le  e x p erim en t o f  D r . B e l l ’ s. 
H o w  I g o t  h ere— oh, it ’ s lik e  a n ig h t 
m a re ! I  w as in  b ed , w id e  aw ake, l is 

te n in g  fo r  th in g s  I  d id n ’t  w a n t t o  
hear. T h e n  I k n ew  th ere  w a s so m e 
one in  m y room . I c r ie d  o u t . B u t 
that som eon e  had m e in  h is  arm s in 
a m om en t.”

“ W h o , J o a n ? ”
She s h o o k  h er head and ch o k e d  

back  a sob . “ I t— it w as a m an. H e —  
he w as d re a d fu l. I s tru g g le d  and 
c la w ed  h is fa ce . H e  becam e in fu r i 
a ted . S o m e th in g  b la n k eted  m y  h ead . 
I k n ew  that th is  m an l i f t e d  m e and 
ca rr ied  m e som ew h ere . I  c r ie d  ou t  
fo r  y ou , J e rry . B u t— but y o u  d id n ’ t 
com e. T h e n  I fo u n d  m y s e lf  in  the 
d ark — terr ib le , lo n e ly  dark . F o r  a 
lo n g  tim e, I lay  on  the earth  f lo o r . 
T h e n  I g o t  to  m y  fe e t  and fo u n d  that 
I w as in a so rt  o f  ro u g h  passage . I 
rem em bered  that D r. B e ll  to ld  m e 
th ere  w as a so rt  o f  ca v e lik e  p la ce  
som ew h ere  on  th e  g ro u n d s . I g r o p e d  
m y  w a y  th ro u g h  the d arkn ess. I  fo u n d  
a d o o r  and o p e n e d  it— J erry!"  J o a n ’ s 
v o ic e  b ro k e  in to  a sharp  scream . “ T h e  
d o o r !  It's closing!"

J e rry  re leased  J oa n  and flu n g  h im 
s e lf  tow a rd  the m o v in g  stee l d o o r . 
H e  flu n g  h im se lf a ga in st the c o ld  
s u r fa ce . A  b o lt  c l ic k e d . H e  p ou n d ed  
w ith  h is bare fists a ga in st th e  u n 
y ie ld in g  m ass. H e sh ou ted , th rea t
en ed , sw ore .

M ad la u g h ter  w as th e  o n ly  a n sw er.
J e rry  sw u n g  a rou n d . J oan , s p e e c h 

less  w ith  h o rro r , s ta red  abou t the 
room . She m o tio n e d  at th e  h a n g in g  
co rp se s . H e r  ey es  q u estion ed , bu t 
J e r ry  had n o  a n sw er. O n ly  a w h is 
p ered , “ B e  brave, d ea rest,”  p assed  h is 
lip s . F o r  s u d d e n ly  th e  e le c t r ic  l ig h ts  
w en t out.

T h e  v ery  a ir  h u m m ed  w ith  v ibran t, 
e le c tr ica l ch a rg es . S lo w ly , l ig h t  r e 
tu rn e d — a p a le , v io le t  l ig h t  em a n at
in g  fro m  th e  cry s ta l sp h ere  in  the 
cen ter  o f  the c e il in g .

C lin g in g  c lo s e ly  tog e th er , J oa n  and 
J e rry  s to o d , heads back , w a tch in g  the 
w it c h e r y  o f  p u lsa tin g , e le c tr ica l 
ch a rg e s  o f  v io le t  flam e sn a p p in g  b e 
tw een  th e  m eta l e lem en ts  w ith in  the 
great g lass  tube. T h e  hum  in c re a s e d ; 
the a n g ry , v io le t  l ig h t  b r ig h te n e d  —  
s ilen t, c o lo r fu l  l ig h tn in g  w ith in  th e  
va cu u m  sph ere .

A  ch o k e d  c r y  fr o m  J oan . S h e
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tw itc h e d  co n v u ls iv e ly , w r ith in g  fr o m  
J e r r y ’ s arm s. F a ce  a m ask  o f  terro r , 
sh e  stared  at the floor . J e rry  saw  it
to o — a tw in in g , l iv in g  w eb  o f  s ic k ly , 
y e l lo w -g r e e n  p u rsu in g  the g ir l  a cro ss  
the floor . A n  ob seen e  g re e n  strand  
tw itch e d  abou t on e  o f  th e  g ir l 's  naked  
ank les.

J E R R Y  cu rsed , d ro p p e d  to  the 
floor , and to re  at th e  flim sy , 

s ilk en  th read s  w ith  h is  lin gers . H e 
re c o ile d  in v o lu n ta r ily . T h e  g reen  
w eb , u n p lea sa n tly  s t ic k y , had lo d g e d  
o n  h is fin gers, w as tw is t in g  its  l iv in g  
ten ta cles  abou t h is arm s. V is ib ly  
g r o w in g , s e e k in g  l iv in g  flesh  b y  w h ich  
t o  su sta in  its  c ra w lin g , p a ra s it ic  l i fe .

J e rry  s h o o k  h is  arm s. A  th rea d  o f  
th e  w e b lik e  parasite  floa ted  u p  to  h is 
th roa t, lo d g e d  there, and  im m ed ia te ly  
Btranded out in to  h a lf a d o z e n  o th er  
l ife -s e e k in g  ten d rils .

A  hoarse , m ad c r y  r ip p e d  fr o m  
J e rry ’ s th roa t. H e  lo o k e d  up  at the 
c e i l in g . G r o w in g  fr o m  th e  h a n g in g  
co rp se s , B preading so  as to  fo rm  an 
ever lo w e r in g  gossam er net, w as the 
ob sce n e  g reen  w eb . O c ca s io n a lly , its  
o w n  s t ic k y  w e ig h t  w a s t o o  m u ch  fo r  
it. A  sq u irm in g  stran d  d r o p p e d  to  
J o a n ’s sh ou ld ers , lo d g e d  th ere , and 
tw in ed  u pw ard .

J o a n ’s h y s te r ica l sh riek  resou n d ed  
a h u n d red  tim es fro m  the cy lin d r ic a l  
room . J e rry  sp ra n g  tow a rd  h er, and 
s to p p e d . A lre a d y , m ore  o f  th e  g reen  
w eb  had sou gh t h im  as its  h ost. G o 
in g  near Joan  w o u ld  o n ly  je o p a r d iz e  
h e r ; f o r  the fra il, loa th som e  stran ds 
fro m  J e rry 's  b o d y  w o u ld  c re e p  to  
Joan .

H e k n ew  n o w  th e  rea son  fo r  the 
s to len  b o d ie s . T h e  g re e n  w eb  w as 
n u rtu red  on  hum an flesh— liv in g  or 
dead . Its  sp ores  had been  p lan ted  in  
the co rp se s  abou t the room . It m u lt i
p lie d  w ith  trem en d ou s  ra p id ity  b e 
neath  the v io le t  lig h t . I t  w as the 
sam e green  w eb  that had k ille d  C a l
vert and D a le  B e ll . G o d  I W h y  d id n 't  
it k ill th em ?

M e r c ifu l ly ,  q u ic k ly  s tra n g le  them  
to  death.

B u t instead , th e  g reen  w eb  cra w led  
fr o m  its dead  h o sts  to  th e  l iv in g  on es 
— fra il , s t ic k y , c ra w lin g , fe a s tin g ,

th r iv in g  ben ea th  th e  v ie le t  l ig h t  fr o m  
th e  o rb  a bove .

SU D D E N L Y , harsh, g ra tin g  la u g h 
ter. J o r r y  and  J o a n  w h e e le d  

tow a rd  th e  stee l d o o r . A  litt le  sh u tter  
had o p e n e d , and  on  th e  oth er s id e  
J e rry  co u ld  see  th e  c o w le d  h ead , th e  
w h ite , s k u ll- fa c e  o f  th e  m on ster  that 
had k ille d  D a le  B e ll .

“ H a v in g  a d e lig h t fu l  t im e , lo v e 
b ir d s ?  R est assured , u n less  y o u  w ill  
it o th erw ise , the g reen  fu n g u s  w ill  
b in d  y o u  t ig h te r  than a p r ie st  c o u ld  
d o  it I”  M a d , h id eou s , r o l l ic k in g  
la u g h ter  fr o m  th e  sk u ll.

"U n d e rs ta n d , J oan , it is w ith in  
y o u r  p o w e r  to  save S a n d ers  fr o m  th e  
s lo w  death  th at has been  a llo tte d  h im . 
T h is  d o o r  is  o p e n  to  y o u . Y ie ld  to  
m e, and  S a n d ers ’ fa te  w ill  be d i f 
fe re n t .’’

J oan  seem ed  to  fo r g e t  th e  s lin g in g , 
p a ra s it ic  w eb . S h e to re  aw ay fr o m  a 
th ou san d  s ilk e n  stra n ds and ran a cro ss  
the s lip p e ry  f lo o r  to  th e  d o o r . “ A n y 
t h in g !"  sh e  p lea d ed . " M y  m o n e y ?  
A ll  y o u rs . O n ly  d o n 't  le t a n y th in g  
h ap p en  to  J e r r y !”

" J o a n ^ T je r r y  c r ie d  h arsh ly . "T h a t  
m o n ste r  d o e s n ’ t w an t y o u r  m on ey . 
H e  w an ts you t“

J oa n  r e c o ile d  fro m  th e  d o o r , h er lip s  
cu r lin g  in  an e x p re s s io n  o f  d isg u st . 
“ Y o u  beast.1” she h issed .

T h e  c o w le d  crea tu re  la u gh ed . " P o o r  
fo o l is h  o n e s ! Y o u  u n derstan d  th e  
g reen  w eb  liv e s  on  e ith e r  dead o r  l iv 
ing  flesh ? Its  liv in g , cra w lin g  te n 
d r ils  in th is  sm all room  w ill  so o n  
d r iv e  y o u  b oth  to  m adness. T h e  fu n 
gu s  th rives  o n ly  on  hum an t issu e  and 
o n ly  in  the p resen ce  o f  ce r ta in  rays, 
u n com m on  on  th is  earth  becau se  o f  
ou r  p la n er ’ s com p a ra tiv e  d is ta n ce  
fr o m  the sun. T h e  u ltra -v io le t  rays  
and hum an flesh are its m eat and  
d rin k  O u ts id e  o f  th is  a rtific ia l 
habitat, it w ou ld  be h arm less. ItB 
t in y , s ca rce ly  v is ib le  sp ores  a re  in  the 
n oses  and th roa ts  o f  e v e r y o n e  in  th e  
v illa g e . Y e t  th ey  d o  n o  m o re  harm  
than d ust p a r tic le s  u n til p e rson s  are 
b ro u g h t b eneath  ra ys  s h o rte r  than 
th ose  w ith in  th e  ro o m  n o w — th e  p en e 
tra tin g  p u rp le  ra ys .’ ’

“ M o n s t e r !’ ’  sh ou ted  J e rry . “ Y o u
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have d e lib e ra te ly  lo o se d  th e  fu n g u s  
sp ores, k n o w in g  th at w hen  m i n g l e d  
w ith  the p a r t ic le s  o f  dust th ey  w ou ld  
be  u n n o tice a b le  I”

T h e  co w le d  head  n odd ed  g ra v e ly . 
“ F o r  a m an on  the b rin k  o f  in sa n ity , 
y o u  have con s id era b le  lu c id  rea son 
ing* S anders. A ft e r  th is  l it t le  jo b  is 
d on e , I  m ay w ork  a v ery  in te re s tin g  
e x to r t io n  schem e w ith  m y  p orta b le  
p u rp le -ra y  tube. Y o u  u n derstan d , 
o f  cou rse , that sh ou ld  th e  va cu u m  
tube a bove  y o u r  heads rad ia te  th ose  
sh orter , m ore  p en etra tin g  p u rp le  rays, 
the sp ores  w ith in  y o u r  n ose  and th roa t 
w o u ld  m u lt ip ly  as re a d ily  as th ose  on  
the su r fa ce  d o  n ow . S tra n g u la tion  
w o u ld  be th e  resu lt.

“ W h y  have I g o n e  so fa r  in to  th is 
e x p la n a t io n ?  B eca u se  b y  to u ch in g  a 
lev er , I can sh orten  the rays fro m  that 
tu be  in  th e  ce i l in g — turn  them  in to  
th e  p en etra tin g  p u rp le  rays w h ich  
w o u ld  cause the sp ores  in y o u r  n ose  
and throat to m u ltip ly  ra p id ly , th ro w 
in g  out the s tra n g lin g  green  w eb .’ ’ 

J oa n  th rew  h erse lf against the d oor . 
" D o  i t !  D o  it n o w ! Kill us!”

T h e  co w le d  m on ster ch u ck le d . “ I 
sh a ll k ill S anders v e ry  q u ick ly  as 
s o o n  as y o u  have passed th rou g h  th is 
d o o r ! ”  W it h  a b la ck -g lo v e d  hand, 
th e  fiend  to re  aside a ten d ril o f  g reen  
w e b  th at had g row n  across  the sh u t
ter. “ W h a t  d o  y o u  s a y ? "

JE R R Y  lo o k e d  about the room . It 
seem ed  to have g row n  sm aller in 

e v e r y  d im en sion , so ra p id ly  had the 
g re e n  w eb  g ro w n . S oon , v e ry  soon , 
th e  g rea t m at o f  liv in g , ra ven in g  ten 
ta c le s  w o u ld  press them  to  earth , 
tw in in g  th em  to g e th e r , jo in in g  them  
w ith  stark  m adn ess. T h e n  it w o u ld  
co n su m e  th em  s lo w ly , fe e d in g  fr o m  
th e ir  flesh . L in g e r in g , to r tu r in g  
d e a th !

“ J oan , co m e  h ere  I" J e r r y ’ s v o ic e  
w as taut, com m a n d in g .

J oan  tu rn ed  fr o m  th e  d o o r  and 
ca m e tow a rd  h im , her flesh c re e p in g , 
lo n g in g  t o  be  r id  o f  the d e lica te  m o n 
s te r  th a t fe d  u p on  her.

“ J o a n ,”  J e r r y  w h isp ered . “ T h e re  
is  a w a y  ou t. I t  d ep en d s  u pon  you . 
Y o u  m u st p re ten d  to  d o  as that fiend 
o rd e rs . G e t  th ro u g h  th e  d o o r . Y o u

m u9t ge t the k e y  fro m  h im  and flin g  
it th rou g h  the sh u tter  to m e.”

“ B u t he w ill k ill y o u  in s ta n t ly !” 
“ N o. I have a p lan . G o q u ic k ly  I" 
Joan  tu rn ed , ran back  to  th e  d o o r . 

H er p arla n ce  w ith  the co w le d  man 
w as in  a lo w  w h isp er .

J e rry , k n e e lin g  on the floor , p u lled  
a w ay  great m asses o f  the fu n g u s  that 
c lu n g  to h is shoes. H e fo u n d  s h o e 
la ces  and tu g g e d  at them .

“ V e r y  w e ll ,”  the m on ster  c r ie d  t r i 
u m p h a n tly . “ Y o u  shall co m e  to  me. 
S an d ers  shall d ie  in s ta n tly .”

T h e  d o o r  creak ed  op en . J e rry  saw  
the flitte r in g  w h ite  figu re  that was 
J oan  pass th ro u g h  the d e o r . H e heard  
th e  sou n d  o f  the d o o r  la tch in g . I n 
stan tly , he w as on  h is fee t, e y e s  
s tra in in g  a ga in st the c l in g in g  g reen  
w eb , s ta r in g  at the v io le t - l ig h te d  tu be  
above  him .

A g a in , the m o n s te r ’ s fien d ish  lau gh . 
T h e  e le c t r ic  hum  in crea sed . J e r r y ’s 
eyes  n a rrow ed , w a tch in g  the tube. In  
h is hand, he g r ip p e d  on e  o f  h is  h eavy  
sh oes. O n e ch a n ce  —  slen d er as the 
g reen  w eb  itse lf .

T h r o u g h  the l iv in g , g r o w in g  c e i l 
ing , ever lo w e r in g , J e rry  saw  beam s o f  
v io le t  lig h t ju s t b e g in n in g  to  d eep en . 
E v e ry  nerve , e v e ry  m u scle  m ust re 
sp on d  to  that m ovem en t w h ich  m ig h t 
save him  fro m  stra n g u la tion . H e 
d re w  back  h is  r ig h t arm , g a u g in g  the 
d ista n ce . T h e n  he th rew  the sh oe  w ith  
all h is  s tren gth .

T h e  fra il  w eb  w as torn  asu n d er by  
the h u rtlin g  m iss ile . T h e r e  w as a 
d e a fe n in g  re p o r t  as the g lass  tube 
sh attered . In sta n ta n eou s  dark.

J erry  co u g h e d , spat, and breath ed  
d e e p ly . H e  sp ra n g  tow a rd  the d o o r  
m ark ed  b y  pale rays o f  l ig h t  th rou g h  
th e  sh u tter. A  snarl fro m  the fiend. 
“ T r ic k e r y , dam n y o u ! ”

J e rry  p ressed  again st the u n y ie ld 
in g  d o o r . J oan  w as s t r u g g lin g  in th e  
arm s o f  th e  co w le d  m on ster. T h e  
crea tu re ’ s u g ly , b o n y  fa ce  w as c lo s e  
to  hers. O ne g lo v e d  hand w as on 
h er t h r o a t ; the o th er  g r o p e d  fo r  h er 
le ft  hand, ex te n d e d  tow a rd  the s h u t 
tered  d oor. In  her w h ite  fin gers  
J e rry  saw  an iron  key. She was in ch es  
fr o m  the d oor , but the m on ster  w as 
s lo w ly  d ra w in g  her a w ay  fr o m  it.
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" D o n ’ t th row  tb o  k « y l ”  J e r r y  ca u 
t ion ed .

B u t a lread y  th e  b it  o f  m eta l had le ft  
J oa n ’ s hand. J e rry  beard  it t in k le  
against the shutter bara. N o t  a ch an ce  
in a h u n dred  that it b a d  g o n e  th rou g h . 
H e  d ro p p e d  to  th e  flo o r . J o a n 's  scream  
fo r  h e lp  sent h is  fin gers  s ca m p er in g  
th rou g h  th e  s t ic k y  fu n g u s  m at, 
sea rch in g  b lin d ly  fo r  the k e y  that 
m ig h t n ot be th ere .

“ J e r r y !  D a r lin g — ’* J o a n ’s  c r y
w avered  to  a s tra n g led  w h isp er .

T h e n  J e rry ’ s fin gers  c lo s e d  on  som e
th in g  flat and co ld . T h e  k e y !

H e s to o d  up, tre m b lin g  fin gers  
search in g  fo r  th e  lo ck . S e co n d s  
m arched  on  tow a rd  a g o n iz in g  m in 
utes b e fo r e  th e  k ey  th ru st h om e. A  
q u ick  tw ist, a heave a ga in st th e  panel, 
and J e rry , tra ilin g  the g re e n  w eb  
b eh in d  h im , sp ra n g  th ro u g h  th e  d o o r .

A  S M A L L  h all, n a rrow  s te p s  lea d 
in g  u pw ard . J e r ry  saw  n e ith er. 

H e  had o n ly  ey es  f o r  th e  co w le d  m o n 
ster and the g ir l  s t r u g g lin g  in  hiB 
m ad em brace. W it h  a sn arl, th e  fiend 
th rew  the g ir l  to  on e  s id e . H e  tu rn ed  
on  J e rry , y a n k in g  a re v o lv e r  fro m  h is 
garb. J # n y  lau n ch ed  h im se lf  in a 
m ig h ty  sp r in g . T o o  late  to  ch a n ge  
ta ctics  n ow . I f  th e  re v o lv e r  sh ot—

It d id . T h e  crash  o f  th e  sh o t e ch o e d  
th rou g h  the room . T h e  b u lle t  bu rn ed  
J e r ry ’ s cheek , but fa iled  to  ch e c k  him . 
H is  d r iv in g  r ig h t fist co n n e cte d  w ith  
the m on ster ’s ja w , sen d in g  h im  ree l
in g  backw ard . A t the sam e m om en t 
that he had sw u n g, J e r r y ’s fingers 
lo ck e d  over the re v o lv e r  in the co w le d  
m an’s hands. It  cam e aw ay as the 
m on ster d ro p p e d  back.

T h e  co w le d  m an cro u ch e d , Ig n or in g  
the rev o lv er  in J e r ry ’ s hand. T h en  
he ch a rg ed  lik e  an en ra ged  panther. 
J e rrv  p u lled  th e  re v o lv e r  tr ig g e r  on ce  
— tw ice — th r ice . . .

T h e  co w le d  m an 's leap  carried  him  
sp ra w lin g  in to  J erry  to  co lla p se  on  
the floor  w h ere , fo r  a m om ent, he lay 
tw itch in g . J e rry  and Joan  stared  at 
th e ir  m ortal enem y. T h e  co w l had 
’ a lien  back , the p ap ier-m ach e  skull 
m ask had brok en . T h e  fa ce  o f  the 
m an on  the floor  was the w h ite  fa ce  
o f  F red  B arth el.

“ F r e d ! ”  g a s p e d  J o a n ,
“ Y ea ,”  J e rry  w h isp ered . " I  w a s 

ju s t  a l it t le  s u sp ic io u s  o f  h im  to n ig h t  
w h en  he w as fo u n d  e h lo r o fo n t ie d - -a r
p re te n d in g  to  be  ch lo ro fo rm e d . T h o s e  
red  c ir c le s  u n d er h is  ey es— th ey  had 
been  m ade b y  d u st g o g g le s  re ce n tly  
rem oved . I  d id  n o t re a lize  it at the 
tim e, o f  co u rse , but F red  B arth e l had 
w orn  dust g o g g le s  o n ly  a fe w  m in u tes  
b e fo r e  w e  fo u n d  h im  in  b ed . H e  had 
to  have them  w h en  he k ille d  D a le  B e ll .  
H e had p lanned  to  e sca p e  th ro u g h  
the m ad M o x in  B e ll ’ s room . H e  
kn ew  he w as g o in g  to  ju m p  th rou g h  
the w in d o w , run  arou n d , and com e in  
the fr o n t  d o o r  to ge t back  in to  b ed —-  
all w h ile  w e  w ere  lo o k in g  at D a le 
B e ll ’s b o d y . H e dared  risk  no ey e - 
s c ra tch in g  dust that m ig h t s lo w  him  
up o r  m ake h is  m ovem en ts  in a ccu ra te . 
T h e  c h lo r o fo r m  stu n t w as s im p ly  to  
m ake it seem  im p oss ib le  that he w as 
the k iller .

“ T o n ig h t , w h en  h e  led m e in to  th is  
terr ib le  p la ce , be d ro p p e d  th rou g h  the 
m an h ole , s to o d  on  the p la tfo rm , and 
y e lle d  fo r  h e lp . I  w as fo o lis h  e n o u g h  
to  fa ll in to  h is trap . H e d ra g g e d  m e 
th ro u g h  th e  o p e n in g .”

“ B u t I th o u g h t— ” J oan  began . 
"T h a t  y o u r  gu a rd ia n  w as the k il le r ?  

N o ; D r. B e ll a id  b u y  dead b o d ie s  and 
r ig  up that ray  tu b e  in o rd er  to  in 
cu bate  the gTeen fu n g u s— w h a tever 
it is. F red  B arth el m ust have k n ow n  
w hat h is u n c le  w as d o in g , o r  m ay h ave 
fo u n d  h is n otes . S o  F red  co n c e iv e d  
the idea o f  lo o s in g  the fu n g u s  s p o re s  
on the w o r ld . H e saw  h o w  th e  fu n g u s  
m igh t be a d ea d ly  m u rd er w ea pon . 
F rom  y ou r gu a rd ia n ’s  lab ora tory , he 
p rob a b ly  s to le  the sm all p orta b le  ray  
p ro je c to r  w h ich  w o u ld  p ro d u ce  the 
p en etra tin g  p u rp le  rays w h ich  cau sed  
the sp ores  to m u ltip ly  in  th e  n ose  and 
throat o f  h is  v ictim s.

“ I th ink  he m ust have tr ie d  h is 
m urder schem e on J oh n  C a lvert first, 
ju st to  see i f  it w o rk e d . H is  idea  
w as to w ip e  o u t th e  en tire  B e ll  fam * 
ily , w ith  the p rob ab le  e x c e p t io n  o f  the 
h e lp less  M o x in . H e  w o u ld  have then  
co n tro lle d  th e  en tire  fo r tu n e  —  and

fou . W h e re  the g re e n  fu n g u s  cam e 
rom  in the first p la ce , I have n o  id e a ."  

(Concluded on Page 117)
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C H A P T E R  I 

T i e  Witch’s Curse

T H E  c o ld ,  h a rd  ra in  beat  w i t h  
t h u m p in g  in s i s t e n t  f in g e r s  
a g a in s t  th e  w i n d o w  p a n e .  S t e 

p h e n  M o g r i d g e  p a c e d  th e  b ig ,  b a re -  
l o o k i n g  r o o m ,  f a c e  m u s c l e s  q u i v e r i n g  
w i t h  n e r v o u s  im p a t ie n c e .  H e  p a u s e d  
at th e  w i n d o w  a b a re  s e c o n d  t o  s q u in t  
o u t  at th e  t r e e - f r i n g e d  p r iv a t e  a v e n u e  
th a t  led  t o  th e  h o u s e  f r o m  th e  s tate  
r o a d .  T h e r e  w a s  n o  l i g h t  a n y w h e r e ,  
n o  s o u n d  sa v e  t h e  m o n o t o n o u s  h iss  o f  
th e  ra in  a m o n g  d r i p p i n g  le a v e s .

H e  j e r k e d  a b o u t  a n d  s t r o d e  b a c k  to  
th e  o p e n  fire, fists t i g h t l y  c l e n c h e d .  
N e r v o u s  t w i t c h i n g  a b o u t  h is  e y e s  p r o 
v i d e d  m u te  e v id e n c e  o f  th e  s t r a in  h e

w a s  u n d e r .  H e  c u r s e d  h i m s e l f  i n 
w a r d l y  f o r  h is  o w n  f e a r f u l  s ta te  o f  
m i n d ; s t r o v e  to  r e la x .  B u t  five  m i n 
u te s  la ter ,  w h e n  a m in u t e  s o u n d  d e 
t a c h e d  i t s e l f  f r o m  all o t h e r s ,  he  f r o z e  
in h is  t r a c k s .  A  m o m e n t  la ter  h e  w a s  
c e r t a in  that  f o o t s t e p s  w e r e  s t e a l t h i l y  
a p p r o a c h i n g  th e  d o o r .

W i t h  s h a k in g  h a n d  M o g r i d g e  
d r a g g e d  a s m a l l - c a l i b e r e d ,  p e a r l -  
s t o c k e d  g u n  f r o m  h is  c o a t  p o c k e t ,  
t r a in e d  th e  m u z z l e  o n  th e  d o o r .  H e  
s a w  th e  k n o b  tu rn ,  s a w  th e  d o o r  s l o w 
ly  s w i n g  o p e n .  H i s  c h o k i n g  c r y  w a s  
t r a n s f o r m e d  in t o  s o m e t h i n g  v e r y  l ik e

In His Greed for W ealth , a Killer Creates
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a w h im p e r  s e e p in g  fr o m  h is  b lo o d le s s  
lip s .

T h e n  th e  ten se  lo o k  fa d e d  fr o m  
S te p h e n  M o g r id g e ’s fa c e  and the ar
res ted  b lo o d , p o u r in g  b ack , m ade it 
lo o k  fe v e r is h , lu r id ly  b lo t c h e d . H is  
dark  ey es  b la zed  at th e  g ir l  w h o  
s lip p e d  in to  th e  ro o m . S h e  w as 
d re s se d  in  an a n k le -le n g th  satin  
n ig h td re ss . H er bare  fe e t  m a d e  w h is 
p e r in g  s o u n d s  on  th e  ro u g h  b oa rd s  
o f  th e  floor . H er b lo n d  h air w a s lo o se , 
c o v e r in g  h er w h ite  s h o u ld e rs  l ik e  a 
c lf 'u d  o f  c o ld .

H e r  p a llid  fa c e  in s ta n tly  a rrested

a tte n t io n . T h e  c la ss ic  p u r ity  o f  h er 
fe a tu re s  w as m arred  by a lo o k  o f  u t
te r  b la n k n ess. H er ey es  w ere  w id e  
o p e n , but f ix e d  in  a g la z e d , w h ite  
stare , b lin d  and  u n se e in g , a w esom e  in  
its  s tra in ed  in te n s ity .

“ V e r o n ic a !"  S te p h e n  M o g r id g e  
scream ed . „ " W a k e  u p f  C an ’ t y o u  
bear m e ? ”

T h e  g ir l  m o v e d  s te a d ily  fo rw a rd , 
a p p a re n tly  s ta r in g  th ro u g h  h im  as i f  
h e  w e re  in v is ib le . She g l id e d  abou t 
th e  ro o m  a im le ss ly , as th o u g h  search 
in g  fo r  s o m e th in g  that sh e  c o u ld  n ot 
find . T h e  u tte r  b la n k n ess  o f  h er  fa ce

T e  rror through E x o tic  Fo rces o f H o  rror!
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rem ained  u n ch a n g ed  e x c e p t  fo r  a 
trou b led  fr o w n  that flitted  over her 
cou n ten a n ce  and  then  van ished .

S tep h en  p ut fo r th  a hand to  take 
her b y  the B houlder, but it paused in 
m id -a ir , p ara lyzed  to  im m ob ility . H e 
h im se lf s to o d  rig id , every  m u scle  
tense, e v ery  nerve stra in ed  and taut. 
H is  ton g u e  cleaved  to  the r o o f  o f  h is 
h ot, d ry  m outh . H e g u lp e d , f o r  he 
had cau gh t a g lim p se  o f  the g ir l 's  
b e a u tifu lly  tapered  h a n d s ; he saw  
that th ey  w e r e  red -sta in ed . H ig h  on  
the b osom  o f  h er satin  n ig h td ress  
there w as a s im ila r u g ly  b lo t .

“ B lo o d .l"  he w h isp ered  h oarse ly . 
“ V e ro n ica , w hat is  it— w hat h ap 
p e n e d ? "  C o ld , u n rea son in g  fear 
ch ille d  h is brain . U n c o n sc io u s ly  he 
d rew  back  a step  fro m  her, h is red- 
rim m ed  e y e s  p eerin g  in to  her seren e 
fa ce . T h e  g ir l gave  no in d ica tio n  
that she had heard h is  a g o n ize d  q u es 
tion . S h e g lid e d  from  the room  as 
q u ick ly  as she had appeared .

H e  w as s t ill  s ta rin g  a fter  her in a 
daze w h en , fro m  ou ts id e , cam e the 
sou n d  o f  a car s to p p in g . A  secon d  
la ter th e  a n cien t b e ll-p u ll tin k led . 
S tep h en  je rk e d  n e rv ou s ly  erect as a 
g re y -h a ire d , s to o p in g  man appeared  
in  the d o o rw a y  th rou g h  w h ich  V e 
ron ica  had d isap p eared . T h e  n ew 
com er had an in d efin a b ly  bru tish  look  
about h im . H is  p ig lik e  eyes  g lared  
su lle n ly  at S teph en  w ith  anim al cu n 
n in g  and u n con cea led  d istru st.

“ T h ere  be a fe lle r  ju s t  com e  as 
w ants to  see y o u ,"  he stated . “ G ave 
his nam e as A d a m  V a lia n t. S h all I 
let h im  in ? ”

S tep h en  ju m p ed . ‘‘O f  cou rse , y ou  
fo o l  I H e ’s the p riva te  agent com e  up 
fro m  the c ity  to h e lp  us.”

“ H u h ? ”  T h e  m an lo o k e d  du b iou s , 
but he shuffled  aw ay. A  fe w  secon d s  
later a tall, b ro a d -sh o u ld e re d  m an 
s tro d e  in to  the room .

“ V a lia n t !”  S teph en  w en t fo rw a rd  
w ith  ou tstre tch ed  hand. T h a n k  h eav 
en you  cou ld  c o m e !”

AD A M  V A L L A N T  grin n ed . R e- 
l l ie f  sh ow ed  so p la in ly  on S te p h 

en ’s fa c e  that the d e te ctiv e  cou ld  not 
h e lp  hut be am used. H e  w as a man 
in  h is late tw en ties , w ith  b o ld , r e g u 

lar fea tu res, a square ch in , and  keen , 
p ie r c in g  eyes . H e w as d ressed  m o d 
estly , but the p e r fe c t  ta ilo r in g  o f  h is  
c lo th e s  co u ld  n ot co n ce a l a s u g g e s 
t io n  o f  hard, s p r in g y  m u scle . M o - 
g r id g e  n o ted  a s in g le  orn a m en t —  a 
d ra g o n 's  head w ith  tw o  t in y  b lo o d - 
red  ru b ies  f o r  eyes , beaten  out o f  g o ld  
and used  as a s t ick p in . V a lia n t had 
the habit o f  f in g er in g  the d ra g o n ’s 
head  w h en  he ta lked .

H e cam e in to  th e  ro o m  and re la x ed  
in to  a cha ir, near th e  c o m fo r t in g  
w arm th  o f  the fire.

“ T h a t man w h o  le t m e in ,”  he said 
in h is  d eep , s l ig h t ly  am used  v o ic e , 
“ d id n ’t seem  to  care  m u ch  fo r  m e—  
or m y  k in d .”

“ O h, h im ? ”  S te p h e n ’s v o ic e  w as 
harsh, b itter . “ H e ’s J o e l  B reed . H e 
and h is w ife , A g a th a , have been  se rv 
ants here so lo n g  that th ey  fe e l 
th e y ’ re part o f  th e  fa m ily . A lw a y s  
g ru m b lin g . H e hates m e, I b e liev e . 
S om etim es I even  fe e l a fra id  o f  him . 
B u t n ever m ind  that. I ’ d b etter b e g in  
by  te llin g  y o u  som eth in g  abou t w h a t’ s 
been  h ap p en in g  h ere .”

D u rin g  the n ext h a lf h ou r S tep h en  
M o g r id g e  to ld  V a lia n t h o w  he had 
com e  up  to  th is lo n e ly  V e rm o n t fa rm 
h ouse ju st a fe w  days b e fo r e  the death  
o f  h is aunt, M a ry  M o g r id g e . H is  
b ro th er G eorg e  had arrived  a d a y  
later w ith  th e ir  cou s in , H arlan  P ratt, 
the law yer. V e ro n ica , th e ir  s ister , 
had been l iv in g  w ith  the o ld  w om an  
fo r  n early  a year. L ast o f  the clan  
to  gath er had been  o ld  Jed  P eters , 
A u n t M a ry ’ s b ro th er , a queer, s n o o p y  
o ld  m an, p e e r in g  and cu r io u s  as a 
th ie v in g  c ro w .

“ V e ro n ica  w as the o ld  w om a n ’s fa 
v o r ite ,"  S tep h en  ex p la in e d , “ and the 
o n ly  on e  w h o  co u ld  get a lon g  w ith  
her. S h e m an aged  that ch ie fly  b y  re 
n o u n c in g  a n y  l i f e  o f  h er ow n . A u n t 
M a ry ’ s in flu en ce  over m y  s is te r  w as 
rea lly  am azing . She even  seem ed  to 
th in k  and fee l fo r  her. T h e re  was 
som eth in g  a lm ost d ia b o lica l about it. 
V e ro n ica , th o u g h , has a lw a ys  been  a 
stra n ge  g ir l . I ’ve  never p re ten d ed  to 
u n derstan d  her, a lth ou g h  I ’m  d e v o te d  
to  her, o f  cou rse .

“ A u n t M a ry ,”  he m u sed , “ w as a 
q u eer o ld  g ir l . T h e  co u n tr y  p e o p le
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around here called her a witch. Jok
ingly, of course. Yet there was some
thing back of it. Aunt Mary had a 
pair of eyes that seemed to see right 
through you, as if she knew every
thing you were thinking, and hated 
you for it." Stephen smiled bitterly. 
"On her death-bed, she cursed every 
one of us, except Veronica. But in 
some queer way, I think, she trusted 
Harlan, whom I’ve always cordially 
detested, by the way. At any rate, 
she made him executor of her will."

Stephen paused. His haunted eyes 
jerked about the grim, ugly old room. 
Adam Valiant could feel the strange, 
driven tautness within the man, a 
strained intensity that made the de
tective listen very carefully to every 
word.

“Aunt Mary believed in ghosts," 
Mogridge continued. “ Not spiritual
ism—something much worse. There 
may be a few books dealing with dev
ils, black magic and spooks that she 
had not read, but I doubt It. Veroni
ca used to have to read aloud to her. 
Not very healthy for a young, impres
sionable girl. And not only about 
ghosts, mind you, but about that 
weird vampire stuff.”

Valiant watched a shadowy flame 
of fear glow brighter in Stephen's 
eyes.

“Cracked,” he said coolly.
Stephen shrugged. "Possibly. But 

she used to swear to an intimate ac
quaintance with ghoulish spirits who 
possessed the power of batlike flight; 
demon corpses who glut themselves 
at night on human blood. And she 
believed that the dead can take pos
session of a living body—if they were 
close enough to the victim when they 
were yet living."

"So that," Valiant thought, "was 
the secret thing that Stephen Mo
gridge scorned with his intellect, yet 
feared with every instinct he pos
sessed. Veronica? Could Stephen 
believe his sister was possessed?"

"I ought to tell you about the will, 
I suppose," Stephen added “ As a 
part of it. Aunt Mary left a letter say
ing that she knew how all of us de
spised her; been scheming to do her 
out of her money. Well, she would

know, when she was dead, which of 
ub had really been as devoted as we 
pretended. So that not one of us can 
touch the money for a year. During 
that year, Aunt Mary declared, she 
would come back from the dead to 
strike down all of us who had not 
really loved her. The estate is to be 
divided among the—the survivors."

He broke off suddenly as the door 
flung back and a high-pitched voice 
filled the room.

"Where’s that detec-a-tive feller? 
Where’s the crazy fool as dared to 
cross this threshold? Ain’t he afeared 
Mary’s ghost will strike him down, 
same as she did—”

A spindly-legged, white-haired old 
man tottered in the doorway. He car
ried a Winchester .40-.60 in his shak
ing hands.

“ Quiet, Uncle!” Stephen begged. 
He rushed across the room, shoving 
at the old man. “Keep out of here, 
will you?”

Through the closed door they could 
still hear the old man’s querulous 
voice:

"Mary put a curse on this wretched 
house. Strangers ain’t allowed!”

T HE thin voice died away present
ly. Stephen paced up and down. 

After a time he jerked a thumb in the 
direction of the dosed door.

"That was my Uncle Martin, Aunt 
Mary’s husband," he explained. "Aunt 
Mary hated him. He was always shift
less and no account. He lived on her 
money. Since she died, he hasn’t been 
right in the head. Not that he was 
any too bright before."

"You haven't finished telling me 
about Mary Mogridge and her no
tions," Vallam" spoke soothingly.

Stephen subsided to a chair, drew a 
hand over his eyes, regained control 
of himself with an effort.

“So I haven’t. Aunt Mary died 
Thursday night. -Thursday—that’s 
right. It seems so long ago. Harlan 
read the will Friday night. All of us 
except old Jed were here. He had 
gone up to his room earlier, saying he 
knew Aunt Mary wouldn’t leave him 
anything anyway.

‘Tve told you about the terms of
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that w ill . N atu ra lly , w e  w e re  a ll star
tled . W e  h adn ’t th o u g h t sh e ’d go  
qu ite  that fa r  w ith  her m ad ideas. 
H arlan  w as her lega l adv iser, and w e 
all w an ted  to  k n ow  w h y  h e ’d let her 
w rite  such  a w ill. H e said he was 
ju st as su rp rised  and sh ocked  as any  
o f  us. A u n t M ary  had g iven  him  her 
w ill  a lready  signed  and w itn essed  
ju s t  b e fo re  she d ied . She’d had it 
draw n in B oston  tw o o r  three yea rs  
ago. H arlan su ggested  that w e m ig h t 
contest the w ill on  the g rou n d s  that 
A u n t M ary  w asn ’t resp on sib le . V e 
ron ica  b eg g ed  us n ot to  d o  that. It 
seem ed queer th e  w a y  V e ro n ica  o b 
je c te d , a lm ost as th ou g h  A u n t M a ry  
h erse lf was ta lk ing  th rou g h  her. B u t 
that’ s nonsense, o f  cou rse  . . .”

S tep h en ’s v o ice  tra iled  o f f  u n cer
ta in ly .

“ F r id a y  m orn in g ,”  he w en t on, 
a fte r  a m inute, “ w e fou n d  Jed  ly in g  
spraw led  in bed— dead— w e th ink  
m u rdered . T h ere  w ere tw o  gashes in 
h is  throat e x a c t ly  lik e  the m arks o f  
a— o f  a— ”

S tephen  M o g r id g e  cou ld  not b r in g  
h im se lf to  nam e that w ord .

“ I  have never seen  a n y th in g  so  te r 
r ib le  as the m ask o f  h orror  frozen on 
J e d 's  fa c e ,"  he con tin u ed , a lm ost 
w h isp erin g . " O f  cou rse , w e had the 
sh eriff ou t r ig h t  aw ay. H e ’s not m u ch  
UBe in an a ffa ir  l ik e  th is. S o  I sent 
f o r  you . L ast n igh t, V a lia n t, I sw ear 
th ere  w ere fo o ts te p s  all th rou g h  the 
house, as— as i f  she had com e  back  
and was p ro w lin g , s p y in g  on  all o f  
us. W e  all heard th a t! A l l  e x c e p t  
V  eron ica— ”

Steph en ’ s eyes w ere b lank  and 
staring . V a lia n t sp ok e  q u ie tly .

“ S ou n ds u g ly ,”  he said. "T h a t  o d d  
w ill, the curse, fo o ts te p s  at n ig h t, 
b lo o d y  m arks on  J e d ’ s th roa t— all the 
strange m adness and m y stery — ’ ’

H is  v o ice  w as su d d en ly  in terru p ted  
as the fron t d oor  slam m ed. P a tte r in g  
fo o ts te p s  w ere heard w a lk in g  th ro u g h  
th e  house. F ive  pu lse-beats later, the 
s tartled  d etective  turned  a b ru p tly , 
staring hard at the d oor . A n o th e r  
sou n d  had invaded  the house— a hu
m an c r y  that k n ife d  th rou g h  th e  
d o s e d  d oor , p u lsed  th rou g h  the b ig  
room . I t  b eg a n  as a ja n g lin g  scream ,

m ou n ted  to  an in sa n e  ca ck le , and  
ch o p p e d  o f f  a b ru p tly  a g a r g lin g , gasp 
in g  m oan.

S teph en  and V a lia n t lo o k e d  in  each  
o th er 's  e y e s  b e fo r e  V a lia n t flu n g  o p e n  
the d oor . T h e  e a r -sp litt in g , m ad 
lau gh ter  so u n d e d  again , co m in g  fr o m  
a ro o m  o ff  th e  b ig , d ra u g h ty  h ail, the 
d o o r  o f  w h ich  s to o d  s lig h t ly  a jar. 
A n g r y  v o ice s — m en ’s v o ic e s — so u n d e d  
fr o m  it, and then  again  that sh riek in g  
la u gh .

V a lia n t p a ced  fo rw a rd  s w ift ly , 
S tep h en  a s tr id e  b eh in d . T h e  d e te c 
tive  p u sh ed  th e  d o o r  op en  w id er . H e  
saw  a room  as bare and  ch eer le ss  as 
the on e  he had q u itted . T h re e  m en 
s to o d  w ith  th e ir  b ack s  to  th e  op en  
fir e p la ce : J o e l  B re e d , o ld  M a rtin  M o 
g r id g e , s t ill  c lu tc h in g  h is  W in ch e s te r , 
and  a th ird  w h om  V a lia n t had n ot 
p re v io u s ly  seen.

F a c in g  them  w as a lith e  y o u n g  g ir l  
w h o  lo o k e d  to  be n o  m ore  than s ix 
teen, c lo th e d  in to rn  rags, c o v e re d  
w ith  burrs and m ud. H e r  ta ce , w h ich  
m ig h t have been  p re tty , w as d em on ia c 
in its e x p re ss io n  o f  sn a r lin g  hate. She 
th rew  back  ta n g le d  h a ir fr o m  her 
eyes, s cre e ch e d  m a d ly , g e s ticu la te d  
w ith  w a v in g  arm s.

“ R e la x !”  she s crea m ed  m o c k in g ly . 
“ R e la x !  G o in g  to  s leep — s le e p !”  H er  
v o ice  sank to  a s o fte r  k ey , and  n o w  
she sp ok e  s lo w ly , a lm ost s o o th in g ly . 
“ Y o u  w ill s l e e p - d r e a m !  F ear n o th 
in g  ! R e st— ”

M ad la u gh ter  b ro k e  fr o m  her lip s  
again , and w ith  l ig h tn in g  s w iftn e s s  
she d ash sd  o u t  o f  s ig h t  th ro u g h  th e  
o p e n  d oor .

ST E P H E N  s ig h e d  a d e e p  s ig h  o f  
re lie f.

“ F o r  a se co n d  I  w as a fra id ,”  he 
m u rm u red . “ D am n h e r ! She m ust 
learn  n ot to  p la y  heT cra z y  tr ick s  in  
here. A u n t  M a ry  co u ld  stand  fo r  her. 
I  w o n ’t ! ”

V a lia n t su ck ed  in  a d e e p  breath . 
“ W h o — w h at is  s h e ? ”
“ S h e ’ s a d au gh ter  o f  J o e l  and  A g a 

tha B reed . H e r  nam e is  H e len . S h e ’s 
q u ite  m ad, p o o r  th in g ;  roam s th e  
co u n tr y  l ik e  a w ild  beast. B u t, o f  
cou rse , sh e ’ s h arm less.”

“ W h a t  n on sen se  w a s  sh e  s cre e ch 
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in g ? ”  V a lia n t ask ed  cu r io u s ly . 
“ S om eth in g  abou t s leep  and re la x  and
d re a m ?”

“ L o r d  k n o w s ! S h e ’s n ot re s p o n s i
b le. N o one can h an d le  her n o w  that 
A u n t M a ry  is dead. She com es  and 
g o e s  as she p leases. H er p arents  are 
a fra id  o f  h er. O h , H a r la n !’* T h e  
th ird  man w h om  V a lia n t had n ot yet 
m et. S tepped  fo rw a rd . “ I w ant y o u  to  
m eet M r. A d a m  V a lia n t. H e ’s com e 
up to  h e lp  us. M r. V a lia n t— m y c o u s 
in , H arlan  P r a t t !”

V a lia n t sh ook  hands w ith  a so lem n  
m an o f  in d eterm in a te  yea rs  w h ose  
t ire d  ey es  p eered  ou t fr o m  g o ld -  
rim m ed  glasses.

Just then  h eavy  6teps p ou n d ed  on 
the sta irs. A  h a tch e t-fa ce d  w om an  
W ith ir o n -g re y  hair and tw is te d , b it 
ter m ou th  cam e ru sh in g  in at them . 
S h e w as s o b b in g  u n der her breath . 
S h e ca u gh t S tep h en  b y  th e  sh ou ld ers , 
sh ook  h im , fa ce d  h im  s p e e ch le s s ly . 
H e  tr ied  to  ge t lo o s e , but her g r ip  
w as s tron g .

“ A g a t h a !’ ’ S tep h en  s t o r m e d .  
“ W h a t ’ s w r o n g ?  W h a t— ”

“ G e o r g e !”  she b lu rted . "U p s ta ir s !”  
V a lia n t and H arlan  P ra tt a lm ost 
c o l l id e d  as th ey  rushed  fo r  th e  s ta ir 
case. S tep h en  sh ook  o ff  the w o m a n ; 
raced  a fte r  them . A t  the heed o f  the 
stairs, V a lia n t paused . H arlan  led  
the w a y  to  a room  on  the le ft  at the 
farth er end o f  the ca v e rn lik e  c o r r i 
d or . H e sh ov ed  op en  the d o o r , s to o d  
at the th resh o ld  s ta r in g , as V a lia n t 
cam e up b eh in d  h im  to lo o k  in o v e r  
h is sh ou ld er.

TH E  d e te c t iv e  saw  a man ly in g  
on  the bed, head and arm s sa g 

g in g  in a c u r io u s ly  l ife le s s  p o s it io n . 
T h e  d iso rd e re d  b e d c lo th e s  w e r e  
soak ed  w ith  b lo o d . V a lia n t step p ed  
in to  the room , a p p ro a ch in g  the still 
figu re . H e put a hand against h is 
ch est, p ress in g  hard.

“ D ea d ,”  he m u ttered , s tra ig h ten in g . 
H is  v o ice  was p e cu lia r ly  husky. “ See 
th ose  m arks on his th r o a t !”

H e leaned  ov er  the dead man again . 
T h e  m arks w ere  tw o gashes at e ith er 
s id e  o f  the ju g u la r  ve in . V a lia n t ’s 
lean , dark  fa c e  w h ite n e d  s lo w ly  as i f  
d ra in ed  o f  a ll b lo o d .

C H A P T E R  I I
The Attic Room

SO M E O N E  screa m ed — a m an. H a r
lan P ra tt, in  the d o o rw a y , lo o k e d  

g h a st ly  as d ea th  its e lf . H is  eyes  w ere  
rou n d , fe a r -s tr ick e n , in c re d u lo u s . H e  
w as star in g , terr ified , at the l iv id  
m arks on  th e  th roa t o f  the co rp se . 
A ll  c o lo r  had d ra in ed  fr o m  h is  l ip s ;  
h is hands trem bled  v io le n t ly .

“ G ood  G od  I”  he sh riek ed . “ T h e  
cu rse— and th is can h appen  to  a n y  o f  
u s !”

P a ssin g  H arlan , M a rtin  M o g r id g e  
push ed  his w ay  in . B e h in d  h im  
tra iled  J o e l and A g a th a . T h e  o ld  
man tu rn ed  aw ay lo o k in g  s ick . J o e l  
B re e d ’ s b ru tish  fa ce  seem ed  to  sm irk . 
H e  p o in te d  a lean, b o n y  fin ger at 
S tep h en .

“ I w arn ed  yu h , d id n ’ t I ? ”  th e  se rv 
ant ca ck le d . “ I to ld  y u h  the o ld  
w om a n ’s cu rse  w o u ld  fo lleT  y u h . 
Y o u ’ ll d ie  th e  sam e w a y  an ’ so  w ill  
H a r l a n .  M a ry  M o g r id g e ’s w o rk . 
S h e ’s restless  in her grave— ”

“ Sh u t u p ! ” S tep h en  M o g r id g e  co m 
m an ded .

V a lia n t w as fin g e r in g  h is  d ra g o n ’s- 
head s t ic k p in . N o w  s te p p in g  in, he 
to o k  ch a rg e  w ith  co m p le te  a u th o r ity .

" A l l  o f  y o u  c lea r  ou t o f  here. Y o u , 
J o e l, g o  d ow n sta irs  and ca ll th e  
sh eriff, r ig h t  aw ay . T h e  rest o f  y o u  
w a it fo r  m e in the l iv in g  ro o m .”

In  tw o  m in u tes  h e  had th e  ro o m  
clea red , shut th e  d o o r  and lean ed  
again st it, h is  dark  ey es  f lick in g  abou t 
the room . It w as s ca n tily  fu rn is h e d . 
T h e r e  w as o n ly  th e  b ed , a rou g h  p in e - 
w o o d  table, a c o u p le  o f  b rok en  ch a irs , 
a sa g g in g , d resser  and a s c r e e n e d -o ff  
w ash stan d . V a lia n t sat d o w n  a b 
ru p tly , and stared  at th e  d ead  m an fo r  
a lon g  tim e. T h e n  he s to o d  up , sharp  
eyes  ro v in g  abou t the room . A  lo w  
w h istle  esca p ed  fr o m  h is  p u rsed  lip s .

S o iled  to w e ls  h u n g  on  a p la in  
w o o d e n  rack  b es id e  th e  w a sh sta n d . 
O n e  o f  the to w e ls  w as sta in ed  c r im 
son  w ith  b lo o d , as i f  som eon e  had 
w ip e d  d r ip p in g  h an ds on  it. H e  le ft  
the b lo o d y  to w e l e x a c t ly  as he had 
fo u n d  it. In  th e  w a sh b ow l, to o , th ere
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was a faint trace of blood where some
one had washed his hands, but there 
were only badly smeared fingerprints. 
HiB eyes searched the floor. He 
stooped quickly, picked up a tiny ob
ject under the stand. It was a gold 
cuff-link, initialed S. M.—Stephen 
Mogridge?

The detective’s frown deepened and 
settled. A clue so simple, obvious, di
rect, coupled with the bloodstained 
towel, created natural mistrust. Yet, 
not impossible. Anyway, someone, 
Stephen Mogridge p e r h a p s ,  had 
rolled up his sleeves, washed blood 
from murderous hands.

Valiant, slipped the cuff-link into a 
vest pocket, opened the door. He 
saw Joel Breed and Stephen standing 
at the head of the stairs, whispering, 
heads close together. When they saw 
him, Joel moved quickly away, nar
row forehead wrinkled, piglike eyes 
aflame with cunning and hatred.

“ I called the sheriff,” he said sul
lenly. “He’ll be out within half an 
hour. Anything else?”

Valiant eyed him sharply, shook his 
head. Joel turned and tramped slow
ly down the stairs. Instantly, Stephen 
moved close to Valiant.

'T want to talk to you,” he said. 
“ Yes,” Valiant fingered the stick

pin. “And I want to talk with you.” 
“What?” Stephen was nervous. 

His bloodshot eyes did not look at 
Valiant directly. "About Veronica?” 
Stephen gripped the agent’s arm con
vulsively. '‘Only a few minutes be
fore you arrived, Veronica was down
stairs. She was walking in her sleep. 
Lately, she does that often. She was 
in her nightdress!”

Valiant, tingling all over, merely 
said: "Where is she now?”

“ In her room, 1 think. The one 
next to George’s.”

“What! She didn’t wake up during 
all this commotion? Let’s take a 
look.”

Valiant moved quickly down the 
hall. The doorknob turned to his 
touch and the door opened. His hand 
groped along the wall, found the 
light switch, clicked it on.

Stephen choked back a stifled cry. 
Veronica lay full length on her bed,

her body strangely rigid, arms held 
stiffly at her sides. Her eyes were
open, blind, starkly staring. Valiant 
leaned over her. Even under the sud
den blare of light, her eyes did not 
blink, nor did she seem to see him. 
He saw dried blood on her white 
hands, the stain on her nightdress.

A strange shiver tingled through 
the detective. He had the macabre

remonition that something horrible,
idden, was being enacted before his 

eyes.
"Try to wake her up I” Stephen 

said through chattering teeth.
Valiant shook the girl. Her body 

moved but remained rigid, unbend
ing. The open eyes did not blink. 
For a second Valiant thought that 
the girl must be dead, but the regular 
rise and fall of her beautifully curved 
bosom denied that first impression.

“ Have you seen anything like this 
before?" he demanded at last.

"Don't ytru understand?” Stephen 
shrieked. "It’s Aunt Mary’s curse! 
The vampire—the marks on poor 
George’s throat! The demon-spirit 
entered into Veronica’s body. Good 
God!"

ghost murdered George!”
X w Valiant said. His fingers 

plunged into his vest pocket. "Rec
ognize this?” He held forth the 
initialed cuff-link.

He watched Stephen wilt. His 
height seemed to lessen. His shoul
ders sagged. His eyes bulged.

“ It’s—mine,” he breathed.
“ So I thought. I found it under the 

washstand in George's room. I also 
found a towel and a washbowl stained 
with blood."

“ But you don’t think—you can’t 
think— Good God, do you accuse me 
of murder?”

“ Anything,” Valiant said quietly, 
"seems likely to happen here. You 
could have killed George as easily as 
anyone else. Maybe you can explain 
the cuff-link there by the washstand?"

Stephen Mogridge pulled back one 
sleeve of his coat, baring the wrist. 
A cuff-link on the left was missing. 
He stared at the cuff incredulously. 
"I— I don’t know. I hadn’t missed
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it— no, not u n til ju s t  th is  m in u te ."
V a lian t g la n ced  at h im  k een ly . A  

bleak  sm ile  to u ch ed  the d e te c t iv e ’ s 
lip s.

' “ S om eh ow , I b e lieve  y ou . Y o u  act 
m ore  lik e  a m an a fra id  o f  b e in g  k illed  
than lik e  a k ille r . W e 'l l  see .”

V A L L A N T  s lip p e d  the cu ff-lin k  
back  in to  his vest p ock e t. T h e  

lo ca l p o lic e  w ere  tra m p in g  a cross  the 
liv in g  room s d ow n sta irs .

S h eriff A b n e r  W o o d  c lim b ed  the 
stairs w ith  h is g rou p  o f  th ree  d ep u ties  
beh ind  him . V a lia n t m ade h im se lf 
k n ow n , p resen ted  h is  cre d e n tia ls  and 
then  gave  a co n c is e  a cco u n t o f  w hat 
had h appened . A ft e r  W o o d  had 
v iew ed  the b od y  o f  G e o rg e  M o g - 
rid ge , V a lia n t led h im  to  the a d jo in 
ing  room  w h ere  V e ro n ica  lay. T h e  
sh eriff g u lp ed , b ack ed  out h u rr ied ly .

“ S eem s l ik e  a je d g m e n t o f  the A l 
m ig h ty ,” he said in aw ed  ton es . “ O l' 
M rs  M o g r id g e  a lw ays said  sh e ’ d com e 
back  fro m  the dead an' 1 reck on  she 
d id . T h a t gal is w itch e d . A n ’ her 
a lw ays  su ch  a n ice  y o u n g  th in g , t o o ! "

“ I ’m not ready , y e t, to  b e liev e  that 
a gh ost can d o  m u rd er ,’ ’ V a lia n t said 
a c id ly

“ Y o u n g  m an ,”  the sh e r iff  re torted  
h o tly , “ lik e ly  th ere ’s still som e th in g s  
y ou  d o n ’ t k n ow . I seen the b o d y  o ’ 
Jed P eters  an ’ I je s t  seen G eorg e . 
A n ' I kn ow  the o l ' lady was sot to  
com e back  fro m  her g r a v e !”

V a lian t saw  that he cou ld  get litt le  
help  fro m  A b n er  W o o d , w h o  d eparted  
a fter first rem ark in g  that “ he w ou ld  
have the co rp se s  took en  keer o f  soon  
as he co u ld .”

In the m orn in g  V a lia n t w as up and 
dressed  b e fo r e  five. A s the lig h t in 
creased  he w o r k e d  th o ro u g h ly  
th rou g h  the s ilen t house, w h ere  no 
on e  else  s tirred . L o o k in g  in o n ce  on  
V e ro n ica , he fo u n d  her s leep in g  
q u ie tly  T h e  stark r ig id ity  had le ft 
her b od y . H er eyes  w ere c lo sed , and 
she breathed  easily , n aturally .

F in ish ed  on the u pp er floor , V alian t 
fou n d  a steep , short ladder in a c o r 
ner that led to  the a ttic . H e m ounted  
upw ard  in to  co m p le te  darkness and 
d ra fty  co ld  T h ere , w h en  his p e n c il 
flash sh ot ou t b e tw een  trunks, b o x e s

a n d  d isca rd ed  h o u se h o ld  o b je c ts , h is  
ey e  ca u gh t s ig h t o f  a d o o r  h e ld  fa s t 
by  a stou t, o ld -fa s h io n e d  lo ck . O n e  
o f  the stap les  lo o k e d  w o b b ly .

V a lia n t g ra sp ed  the lo c k  w ith  b o th  
hands, p u lle d  hard. T h e  stap le  cam e 
aw ay ea sily . T h e  d o o r  g roa n ed  as he 
pushed  it o p en . H e  s lip p e d  th rou g h  
the a pertu re , and fo u n d  h im se lf in  a 
c lose t, in k y  b la ck .

T h e re , p resen tly , V a lia n t d is c o v 
ered  an unshaded  b u lb  that h u n g  fro m  
the r o o f .  H e sn ap ped  it on , and  fo u n d  
h im se lf s tan d in g  b y  a lo n g  k n ife -  
scarred  table u pon  w h ich  s to o d  sca t
tered b ottles  o f  co lo re d  liq u id s . H e  
sn iffed  tom e  o f  th em ; ch em ica ls  o f  
all k inds. A t  one s id e  o f  the table 
w ere  ran ged  a num ber o f  easels u p on  
w h ich  pain ted  canvases w ere  p la ced  
S om e lo o k e d  v e ry  o l d ;  o th ers  re c e n t
ly pain ted .

T h is , V a lia n t knew , m ust be the 
co u n try  w o rk ro o m  w h ere  S tep h en  
M o g r id g e , an art dealer s p e c ia liz in g  
in ea rly  A m e rica n  p a in tin gs , pa in s
ta k in g ly  clea n ed  and res to red  som e, 
at least, o f  h is pu rch ases . T h e  ch em 
ica ls  w ere used to w ash the a ccu m u 
lated g r im e  o f  yea rs  from  o ld  ca n 
vases B ut th is  w o u ld  m ean that 
S tep h en  had been  a reg u la r v is ito r  
here d u r in g  the o ld  aun t’ s l ife t im e . It  
was stran ge that he had n ot m en tion ed  
it.

V a lia n t's  sh rew d  eyes  exa m in ed  the 
stack ed  canvases, and on e  s in g le  d ark 
ened p a in tin g  in a w orm -ea ten  fram e 
on the w all. T h a t w as ce r ta in ly  n ot 
A m erica n  w ork . Ita lian , V a lia n t 
ju d g e d , p ro b a b ly  o ld  but n ot p a r t ic 
u larly  va lu able . A  cra zy  th in g , w h en  
su b je c te d  to c lo se r  in sp e ctio n .

T h e  dark canvas p o rtra y e d  a vam 
p ire  sp ir it  h o v e r in g  on  b a tlik e  w in gs^  
over the bed  o f  a s le e p in g  ch ild . T h e *  
eyes o f  the dread sp ir it  b u lg e d  h o r r i 
b ly  from  the v u ltu rin e  head, fixed  on 
the bared th roat o f  the ch ild . V a lia n t 
sh ivered  as he lo o k e d . I t  w as d e 
m on iac, te r r ib ly  e v il. H e  fe lt  a ru sh 
ing im pu lse  to sm ash a h eav y  fist 
th rou g h  th e  th in g , co m p le te ly  d e s tro y  
it, rem ove  it fo r e v e r  fr o m  the s ig h t 
o f  all m en. A n d  ju s t  then  he g la n ced  
d ow n , s tru ck  m o tio n le ss .

T h e  d e te c t iv e ’ s ey es  rested  on  a
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heap o f  d isca rd ed  b u rla p , o ld  ropes 
and rags flung in to  a c o m e r . From  
the tan gled  heap p ro tru d ed  a pair o f  
fee t clad  in stou t b row n  shoes and 
lig h te r  so ck s  w ith  w h ite  c lo ck s . T h e 
toes  w ere  spread -eag led  far apart. 
T h e  h eels  a lm ost touched .

H e th ru st the heap o f  rags to  one 
s id e . T h e  body  he saw was ly in g  face  
d ow n , the arms cru m pled  beneath  it. 
V alian t g r ip p ed  the sh ou ld ers  arid 
heaved it over on its back . T h e  fa ce  
o f  H arlan Pratt, th e  law yer, stared 
s ig h tle ss ly  up at him .

A n  unm istakable o d or  o f  ether 
perm eated  the rags, seem ed to  em a
nate fro m  every  p ore  o f  P ra tt ’s b o d y  
O n e o f  the b ottles  on  the table. V a l
iant rem em bered, con ta in ed  ether. 
W h e n  V aliant saw  the vam pire  m arks 
on P ratt’s throat, h is hands bun ch ed  
in to  fists, t ig h ten ed  co n v u ls iv e ly .

T h ere  w ere  tw o  ja g g e d  gashes 
m a tch in g  in  every  deta il th e  h o rr ib le  
m arks on  slain G eorg e  M o g r id g e 's  
th roa t— the sam e d is tin c t, unm istak 
able m arks o f  m urder.

C H A P T E R  I I I  
The Key

A  S E C O N D  elapsed , then  V a lia n t 
started , becam e aw are o f  hoarse, 

spa sm od ic b r e a t h i n g  p u m p in g  
th rou gh  the la w y e r ’s n os tr ils . H is  
eyes w iden ed . H is  ea ger hand sou g h t 
H arlan ’ s ch est. F a in tly , but re g u la r 
ly , he fe lt  the heart beat. S till a live  I 

V alian t lif te d  the h eavy  b o d y , 
6tttmbled for  a step  or tw o  and then  
su cceed ed  in b a la n cin g  it o n  h is  
sh ou ld er. H e got th rou g h  th e  d o o r  
w ith o u t d ifficu lty . T h e  steep  fligh t 
o f  steps presented  a m o re  d ifficu lt  
p rob lem . O n ce  he n ea r ly  fe l l ,  bu t 
fina lly  reach ed  the b o tto m  w ith o u t  an
other m ishap. T h e re  he s h ifte d  H a r
lan ’ s w eigh t and started  fo rw a rd . T h e  
co rr id o r  w as a sh ad ow ed  tu n n el, lea d 
in g  in to  sem i-tw ilig h t.

V a lian t had b are ly  taken  th ree  
steps w h en  a figu re  s u d d e n ly  de
tach ed  its e lf  fro m  the g lo o m , s te p p e d  
in fro n t  o f  him . O ld  M artin  M o g -  
r id g e l  O n  the o ld  m an ’s fa c e  waa

cu r io s ity , ra th er than d e e p  co n ce rn .
"D e a d ? ”  he q u a vered , p o in t in g  a 

sh ak in g  fin ger at H arlan . ’ ’S erves
him  righ t, w hat I s a y ! H e ’ s been  a 
m e d d lin ’ fo o l  ever  s in ce  he put f o o t  
in  th is h ou se .”

"Y o u  dam n ed  o ld  bu zzard  I”  V a l 
iant sn apped . " H e ’s n ot dead. G et 
h e lp  r ig h t  aw ay. I f  he liv es  to  ta lk , 
w e  m ay have the m u rd erer  n a b b e d !”

S om eon e  je r k e d  at th e  b o d y  on  h is 
sh ou ld er . H e  w h ir le d , c o n fro n te d  
th e  p re tty  but r e p u ls iv e ly  tw is te d  
fa c e  o f  th e  crazed  crea tu re , H elen . 
U n h o ly  jo y  w as e x p re sse d  on  h er 
fea tu res . H er s lo e -b la ck  ey es  sh one 
lik e  p o lish e d  paten t lea th er. H e r  
m ou th  w as op en , lip s  d raw n  back  o v e r  
the gum s, s h o w in g  her teeth .

"H a -h a ! H e ’s re la x ed  n o w ,”  she 
scream ed , ja b b in g  v ic io u s ly  at H a r
lan ’ s fa ce . “ H e ’ ll s leep , n o t d re a m !”

W it h  h is fr e e  hand, V a lia n t  sh ov ed  
her aside. She b a ck ed  a w ay  c r o u c h 
in g , rem in d in g  V a lia n t o f  a s p itt in g  
cat w ith  a rch ed  b ack  and ru ffled  fu r .

“ K eep  her fr e e  o f  m e,”  V a lia n t 
sn apped  at the o ld  m an. H e  ca rr ied  
the b o d y  to  a b e d ro o m  and w as d is 
p o s in g  o f  it on the b ed  w h en  he saw  
S teph en  s ta n d in g  in the d o o rw a y . 
V e ro n ica , fa ce  w h ite  and d is to rte d , 
appeared  b eh in d  h im . In  a fe w  w o rd s  
V a lia n t to ld  S tep h en  h o w  he had 
com e  a cross  P ra tt, u n co n s c io u s , in the 
a ttic . W h ile  he w as ta lk in g  he 
w a tch ed  V e r o n ic a ’ s lo v e ly  fa ce . T h e  
g ir l  lis ten ed  w ild -e y e d  to e v e ry  w ord , 
her fa ce  a b a ttle fie ld  o f  co n flic t in g  
em otion s .

“ I f  w e  can g e t  a d o c to r  q u ic k ly ,”  
V a lia n t said  fin a lly , “ he m ay have a 
ch a n ce . T h e  eth er seem s to  have 
a ffe c te d  h im  m o re  than the loss  o f  
b lo o d .”

In  a daze, S tep h en  le ft  the room  to 
te le p h o n e  fo r  th e  d o c to r . V a lia n t, 
l e f t  a lon e  w ith  V e r o n ic a  d id  n ot take 
h is ey es  fr o m  her.

“ D o  y o u  rea lly  th in k  he w ill  l iv e ? ”  
the g ir l  w h isp ered .

“ I t ’ s t o o  so o n  to  sa y ,"  V a lia n t re 
p lied . “ N o w  I m ust ask, d o  y o u  re 
m em ber g o in g  u p  to  the a ttic  last 
n ig h t ? ”

H er 9m all w h ite  fin gers  flew  to  her 
th roa t. S h e p u t th em  d o w n , look ed
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at th em  as i f  she s t ill  c o u ld  see  b lo o d  
on  them . H er eyes  d ila ted , w id e  w ith  
s tr ick e n  h orror .

“ N o— o. I m ean— I d o n ’t k n o w — ”  
“ Y o u  w a lk ed  in  y o u r  s leep  last 

n ig h t ,’ ’ V a lia n t w en t on  ra p id ly  in a 
b lu n t, c l ip p e d  v o ice . “ B e fo r e  G eorg e  
w as m u rd ered . S tep h en  saw  y ou . 
W h e n  I w e n t in  to  lo o k  fo r  y o u , y ou  
w e re  r ig id , ca ta le p tic . Y o u r  eyes 
w e re  op en  b u t y o u  d id  n o t see or 
hear us. D o  y o u  rem em ber a n y th in g  
abou t th a t?”

HE R  sh a d ow ed  e y e lid s  flu ttered .
V a lia n t to o k  a step  tow a rd  her. 

She w aved  h im  o ff  and fo r c e d  h e rse lf  
to  stand p ro u d ly  erect. She seem ed  
to  be s tra in in g  to  rem em ber. H er 
sm ooth  b ro w  w as trou b led  w ith  a 
d eep , p u zz led  fro w n . A  h arried  lo o k  
ba ttled  in her eyes.

“ I— I do rem em ber som eth in g  v ery  
v a g u e ly ,”  she said  at last. “ L a te ly , 
I have n o t been  w e ll. I dream  d rea d 
fu l  th in g s .”

“ L ik e  w h a t? ”
She ca u g h t her breath , tra in ed  her 

ey es  sq u a re ly  on  V a lia n t ’ s. " I  dream  
A u n t  M a ry  is h o v e r in g  over m e, u rg 
in g  me to  d o  te r r ib le  th in g s. O h , 
p lea se  b e lie v e  m e ! I k n ow  it sou n d s 
— im p oss ib le . I ca n 't  rem em ber w a lk 
in g  d ow n sta irs , but som eh ow — I d id  
dream  abou t b e in g  up in the a ttic  last 
n ig h t .”

T re m b lin g  w ith  ea gern ess . V a lia n t 
m e re ly  s a id : “ G o  o n ! Y ou  w ere  up 
in the a ttic . W h a t d id  you  d o  th ere? 
W h y  d id  y o u  g o ? "

T h e  g ir l  fro w n e d . “ I— I can ’ t seem  
to rem em ber.”  She w as s ilen t a s e c 
on d , th in k in g  hard. “ N o, i f  I was 
there, I d o n ’ t k n o w  w h y ."

“ D id  y o u  see H arlan  P ra tt up 
th e re ?  D o  y o u  rem em ber figh tin g  
w ith  him , s t r u g g lin g ? ”

V a lia n t to o k  a step  tow a rd  the s till 
g ir l . She w as sh iv e r in g  but she m an
a ged  to  put som e s tren g th  in her v o ice  
as she c r ie d :  “ N o, I— ”  T ea rs
trem bled  in her eyes . “ W h y  are y ou  
to r tu r in g  m e? W h a t  have I d o n e ? ” 

B e fo r e  V a lia n t co u ld  answ er, she 
fled fro m  the room . H e  w a ited  u n til 
he heard her d o o r  op en  and close . 
T h e n  he s tro d e  a fte r  her. In  fr o n t

o f  her d o o r , he paused . H e a r in g  n o  
sou n d  fr o m  w ith in , h e  tu rn ed  th e  
k n o b  and  op en ed  th e  d o o r . V e r o n ic a  
w as s ta n d in g  b e fo r e  her d resser , l o o k 
in g  d o w n  at som eth in g  she h e ld  in  h er 
hand— a s h in in g  k ey .

S ee in g  V a lia n t in  the d o o rw a y , h er  
fa ce  ch a n g ed  c o lo r .  She retrea ted  b e 
fo r e  h im . H e  a d va n ced  tow a rd  her. 
S u d d e n ly  his hand  sh ot ou t , sn a tch ed  
the k e y  fr o m  her fin gers . F o r  a s e c 
on d  she fa ce d  h im  a n g r ily — and  th en  
all her se lf -p o s se s s io n  c o lla p s e d . S h e  
th rew  h e rse lf  on  h er b ed , s o b b in g  c o n 
v u ls iv e ly . V a lia n t lo o k e d  d o w h  at 
h er f o r  a se con d , sh ru g g ed  and w e n t 
ou t in to  the co r r id o r .

S tep h en  cam e up  the sta irs.
V a lia n t thrust ou t th e  k e y  b e fo r e  

h is eyes.
“ E v er see th is b e fo r e ? ”
S tep h en  p a led . H e  p u t fo r th  a 

trem b lin g  hand , to u ch e d  th e  k ey . 
T h e n  he n o d d e d .

“ Y e s , it ’ s m in e. It  u n lo ck s  the d o o r  
to  m y w o r k r o o m  in  the a ttic . W h e r e  
d id  y o u  g e t  i t ? ”

"N e v e r  m in d  that, n ow . T h e  d o c 
to r  h asn ’t co m e ?  W e ’ ll have to  try  
to  rev iv e  H arlan  w ith ou t h is  h elp . 
G et A g a th a  to  m ake up  a b ow l o f  
s tro n g  w h isk e y  and co ffe e . T e ll  J oe l 
to  g o  a fte r  the d o c to r  and  n ot to  com e  
back  w ith o u t  him . S om eh ow  H arlan  
m ust be m ade to  ta lk .”

D u r in g  the n ex t h our, u nder V a l
ian t’s  m in is tra tion s , H arlan  ra llied  to  
a ce r ta in  ex ten t bu t rem ain ed  in  a 
sem i-com a tose , h a lf  d e lir io u s  state. 
It  w as a lm ost n o o n  w h en  at last he 
seem ed  to  be re s t in g  m ore  ea sily .

A t  V a lia n t ’ s o rd e rs , th e  h o u seh o ld  
se ttled  d o w n  to  a b e la ted  b rea k fa st, a 
grim , s ilen t m eal. V e r o n ic a  d id  n ot 
appear. A ga th a  B re e d , g ru m b lin g , 
to o k  a tray  o f  fo o d  to  h er room . E v en  
M artin  M o g r id g e , u su a lly  to o  ta lk a 
tive , w as s ilen t, w o r r ie d - lo o k in g . 
A ft e r  b reak fast, V a lia n t d is co v e re d  
h im  in an oth er room , h u n ch e d  o v e r  a 
b ook . T h e  d e te c t iv e  a p p ro a ch e d  on  
t ip toe , g la n ced  o v e r  h is  sh ou ld er . T h e  
b o o k  w as o ld , its  p a g es  y e l lo w . V a l 
iant re a d :

Through the early Renaissance 
period, Europe was much troubled by 
those ghoulish spirits which tak« up
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their abode in living men end Woman. 
T h e number o f  case* reached •- total 
ao ataggering that the Pope gave per
mission to open graves o f suspected 
vampires- One fam ous notable instance 
describes how Bernadino Perluzzi, 
grandfather o f the artist whose tittle 
eon was sacrificed to these devils. 
Opened the greve of a certain Duke 
Measini whom he suspected as having 
taken the life  o f his son.

T h e Duke's eyes once closed by 
death, were wide open, the cheeks 
were flashed with rich color. The lips 
Were red and full. Perluzzi had the 
warlock’s heart pierced with an aspen 
stake. A great fountain of blood  
splashed in the air. Instantaneously, 
tile touch of corruption to which flesh 
Is heir came Into the face. The false 
color faded to ashes and dust. The  
stam p cheeks sagged, the Hesh writhed. 
Soon the corpse was no more than 
skeleton. The later Perluzzi Is sup
posed to have painted a picture of 
this frightful scene.

T e n s e ly  cu riou s , V a lia n t s tep p ed  
fo rw a rd . In stan tly  the o ld  man 
c lo s e d  the b ook  w ith  a b a n g ; sp ran g  
t o  h is feet.

“ H ere  it i s ! "  he scream ed , p o u n d in g  
th e  b ook  w ith  h is fist. “ E v e ry th in g  
w r itten  dow n . M ary  M o g r id g e  k n ew  
e v e r y  page  o f  it. N ow  she’ s com e 
back  fro m  the grave  to  ha'nt us. A n d  
sh e ’ ll k ill every  one o f  us a fo r e  she’ s 
th ro u g h  I”

V A L L A  N T  lis te n e d  h o  m ore. H e  
w as su rp rised  that He sh ou ld  

fe e l  d istu rb ed  b y  w h at he read. N o n 
sen se  and o ld  w iv e s ’  tales- S t ill  . . .

W h e n  J oe l B reed  retu rn ed  w ith  the 
v illa g e  p h y sic ia n . V a lia n t fou n d  them  
in  con v ersa tion  w ith  A b n er  W o o d , 
th e  sh e riff . H e  e sco r ted  the d o cto r  
u p sta irs  to  H arlan ’ s room . A ft e r  an 
exa m in a tion  w ith  s te th o sco p e  and 
th erm om eter, the d o c to r  declared  
H arlan  to  b e  o u t o f  d an ger . H e  p re 
scr ib ed  rest and q u ie t. W h e n  he 
sp o k e  abou t the w ou n d s  in H arlan 's  
th roa t, the d o c to r  w as d o u b tfu l.

“ I w o u ld n ’ t lik e  to  attem pt any e x 
p la n a tion  o f  th ose  m arks," he m u t
tered , sh ak in g  h is head. ’ T v e  never 
seen  a n y th in g  lik e  them  b e fo r e — e x 
ce p t  on  J e d  P eters  and G eorg e . 
Maybe an anim al’s  teeth  co u ld  m ake 
th em  but— lo o k  at that m ark  at the 
left! A lm o s t  a qu arter-in ch  w id e .

A n d  It lo o k s  p r e t t y  d e e p  to o ."  
V a l ia n t  n o d d e d .
" D o c t o r ,  th e re 's  on e  q u e s tio n  I ’v e  

been  w a n tin g  to  ask y o u . In  y o u r  
o p in io n , h o w  lo n g  had  J e d  P e te rs  
b een  dead  w h en  y o u  saw  th e  b o d y  
S a tu rd ay  m o rn in g .”

T h e  d o c to r  pau sed .
“ A b o u t  fifteen  o r  s ix te e n  h ou rs , 

I ’ d say. I t  w as a bou t n o o n  w h en  I  
m ade the e x a m in a tion . W h y ? ”  

"T h a t  m ig h t h e lp ,”  V a lia n t said  
6 o ft ly . " I t  fixes the m u rd er a b ou t 
m id n ig h t. I ’ ll ch e ck  on  that.”  

H o u rs  a fte r  the d o c to r  had g on e , 
V a lia n t w as still on  w ateh  at H a r
lan 's  b ed s id e . D u sk  w as in v a d in g  the 
h ou se  w h en  the latter o p e n e d  h is  eyes , 
r e co g n ise d  the p r iv a te  d e te ct iv e , and 
sm iled  fe e b ly .

"F e e lin g  b e tte r? ”  a sk ed  V a lia n t. 
“ I 'v e  been w a it in g  h ou rs . C an y o u  
te ll me w hat h ap p en ed , n o w ? "

“ I can ’ t rem em ber m u ch ."  H arlan  
k n itted  h is  ey e b ro w s . “ S eem s to  m e 
I m ust have been  d e lir iou s . I rem em 
ber g o in g  to  bed , all r ig h t, and I  re 
m em ber— oh , y e s !  I t  w as the n o ise  in 
th e  a ttic . Y o u  k n ow , it ’ s d ir e c t ly  
o v e r  m y room . T h e  a ttic , I m ean. I  
heard  th e  n o ise  and w en t up. S om e
th in g  s w o o p e d  d ow n  on  me and— and 
th a t's  a ll I  re ca ll."

V a lia n t n od d ed . "Y o u  w ere  put 
ou t w ith  ether. D id n 't  you  see a n y 
on e, re c o g n iz e  a fa c e ? ”

" N o , it w as p itch  dark.”  H arla n ’s 
hand stra yed  to  h is  throat. “ It  h u rts  
lik e  b lazes. W h a t— ?”  H e fe lt  a 
ban dage and b is  eyes g re w  b ig  w ith  
fr ig h t . “ C ou ld  it— w as it— ”

“ It  was. Y o u  w ere  a ttacked  ju s t  
l ik e  G e o rg e  and J ed . L u c k ily , y o u  
p u lled  th rou g h . T h e  k ille r  p rob a b ly  
th ou gh t y o u  w ere  d ead ." H e m ov ed  
to  the d oor. "R e s t  q u ie tly  n ow . D o c 
to r ’ s o rd e rs .”

H e  le ft  th e  r o o m ; but ju s t  o v e r  th e  
th resh o ld  he s top p ed , fo r  he saw , o r  
th ou g h t he saw , in th e  s e m i-g lo o m , 
the d o o r  o f  V e ro n ica ’ s ro o m  c lo s in g . 
H e  listen ed  but co u ld  hear n o  sou n d  
o f  a n y  k in d . A ft e r  a w h ile , ju d g in g  
that he m ig h t have been  m istak en , 
V a lia n t w en t on  d ow n sta irs .

H e  s l ip p e d  o u t  in to  th e  g a t h e r in g  
duBk, c ir c le d  a ro u n d  t h e  h o u s e . C o o l
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e v e n in g  a ir ca ressed  h is  fa c e  g e n tly . 
F o r  th e  m om en t th e  te rro rs  th a t 
lu rk e d  w ith in  the f r o w n in g  o ld  h ou se  
seem ed  to  retrea t in to  th e  n ig h tm are  
k in g d o m  fro m  w h e n ce  th e y  cam e. 
V am pireB , p o ssess ion , a d ea d  w om a n ’s 
c u r s e ! M a d n ess , a ll o f  th a t!

I t  w as the o ld  h ou se  w ith  its  queer, 
m o o d y  in h a b ita n ts  that m ade su ch  
th in g s  seem  p o ss ib le . H e  g la re d  at it 
b a le fu l ly , as i f  it w ere  h is  p erson a l 
en em y , su rv e y in g  w ith  an a b su rd ly  
v e n om ou s  g la n ce  th e  r o t t in g  c la p 
boards , w ea th ered  and cra ck ed , the 
s a g g in g  r o o f  and  cru m b lin g  fo u n d a 
tion s.

S o m e th in g  he saw  th ere , sen t him
ru n n in g  fo rw a rd .

A  w ire  d a n g led  lo o se  aga in st the 
s id e  o f  the h ou se . V a lia n t g la n ced  
h a stily  at the n ea tly  severed  ends. S o  
s o m e b o d y  w as b e in g  v e r y  c a r e fu l!  
C ut te le p h o n e  w ir e s ! H e  b ega n  ru n 
n in g  back  tow a rd  the fr o n t  d o o r

C H A P T E R  I V  
The Last Victim

V  A L L A N T  w as su rp rised , a n x 
ious. w h en  he lo o k e d  in  on  the 

b ig  room  on  the le ft  and saw  it w as 
em p ty . O ld  M o g r id g e , J o e l, A ga th a , 
A b n e r  W o o d , V e ro n ica , w ere  n o 
w h ere  to  be seen . T h e  h ou se  was 
ra c k in g ly  q u iet. H e  cro sse d  to  the 
o th e r  room .

S tep h en  w as s t ill  s it t in g  in his 
ch a ir b e fo r e  th e  s lo w ly  d y in g  fire. 
B u t V a lia n t was s tru ck  at on ce  by 
so m e th in g  q ueer about h is p o s it io n . 
H e  lo o k e d  as i f  he w ere sou n d  asleep  
and yet

V a lia n t t ip to e d  a cross  th e  room , 
b ent o v er  h im  S tep h en  d id  n ot m ove . 
T h e  agen t s te p p e d  a rou n d  h im , lo o k e d  
in to  his fa ce .

S tep h en  M o g r id g e ’s head had 
su nk  to  h is ch est. T h e  nape o f  h is 
n e ck  w as in fu ll  v iew . T h e re  w as a 
m in u te  d rop  o f  b lo o d  ju s t b e lo w  the 
hair line that lo o k e d  as i f  it m igh t 
have been  m ade b y  a p in -p r ick .

V a lia n t l i f t e d  th e  head, b rou g h t the 
fa c e  in to  v iew . H e  d rew  back  a s tep  
fr o m  the h id e o u s  th in g  b e fo r e  h im .

S ig h tle s s , p ro trud in g  eyes stared 
b a c k  at h im  ou t o f  a s t il l  fa c e  d is 
to r te d  w ith  h o rro r . H a rd en ed  as he 
w as to  v io le n t  death , V a lia n t f e l t  
sh ak en . S tep h en ’s  w h ite  c o lla r  w as 
soa k ed  w ith  b lo o d . T h e r e  w ere  the 
te llta le  gash es  d e e p  in  h is  th roa t— th e  
va m p ire  teeth .

V a lia n t c a r e fu lly  p ic k e d  o f f  a 
stra n d  o f  hair on  th e  la p e l o f  the 
m an ’s coa t. It w a s  lo n g , b lo n d —  
V e ro n ica 's . O th e r  hairs, th e  sam e, 
w ere  c le n ch e d  t ig h t ly  in  S te p h e n ’s 
c lo s e d  fist.

T u r n in g  fr o m  th e  s lu m p ed  b o d y , 
V a lia n t s to o d  b e fo r e  the fire, h is  m in d  
a ta n g le  o f  on ru sh in g  ideas. H is  
th o u g h ts  w en t back  w ith  a rush o v er  
th e  g ro u n d  he had co v e re d  s in ce  ho 
cam e in to  th is  d read  h ou se . S u d d e n ly  
he started .

In  h is  m in d , th e  od d  p ie c e s  o f  th e  
p u zz le  s lip p e d  in to  p la ce  as in to  fixed  
g r o o v e s . A  g r im  gr in  cam e to  the 
d e te c t iv e ’ s lip s  and h is  hand d rew  up, 
fin gered  th e  s t ic k p in  d ra gon  in  h is  tie . 
H e  w en t ou t o f  the room  to  the 
k itch en .

O ld  M a rt in  M o g r id g e  w as seated  in  
a cha ir, w h it t lin g  at a p ie c e  o f  w o o d . 
H e  b lin k e d  s u s p ic io u s ly  at V a lia n t, 
but said  n o th in g .

“ W h e r e ’s J o e l  and A g a th a ? ”  
q u er ied  V a lia n t casu a lly .

“ G on e  ou t, I r e c k o n ,’’ th e  o ld  m an 
g ru m b led . T h e n  p e t t is h ly : " F a c t  is, 
I  d on 't  k n ow , d o n ’ t k eer ."

Im m ed ia te ly  V a lia n t w en t in to  H a r
lan P ra tt ’ s room . T h e  la w y er  w as 
lo o k in g  a l it t le  better, but he w as 
irr ita b le , A s  60on  as V a lia n t en tered , 
he sh oved  a b o w l o f  b ro th  u n der the 
a g e n t ’s nose.

“ Sm ell th a t !”  he s to rm ed . “ T a ste
i t ! ”

V a lia n t d id  so. T h e  o d o r  w as fa in t, 
but the taste w as s l ig h t ly  b itte r . V a l
iant spat ou t the liq u id .

“ W h o  gave  th is  to  y o u ? ”
“ A g a th a  B re e d ,”  H arla n  re p lie d . 

“ I was s u sp ic io u s  o f  th e  w a y  she 
a cted . She in s isted  on  s ta y in g  w ith  
m e until I fin ish ed  v e r y  d ro p . I  g o t  
rid  o f  h er fin a lly . W h e n  I tasted  the 
b ro th . I saw  th ro u g h  th e  d ir ty  p lans. 
B y  heaven , I th in k  she w a n ted  t o  k ill 
m e.”
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" I t  m ay  be p o is o n .”  V a lia n t 
fro w n e d . T h e n  he to ld  H arlan  that 
S tep h en  had been  m u rd ered , w atch ed  
a c lo u d  o f  h o rro r  d arken  h is face .

“ A ga th a  1”  H arlan  cr ied . "S h e ’s 
b eh in d  th e  w h o le  t h in g !”

V a lia n t sh ru g g ed .
“ I can ’t ex p la in  this b ow l o f  p o i 

son ed — i f  it is d ru g g e d — broth , but 
I 'm  p os itiv e  I k n ow  the k ille r  o f  
S tep h en  and G e o rg e .”

“ W h o ? "
V aliant re fu sed  to an sw er that 

q u estion  d ir e c t ly .
"V e r o n ic a  is m ix e d  up in it som e 

h ow . P erh ap s, th o u g h , the real k ille r  
is u s in g  h er.”

H arlan  sm iled  cy n ic a lly .
“ D o n ’ t te ll m e y o u  b e lie v e  in  that 

S tu ff?  I t ’ s absu rd— im p o s s ib le ! T h e  
idea  that M a ry  M o g r id g e  co u ld  return  
fr o m  th e  grave, en ter V e r o n ic a ’s 
b o d y — “

“ I d id n ’t say a n y th in g  abou t M a ry  
M o g r id g e ,"  the d e te ct iv e  rem in d ed  
h im .

“ Y o u  m ean on e  o f  the fa m ily ?  B ut 
th a t ’ s in s a n e !"

“ Y o u  su sp ect A g a th a  ju st because  
she isn 't a r e la t iv e ? ”

“ S h e  ga ve  m e that b it te r  b roth , 
d id n ’ t s h e ? ”

“ S o  you  say. B u t a n y on e  co u ld  
have tam pered  w ith  it. B es id es , w h y  
sh ou ld  A g a th a  w ant to  w ip e  ou t y o u r  
fa m ily ? ”

“ B eca u se  she hates us. She hates 
us a ll, I te ll y o u .”

V a lia n t sh ook  h is  head . "E x c u s e  
m e, but I ’ m n ot b u y in g  that on e  a n y  
m ore .”

H arlan  lo o k e d  tro u b le d .
“ I  fe e l it o n ly  fa ir  to  te ll y ou , M r. 

V a lia n t, that I shall act f o r  any o f  m y  
re la tiv es  w h om  y ou  accu se . A n d  I 
shall dem and  that y o u  p ro d u ce  a b so 
lu te  p r o o f .”

“ I ’ ll  have p r o o f  b e fo r e  I  act, M r. 
P ratt. B e  sure o f  that. B u t n o w  I 
w a n t to  ta lk  w ith  V e ro n ica . S tep h en  
M o g r id g e ’ s death  has b itten  d eep  u n 
d er m y  sk in . It w as m y  fa u lt he d ied . 
I ’ ve  had p le n ty  o f  e v id e n ce  co n c e r n 
in g  V e ro n ica  fro m  the first,”

“ Y o u  m ean— sh e ’ s fa k in g  that s le e p 
w a lk in g ? ”

V a lia n t  s h o o k  h is head. “ S h e ’s

fa k in g  n o th in g ,”  he said  q u ie t ly .
" B u t ” — P ra tt ’ s v o ic e  g r e w  s h r ill—  

“ y o u  d o n ’ t th in k  she com m its  th ose  
h id eou s  cr im e s  w ith o u t  k n o w in g  
w hat sh e 's  d o in g ?  I k n o w  V e ro n ica  
w as a lw a ys  an o d d  so rt o f  ch i ld — d e f 
in ite ly  n e u ro tic , I ’ d say— and M a ry ’ s 
death  m ay have a ffe c te d  her, b u t— ” 

“ A f t e r  each  k il l in g ,”  V a lia n t asked , 
“ w h ose  hands w ere  b lo o d y ?  W h o  
had th e  k ey  to  S te p h e n ’s w o rk s h o p  
w h ere  y o u  w ere  a tta ck e d ?  P ratt, 
V e ro n ica  is in  th is  th in g  up  to  h er 
ears .”

“ In  o th er  w ord s , y o u  th in k  V e ro n ica  
is a b lo o d -c ra z e d  m o n ste r— no, it ca n ’t 
b e ! T h is  m a d h ou se  is d o in g  th in g s  
to  y o u r  m in d . V a lia n t .”

T h e  d e te c t iv e  rose , w ea rily .
“ W h e re  are y o u  g o in g  n o w ? ”  th e  

in ju red  la w y er ask ed .
“ T o  see V e r o n ic a . I ’m g o in g  to 

m ake h er ta lk  I”

V A L L A N T  en tered  the g i r l ’ s room  
w ith ou t k n o ck in g . V e r o n ic a  

w as ly in g  on  the b ed . S e e in g  h im , 
she sp ra n g  up in w ild  alarm , began  
e d g in g  aw ay fr o m  him . H e cam e a 
fe w  steps nearer and rea ch ed  out h is 
hand tow a rd  her. In  it lay th e  strands 
o f  h a ir he had taken  fro m  S te p h e n ’s 
dead  b o d y . She ch e ck e d  a scream  as 
she saw  w hat th e y  w e r e : h er ow n , 
and b lo o d sta in e d .

V a lia n t b egan  ta lk in g  to  h er in a 
q u ie t, s tea d y  v o ice , s o o th in g  her litt le  
b y  litt le . T h e  g ir l ’ s ten se  b o d y  re 
la xed . She sat d o w n  on  th e  b ed , a d o 
c i le , su b m iss iv e  e x p re s s io n  on  h er 
fa ce .

F o r  tw e n ty  m in u tes  he sp o k e  w ith 
ou t a break .

“ B u t h o w — h o w  c o u ld  I  d o  su ch  
th in g s ? ”  she sh u d d ered .

“ T h e r e  have b een  s im ila r cases, 
V e ro n ica . T h a n k  heaven  th e y ’ re 
rare. Y o u  are n ot to  b lam e. Y o u  w ere  
not y o u r s e lf .  Y o u  w ere  o b e y in g  so m e 
th in g  b e y o n d  y o u r  c o n tr o l— som e
th in g  s tro n g e r  than y o u r  ow n  w ill . 
N o w  y o u  m ust lis ten , and d o  e x a c t ly  
as I te ll you . W il l  y o u ? ”

“ O f  co u r se ,”  the g ir l said . “ E v en  
th o u g h  I d o n 't  u n d erstan d — ”

“ Y o u  w ill un derstan d , V e r o n ic a . I 
p rom ise . A n d  y o u ’ ll n ev er  re g re t
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■ single thing I ask you to do."
V e w w ie a  heard th e  d e te c t iv e 's  in 

s tru c tion *  a tte n t iv e ly  as a ch ild  
lea rn in g  an o b scu re  lesson  it  d oes  n ot 
e n tire ly  com p reh en d .

F ifte e n  m in u tes  later, Bhe s to o d  on 
the th resh o ld  o f  H arlan  P ra tt ’s room . 
She w en t s tra ig h t to  th e  m an on  the 
b ed .

“ H arlan , I  m u st speak  to  y o u ,”  6he
said.

V alia n t, co n ce a le d  In the sh ad ow s 
b eh in d  her, cou ld  see P ra tt ’s f r ig h t 
en ed  face .

“ C lo se  the d oor , V e ro n ica ,”  he c o m 
m anded .

She sh ut the d o o r .
In  the hall, V a lia n t started  fo r  the 

head o f  the stairs. H e  d id  n ot d e 
scen d  h ow ever , bu t d ou b led  on  h is 
track s  and m oved  back  on t ip to e . A t  
the rear o f  the hall, he a scen ded  the 
6teep  sta irs  that led  to  the a ttic . H e 
m oved  n o w  w ith  q u i e t  ca u tion , 
squ atted  on  h is  h ee ls  and w a ited . 
M in u tes  t ick e d  b y  s lo w ly .

A  q u a rter-h ou r  passed  b e fo r e  he 
heard  a fa in t o u t c r y  fr o m  b e low . E ven  
then  he d id  n ot stir . I t  to o k  all h is 
6 tron g  w ill  p o w e r  to  k eep  fro m  ru sh 
in g  dow n . A t  last, p a tien ce  w as re 
w arded  w ith  the sou n d  fo r  w h ich  he 
w a ited . It w as a ja n g lin g  scream  o f  
te rror  fro m  a m an ’s th roa t.

H E heard a d o o r  slam , then  the d i 
m in ish in g  sou n d  o f  h eels on 

th e  stairs H e was d ow n  the sh ort 
fligh t in a tw in k lin g , ru n n in g  fo r  
H a r la n ’ s d o o r . T h ere  he s to o d , tran s
fixed  w ith  h orror . H arlan  lay s till, 
e y e s  g lazed  w ith  fr ig h t . T h e  ban d age 
w h ich  had been  w rap ped  about h is 
th roat had been torn  aw ay.

V a lia n t sh ook  h im . A t  last hrs 
fre n z ie d  e y e s  op en ed . A s  i f  in an 
sw er to  a q u estion  lea p in g  fro m  V a l
ia n t ’ s eyes , he n od d ed .

“ She a ttacked  m e?”  H e sh uddered . 
“ She tr ied  to tear m y  th roat w ith  her 
teeth . Tt— it w as h orr ib le . Y o u  w ere  
r ig h t V a lia n t— I— ”

T h e  law yer sank back  in  a dead 
fa in t.

V a lia n t lo o k e d  d ow n  at h im  f o r  a 
s e c o n d , then dashed  fro m  the room . 
In  th e  d ow n sta irs  h a ll, a p p a re n tly

gathered by Harlan’s screams, were 
old Mogridge, Agatha and Abner 
Wood.

“ I t ’ s n o th in g ,”  V a lia n t flu n g  at 
them . “ M r . Prartt w as asleep  and had 
a n ig h tm a re .”

T h e y  a cce p te d  th e  ex p la n a tion  
w ith o u t  com m en t. A g a th a  re tu rn ed  t o  
the k itch en . V a lia n t w e n t ou t on  th e  
p orch . H is  r ig h t  hand fin gered  th e  
d ra gon  s t ick p in , a n g ry  b eca u se  b is  
hand w as sh ak in g . Fear, c u r io s ity , 
a k in d  o f  n ervou s a n x ie ty  h e ld  e v e ry  
m u scle  tigh t.

H e  w a lk ed  ca u tio u s ly  a rou n d  th e
s id e  o f  the h ouse to  the p la ce  w h ere , 
th is  a fte rn o o n , he had n o tice d  the 
severed  p h on e  w ire . T h e n  he saw  
V e ro n ica , a w h ite , g h o s t ly  sh adow , 
s ta n d in g  q u ie t ly  there, a ll a bsorb ed  
as i f  she w ere  w o r k in g  at som e th in g  
w ith  great co n ce n tra tio n . H er w h ite  
hands held  a k n ife  w h ose  b la d e  g l it 
tered  d u lly . C u ttin g  p h on e  w ir e s ! 
B u t th e  w ires  w ere  a lread y  cu t— had 
been  cu t fo r  an h ou r, at least.

W a s  the g ir l  a u to m a tica lly  rep ea t
in g  a p re v io u s  a c t io n ?  F o r  a m om en t 
V a lia n t w a tch ed  w ith  p r ick lin g  sca lp  
as V e ro n ica  saw ed in te n t ly  at th e  end 
o f  a d a n g lin g  strand.

“ V e r o n ic a !”  he ca lled  s o ft ly .
T h e re  w as n o  s ig n  o f  r e c o g n it io n  in 

her b lank  fa ce . H er eyes  w ere  g la zed , 
starin g . S u d d e n ly  a fro w n  sh a d ow ed  
her s t ill  e x p re ss io n . In s t in c t iv e ly , as 
i f  he w ere  fa ced  by  a w ild  cat. V a lia n t  
d rew  back . T h e  g ir l  s tirred , to o k  on e  
c r o u ch in g  step  tow a rd  him .

“ V e r o n ic a !”  he said  sh arp ly .
She flung h e rse lf  at h im  w ith o u t 

fu r th e r  w a rn in g . She m ov ed  as i f  on  
sp r in g s , co v e r in g  the fe w  fe e t  that 
separated  them  in a fly in g  leap. V a l
iant had a co n fu se d  im p r e ss io n  o f  h er 
d is to rted  face  h o v e r in g  o v e r  h im  lik e  
the fa ce  o f  an ev il a n g e l. T h e n  he 
w ent dow n , sp raw lin g .

C la w in g  fingers b it  in to  h is  ch eek . 
H e saw  her b lo o d sta in e d  lip s , c r u e lly  
parted  over w h ite  teeth , re a ch in g  
h u n g r ily  f o r  h is  th roa t.

T h e re  cam e th e  s lig h t  im p a ct o f  a 
step  b eh in d  h im . V a lia n t fo u g h t  
clea r o f  V e r o n ic a ’ s c lu tc h in g  arm s, 
tr ied  to  rise.

C o ld  stee l o f  a g u n  m u zz le  p u sh ed
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hard aga in st h is  n eck  fr o z e  the d e 
te c t iv e  to  im m o b ility . A  v o ic e  g ra te d :

“ Q u ie t !  P u t y o u r  hands b eh in d  
y o u r  b a c k !”

T h e r e  w as an o m in ou s  u n d ercu r
rent o f  th rea ten ed  m u rd er im p lic it  in 
th e  w ord 6 . V a lia n t o b ey ed  p rom p tly . 
H e  fe lt  a ro p e  lo o p  about h is w rists , 
t ig h te n  w ith  a sk in -b rea k in g  je rk . H e 
ga ve  a v ic io u s  tw ist, tr ied  to get h is 
han ds clear. T h e  rop e  held  ; the knot 
t ig h ten ed .

A  m an s te p p e d  arou n d  him  in to  h is 
lin e  o f  v is io n . In  the uncertain  lig h t 
V a lia n t d is t in g u ish e d  the fa ce  o f  H a r
lan P r a t t !

C H A P T E R  V

From the Vampire’s Mouth

PR A T T  no lo n g e r  lo o k e d  e ith er 
fe a r fu l  or g o o d  natured. H is  

e y e s  w ere  ic i ly  co ld . H e shoved  
V e r o n ic a  ro u g h ly  aside, snarled  at 
h er.

“ S tan d  s t i l l !  Y o u 'r e  n o  lo n g e r  
n e e d e d !”

In sta n tly , l ik e  an a utom aton , 
V e r o n ic a  s to o d  s t if f  and r ig id . T h e  
b lank  f ix ity  o f  her fa ce  w as un 
ch a n ged . H er eyes, th ou g h  op en , 
stared  s ig h t le s s ly  at V a lia n t.

H arlan  p o ck e te d  h is gun, but n ow  
the agen t saw  som e th in g  e lse  in h is 
hand— a p e n k n ife  w ith  a m o th e r -o f -  
pearl h andle . In  p la ce  o f  a b lade, 
there w as a fo u r - in c h  n eed le  o f  s tee l, 
a lm ost as fine and as th in  as a h a ir ! 

V a lia n t ’ s eyes  w id e n e d .
H arlan  ca ressed  the g le a m in g  s liv er  

o f  s tee l.
" M y  litt le  beau ty  secre t leaves 

s ca r c e ly  a m ark. J u st on e  d ro p  o f  
b lo o d  b eh in d  the ear— w h ich  can be 
erased. I t  p rob es  in to  th e  bra in , 
p ara lyzes, k ills  in s ta n t ly !”

“ T h e  m arks on  m y  th ro a t?  H o w  
w ill  y o u  m anage th e m ?”  V a lia n t tr ied  
hard to  keep  his v o ice  stead y .

H arlan  flung a lo o k  at V e ro n ica . 
H e  pressed  a sp r in g  on  the 6 ide o f  
th e  k n ife .

A  sm all to o l, lik e  a pa ir o f  p in cers , 
shot out at r ig h t angles.

O n  each  cla w  w ere p ro je c t io n s  o f

sh a rp -ed g ed  stee l a rra n ged  lik e  teeth .
“ Y o u  im a g in ed  it w as V e r o n ic a ,”  

H arlan  said s c o r n fu lly . "B u t  it  w as 
th is d a r lin g  m ade th o se  va m p ire  
m a rk s ! T h e y  w ill  m ake th em  on  you , 
to o , a fte r  y o u  are d e a d !”

H e  to o k  a d a rtin g  step  tow a rd  V a l 
iant, n eed le  e x te n d e d , w ith  the s w if t 
ness o f  an a tta ck in g  snake.

F or  a s in g le  p u lse -b ea t , V a lia n t ’ s 
heart leap ed  in to  h is m ou th . I f  he 
fa ile d  n qw , h e  m et death .

A s  if  fr o m  n o w h e re  a h iss  so u n d e d . 
A  c lo u d  o f  v a p or sh o t out fro m  V a l
ia n t ’s ch est, e n v e lo p e d  H a r la n ’s e n 
tire  head. H arlan  spran g  b ackw ard  
w ith  a fien d ish  scream , c lu tch in g  and 
c la w in g  at h is  eyes , h is  n ose , b lin d ed  
by  ex q u is ite  pain . T h ick , g re y -b lu e  
vapor w rea th ed  about hi6 head l ik e  a 
stran ge, p o is o n o u s  halo.

“ N ow , J o e l  I”  V a lia n t sh outed .
J o e l B reed  ch a rg ed  fro m  the d oor , 

b u rstin g  in to  the barn lik e  a lu m b e r
ing dray  h orse , h is  p ig lik e , red - 
riram ed eyes  flash in g  fire.

” 1 heerd  him , M r. V a lia n t ! I h eerd  
e v e ry  w o rd  the m u rd e r in ’ Bkunk said. 
I ’m w itn ess  to i t ! ”

“ G o o d  I B u t ge t m e fr e e  b e fo r e  he 
re co v e rs . T h e r e  s a g u n  in his p o ck e t . 
G et that and the k n ife  in b is  hand, 
and cu t me lo o s e .”

J o e l d id  as he w as to ld . F ree , V a l
iant ju m p e d  to  h is fe e t . In  a tr ice , 
he had a pair o f  h a n d cu ffs  out o f  h is 
h ip  p o ck e t , sn ap ped  the s tee l b ra ce 
lets  about H a r la n ’s 'w r is ts . B y  that 
tim e, H arlan  had som ew h at re co v e re d . 
H e  w as s t ill  p a r t ia lly  b lin d , but he 
co u ld  b rea th e, and g roa n . A  h u n d red  
q u e s tio n s  trem b led  on  the t ip  o f  
J o e l ’ s to n g u e .

V a lia n t a n sw ered  them  b y  to u ch in g  
the d ra g o n  head  s t ic k p in  in h is  tie . 
T h e n , J o e l  w a tch in g  in te n t ly , he u n 
b u tto n e d  vest and sh irt, and d is 
p la y e d  a l it t le  ru b b er tu be  that ran 
fr o m  the b ack  o f  the s t ic k p in  to  a 
ru b ber b u lb  u n d er h is  arm . J o e l ’s 
e y e s  w id e n e d  w ith  keen  a s to n ish 
m ent.

“ W a l, I ’ll be s w it c h e d !”
“ I w as sav in g  it f o r  ju s t  su ch  an 

e m e r g e n cy ,”  V a lia n t e x p la in e d . “ T h e  
s tu ff in s id e  th e  b u lb  w as flu id  c h lo 
r in e  gas. G iv en  e n o u g h  o f  it , P ra tt
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weeld surely here choked to death.” 
He strode over to Pratt now, looked 

directly into the man’s eyes.
“Get Veronica out of h er state of 

h y p n o s is ,”  he sn apped .
Pratt's face twisted into a grimace. 

“ To bell with yon!”
Valiant got Pratt’s knife into evi

dence. “All right, act sarly,” be said. 
“ I have means of forcing yon.”

He had not raised his voice, but 
some quality of deadly earnestness in 
it overcame Pratt’s objections. With 
Valiant close behind him, he strode 
over within a few inches of Veronica. 
His voice was cold, menacing.

“ When I give you the signal, you 
will awaken from sleep.” There was 
a weighty pause. Then: “ AwakeaT

V ERONICA gasped. Her eyes 
blinked, the lids wavered. Color 

flooded her cheeks. She looked from 
one face to another uncomprehend- 
ingly. Valiant’s deep voice was sooth
ing, gentle.

“ It’s ail o v e r  n o w , l it t le  g ir l . Y o u ’v e  
d o n e  y o u r  p art.”  H e  g la n ced  at P ratt.

“ Y o u  h y p n o t iz e d  her, b u t it w as I 
w h o  sent her to  you . Y o u  k n ew  I 
s u sp e cte d  y o u , and y ou  w an ted  to  
k n o w  w hat I to ld  V e r o n ic a  a fte r  I 
le ft  you . B u t the g ir l  had p rom ised  
n ot to  reveal it to  a n y on e . She 
w o u ld n 't  speak . S o  y ou  h y p n o t iz e d  
her. A n d  that m arked  y ou , H arlan  
P r a t t .  F or  w h oev er  h y p n o t iz e d  
V e ro n ica  to n ig h t  had h y p n o t iz e d  
her b e fo re . A n d  that p erson  w as the 
m u rd erer 1

“ B ut y o u  c o u ld n ’t resist try in g  to  
d o d g e  s u sp ic io n  b y  p ilin g  up m ore  
e v id e n ce  again st V e ro n ica  Y o u  sent 
h er d o w n  here to  cu t the p h on e  w ires 
— o r  at least to  p reten d  to  s in ce  y ou  
had cu t th em  y o u r s e lf  th is  a fte rn oon . 
B y  p o s t -h y p n o t ic  su g g e s t io n , you  
o rd e re d  her to  a ttack  m e i f  I c o n 
fr o n te d  her. Y o u  w ere  w a tch in g , o f  
co u rse , and  w hen  V e ro n ica  rushed  
m e, y ou  co u ld n ’t res ist try in g  to  fin
ish  m e o ff.

“ I first th o u g h t o f  the p o ss ib ilit ie s  
of h y p n o s is  w h en  p o o r  cra zed  H elen  
s cre a m e d : ‘R e la x , s le e p ! ’ Y o u  had 
tr ie d  it on  her. D id n ’ t you k n ow  it 
is almost impossible t o  h y p n o t iz e  th e

insane ? Your next most obvious vic
tim was Veronica. You hoped to eo- 
tabHsh th e  idea  that Mary Mogridge 
was carrying out h er curve by using
V e r o n ic a 's  hand as a m eans o f  v en 
gea n ce . T h e  o ld  w om a n ’s s u p e r s t i
t ion s , her b e l ie f  in  vam p ires, p la yed  
in to  y o u r  hand v e r y  w e ll. B u t 
V e ro n ica  w o u ld  n ot, ev en  u n d er  co n 
tro l, d o  the actu a l k il lin g . S o  y o u  at
ten d ed  to that y o u r s e lf .  W h a t  y o u  
co u ld  m ake her d o , again  b y  h y p n o t ic  
s u g g e s tio n , w as to  g o  to  the dead  b o d 
ies  and sm ear h e rse lf  w ith  th e ir  
b lo o d . P o o r  ch ild , she d id n ’ t k n ow  
w hat she w as d o in g . P erh ap s her su b 
c o n s c io u s  m in d  beH eved  that she w as 
o n ly  w a sh in g  her hands in w ater. 
W h e n  I to ld  her th is  a fte rn o o n  w hat 
I su sp ected , I saw at o n ce  she had no 
real k n o w le d g e  o f  w hat she was d o 
ing . It w as y o u — not dead  M a ry  
M o g r id g e — w h o  acted  th rou g h  h e r !”

“ B u t h ow  d id  he m anage th ose  
m arks on h is s e l f ? ”  J o e l dem an ded . 
“ A n ’ the d o o r  lo ck e d  on  th e  o u ts id e  
an ’ a ll."

“ V e ro n ica  a g a i n .  T h e  w ou n d s  
w e re n ’ t n ea r ly  so  ser iou s  as th ey  
lo o k e d . S p ille d  som e b lo o d , but not 
re a lly  d a n g erou s . H e had V ero n ica  
lo c k  the d o o r  o f  the a ttic  b eh in d  her 
and take the k ey  to  her room . T h e  
tee th -ga sh es  w ere  s e lf-in flic te d . B ut 
that all cam e later. Y ou  m ade on e  
bad in itia l s lip , Pratt.

“ Jed  P eters , w h o  had g o n e  to  his 
room  b e fo re  the read in g  o f  the w ill, 
d id  not d ie  d u r in g  the n ig h t H e w as 
k illed  b e fo r e  the w ill  w as read. Y o u  
had a lm ost tw e n ty -fo u r  h ou rs  to  lo o k  
that w ill o v e r  b e fo r e  a n y on e  else  
k n ew  about its  s tra n g e  p r o v is io n s ! 
Y o u  w ere g o in g  to  k ill o ff  all the 
o th e rs— on e b y  one. Y o u  in ten d ed
to  be the 's o le  su rv iv o r .’ I f  V e ro n ica  
w as arrested  or put in a m adh ou se , I  
p resum e you  w o u ld  have m u rd ered  
her Y ou  sh ou ld  have been  a litt le  
m ore  patien t. Y o u r  first m istak e  w as 
w h en  y ou  k illed  J ed  to o  s o o n !

“ A n d  it w as s tu p id , P ratt, to  t r y  to  
put so  m a n y  o th er  p e o p le  u n der sus
p ic io n . D id  y ou  h op e  to  fo o l  m e w ith  
S te p h e n ’s c u f f - l in k ?  O r w ith  that
s il ly  s to ry  about h o w  A ga th a  had 

(Concluded on Page 128)
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OF  co u rse  th ere  w as re a lly  n o th 
in g  to be so  d e sp e ra te ly  
alartned a b ou t, B re n t A n d e r 

son  to ld  h im se lf. E le a n o r  w as a ll 
r ig h t . H e  th o u g h t  o f  h is  lo v e ly  y o u n g  
b r id e , ta ll, b lu e -e y e d , b ro w n -h a ire d , 
g lo w in g  w ith  h ea lth  and v ita lity . 
H o w  e ce ta t ica lly  h a p p y  th e ir  h o n e y 
m o o n  tr ip  had b e e n — u n til th e y  e n 
te red  th is  d ark  fo r e s t !

B a ck  at A c te lo n , m ile s  to the sou th , 
w h ere  th e y  had p a ck e d  th e ir  ou tfit , 
the v illa g e rs  had w a rn ed  them , T h e  
fo re s t  w a s an u n h o ly  p la ce , t h e y ’ d 
w h isp e re d . E v il  th in g s  w en t on  in  its 
b la ck  d e p th s , th in g s  a m an  had b e tte r  
n ot see.

N o b o d y  l iv e d  th ere  a n y  m o re  e x 
ce p t  o ld  D a m e H a r r y o t  and h er son , 
D o c t o r  E b e n . H e  w a sn ’ t r ig h t  in  the 
h ead — ev er  s in ce  h is  w i fe  ran o f f  w ith  
a n o th er  m an . H e ’ d g iv e n  up h is p r a c 
tise  at o n c e , g o n e  in to  the w o o d s  to  
liv e . A n d  as f o r  h is  o ld  m o th e r—  
w e ll, ev e n  th e  m o s t  ch a r ita b le  a d 
m itted  sh e  had th e  “ e v il  e y e . ’ ’ A n d  
o th e rs  w e n t  fu r th e r , h in ted  at—  
w it c h c r a ft — and d e v il  w o r s h ip !

B re n t  A n d e r s o n  had la u g h e d  at 
th em . A s  lo n g  as th e  o ld  ca b in  t h e y ’d 
d ir e c te d  h im  to  w as h ab itab le , he 
w a sn ’ t w o r r ie d  a b ou t th e  ev il ey e . In  
fa c t , h e ’d a d d e d  w ith  a g r in , a w it c h  
th a t in su re d  p r iv a c y  w o u ld  be an as
set to  h o n e y m o o n e rs .

The face had the eyes  of an animal

T h e y  h a d n ’ t s m ile d  at h is  l it t le  
jo k e , o n ly  s h r u g g e d  and sh ak en  th e ir  
h ead s . T h e n , ju s t  b e fo r e  h e ’d set ou t, 
the s to re k e e p e r  had put a last fu r t iv e  
w o r d  in  his ear. T h r e e  m en  had g o n e  
n o r th  in to  the fo r e s t  d u r in g  th e  su m 
m er, he said  in  h u sh ed  to n e s , and 
n o n e  had ever b een  seen  a g a in !

T h is  had sh ak en  B re n t  a b it, but 
h e ’d d is m iss e d  it f r o m  h is  m in d  im 
p a t ie n t ly . N o w  he re m e m b e re d  it, 
n o w  th at E le a n o r  had g o n e  fo r  a 
w a lk  w h ile  he w o r k e d  on  th e  le a k y  
r o o f  o f  th e  ca b in . T h r e e  h o u rs  a g o , 
it b a d  b een , and  she w a sn ’ t b a ck  y e t. 
O f  c o u r s e , n o th in g  w a s w ro n g . 
E le a n o r  w as as m u ch  at h om e  in  the 
w o o d s  as he w a s h im se lf.

H e  w a lk e d  t o  th e  d o o r , s t o o d  cra m 
m in g  t o b a c c o  in to  h is  p ip e  w ith  q u ick , 
n e rv o u s  fin gers. T r e e s  w e re  a ll a bou t 
h im , en d less  se rr ie d  ranks o f  them , 
p re s s in g  c lo s e  a rou n d  th e  t in y  ca b in . 
T h e y  lo o m e d  d a r k ly  a g a in st th e  s la n t
in g  ra ys  o f  th e  se tt in g  su n , and  in  
th e ir  s ile n ce , th e ir  im m o b ility , B re n t  
f e l t  a w o r d le s s  m en a ce .

T h in g s  seem ed  d if fe r e n t  o u t  h ere
72
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fn the forest. Things like witches
and devil worship, for instance—they 
weren’t funny any more. Especially 
with that weird sound in the night— 
that mad laughter which they’d beard 
twice now. It was only a bird, of 
course—a loon, perhaps—though he 
didn’t know of any lake nearby. It 
did sound like human laughter, 
though—hideous, insane laughter.

And then the face he’d thought he’d 
seen today at the window. A dark, 
bearded face, with wild, glittering 
eyes like an animal. Nothing was 
there when he looked outside It just 
showed how his nerves were on edge. 
He’d have to get a grip on himself, 
or Eleanor would be calling him a 
tenderfoot.

Suddenly as he stood looking at the 
trees and reasoning himself out of his 
anxiety, a cold, overwhelming fear 
settled on him. He wanted to shriek 
Eleanor’s name at the top of his 
hmgs. to find her and flee from this 
accursed forest. He knew somehow 
that something horrible would hap
pen if they didn’t!

And at that instant, Eleanor’s 
scream pierced the stillness, dim and 
far-off, yet unmistakably laden with 
agonized terror I He stared for a mo
ment, rigid as stone, while his blood 
pounded unbearably in his ears. Then 
he darted into the cabin, emerged 
with a rifle in hie hands, and headed 
into the forest at a dead run.

“ Eleanor! Eleanor—I‘m coming!”
Ob, God. why didn’t she answer? 

What had happened to her? Some
thing perfectly natural, of course— 
she'd sprained an ankle, or lost her 
way, or seen a bear. That was it, 
surely. Then why was he racing Hke 
a madman through the dark forest, 
blundering into trees, tripping over 
vines, lacerating his flesh on low- 
dipping branches? Why was his skin 
wet with clammy sweat, and his brain 
full of nameless horrors?

H OW long he raced on in blind 
panic he did not know He 

only stopped when his straining 
breath wheezed and rattled in his 
throat, his pumping legs felt like 
weighted sticks, and his bursting

heart flailed weakly against Ms rib* 
The forest wee quite dark by now, 
full of inky, impenetrable shadow* 
only faintly dispelled by the moon 
just rising above the rim of the world.

Brent forced the crawling horrors 
from his brain, tried to think coher
ently. He realized quickly that he no 
longer had the slightest idea what di
rection the scream had come from. 
More than that, he didn’t even know 
which way the cabin was I He was 
completely lost.

To attempt further search under 
these conditions was absurd, yet be 
could not be still while Eleanor was 
in danger. His strength somewhat 
restored, he stumbled on again. This 
was better than inaction, even though 
every step might be taking him 
further from his goal

Accustomed as Brent was to night 
in the open, the forest now was a 
place of mystery and terror. Vague 
movements, rustlings and slitherings, 
came from the darkness. The moon, 
a great red-orange disk, like pale 
blood, rose higher, cast a leprous, eery 
radiance through the trees. Long, 
gnarled branches reached for Brent 
like skinny, withered arms. He 
shivered, and pushed on.

A weird feeling grew on Brent, the 
feeling that he was being followed. 
He felt unseen eyes upon him, fan
cied he heard soft, stealthy steps 
matching his own. But though he 
stopped In mid-stride and listened, 
t h o u g h  he turned abruptly and 
doubled beck on his trail, he neither 
saw nor heard anything tangible.

His follower, if It were indeed any
thing more than a figment of his fear- 
divtorted imagination, had the quali
ties of a spirit, of a sable-shrouded, 
wraith.

At almost every step now, Brent 
swung suddenly to peer into the 
blackness behind him. He strained 
his ear* and confused the potmding 
of his own blood with noises from the 
spectral forest He feh that the 
hinges of his mind were loosening, 
that they would collapse and plunge 
him into gibbering madness if he did 
not soon find his wife!

He entered a small clearing in the
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t r e e s ,  a n d  th e  g h o s t l y  r a y s  o f  m o o n 
l i g h t  p i c k e d  o u t  s o m e t h i n g  w h i t e  in 
th e  c e n te r .  H e  m o v e d  c l o s e r ,  t o o k  a 
m a t c h  f r o m  h is  p o c k e t  a n d  s t r u c k  it. 
T h e  t:**.y f lam e  f la re d  u p ,  e t c h i n g  a 
s i g h t  s o  g r u e s o m e  th a t  B r e n t  s t o o d  
f r o z e n ,  f a i l i n g  e v e n  t o  f e e l  th e  s e a r 
in g  fire  as th e  m a t c h  b u r n t  d o w n  to  
h is  v e r y  f l e s h l

B r e n t ’ s h e a rt  s t r o v e  d e s p e r a t e ly  to  
t h a w  th e  i c e  that w a s  th e  b l o o d  in  h is  
v e in s ,  an d  p r e s e n t ly  h e  s t r u c k  a n o t h e r  
m a tc h ,  s ta r e d  d o w n  at t h o s e  g r i s l y  o b 
j e c t s .  T h e y  w e r e  c o r p s e s ,  th r e e  
m o l d e r i n g  h e a p s  o f  b o n e  an d  r o t t in g  
flesh  th a t  h a d  o n c e  b e e n  m e n .  And 
every one was headless!

A U S E A  g r ip e d  B r e n t ’s e n tra i ls ,  
a n d  h e  s w a y e d  d i z z i l y  f o r  an i n 

stant. T h e n  f r e s h  h o r r o r  s t e e l e d  h is  
n e r v e s .  F r o m  th e  b la c k  f o r e s t  b e h in d  
h im ,  a p e a l  o f  m a n ia c  la u g h te r  r o l l e d  
f o r t h ,  s e n d in g  s h u d d e r s o m e  r ip p l e s  
u p  a n d  d o w n  h is  s p i n e !  B r e n t  
g r i p p e d  th e  rif le  in h is  s w e a t in g  
p a lm s ,  g r i t t e d  h is  te e th ,  a n d  p lu n g e d  
in t o  th e  f o r e s t .

T h e  m a c a b r e  la u g h te r  m o c k e d  h im . 
F i r s t  it c a m e  f r o m  o n e  s id e ,  th e n  
f r o m  th e  o th e r ,  o n e  m o m e n t  in f r o n t ,  
n e x t  m o m e n t  in b a c k .  T h e n ,  as s u d 
d e n ly  as  it h ad  c o m e ,  it c e a s e d  a n d  
l e f t  th e  s t i l ln e s s  m o r e  o p p r e s s iv e ,  
m o r e  m e n a c in g  th an  b e f o r e .

D o g g e d l y  B r e n t  m a r c h e d  f o r w a r d ,  
r e f u s in g  t o  let  h is  h o r r o r - n u m b e d  
b r a in  d w e l l  u p o n  t h o s e  d e c a p i t a t e d  
c o r p s e s .  D e s p i t e  all h e  c e u l d  d o ,  a 
f e a r f u l  p i c t u r e  k e p t  c r e e p i n g  b e f o r e  
h im , a p i c t u r e  o f  E l e a n o r ,  h is  l o v e l y ,  
v i v a c i o u s  E le a n o r  w i t h  o n l y  a g o r y ,  
m u t i la t e d  s t u m p  w h e r e  th e  w h i t e  
n e c k  s h o u ld  be , a s c a r le t  f l o o d  s p u r t 
in g  f r o m  s e v e r e d  a r te r ie s ,  a n d  th at  
q u e e n l y  h e a d  r o l l i n g  c r a z i l y  a w a y  
f r o m  th e  t r u n k ,  its  b e a u t i f u l  f e a t u r e s  
c o n t o r t e d  in  t h e  la s t ,  in h u m a n  t o r 
m e n t  that p r e c e d e d  d e a th .

T h i s  g h a s t l y  v i s i o n  b e f o r e  h im , 
B r e n t  a lm o s t  p a s s e d  th e  t i n y  f l i c k e r  
o f  l i g h t .  B u t  s u b c o n s c i o u s l y  h e  n o t e d  
it , an d  th e  im p r e s s io n  p u l l e d  h im  to  a 
s t o p  a u to m a t i c a l l y .  H e  l o o k e d  f e a r 
f u l l y ,  a f r a id  h is  n e r v e s  w e r e  p l a y i n g  
t r i c k s  w i t h  h im . N o — th e re  it w a s ,  
s u r e  e n o u g h ,  d o w n  a n a r r o w  la n e  in

th e  t r e e s — ju s t  th e  m e r e s t  p i n - p o i n t  
o f  l i g h t .

H e a r t  b e a t i n g  w i l d l y ,  he  s t o l e  
c l o s e r  o n  n o i s e l e s s  f e e t .  T h e  t r e e s  
t h in n e d  o u t  an d  p r e s e n t ly  h e  w a s  
s ta r in g  at a s m a l l  s h a c k ,  a r o u g h ,  
d i l a p id a t e d  h o v e l ,  f r o m  w h o s e  s in g l e  
g r i m y  w i n d o w  c a m e  a s i c k l y ,  y e l l o w  
g l o w .  H e  c r e p t  u p  t o  it, and  p e e r e d  
in s id e .  H i s  b o d y  s h o o k  as w i t h  an 
a g u e ,  a n d  th e  rif le  n e a r ly  d r o p p e d  
f r o m  his  n e r v e le s s  f in g e r s !

T h e  f i l th y  in t e r i o r  o f  th e  h u t  h e ld  
t w o  p e o p le .  O n e  w a s  an o ld  w o m a n ,  
a d r i e d - u p  h u s k  o f  a h u m a n , b u s ie d  
o v e r  a b la c k  ca se  in o n e  c o r n e r  o f  th e  
r o o m .  T h e  o t h e r  w a s  E le a n o r .  S h e  
lay  o u t s t r e t c h e d  o n  a r o u g h  ta b le ,  
b o u n d  to  it b y  c o i l s  o f  r o p e .  H e r  
h ea d  h u n g  d o w n  o v e r  th e  e d g e ,  a n d  a 
c r u d e  g a g  w a s  in h e r  m o u t h .

T h e  c l o t h e s  w e r e  h a l f - t o m  f r o m  h e r  
b o d y ,  h er  e y e s  w e r e  c l o s e d ,  ah d  f o r  
o n e  a w f u l  m o m e n t  B r e n t  t h o u g h t  she  
w a s  d e a d .  B u t  th e n  h e  sa w  th e  r is e  
an d  fa l l  o f  h er  b o s o m ,  an d  n e w  l i f e  
f l o o d e d  t h r o u g h  h im .

T h e  f i l th y  o ld  c r o n e  tu r n e d  f r o m  
th e  b la c k  ca se ,  d i s c l o s i n g  t o o t h l e s s

urns a n d  an i n c r e d i b l y  w r i n k l e d  
ace ,  an d  m o v e d  t o  th e  ta b le  w h e r e  

she  p r o d d e d  th e  b o d y  o f  th e  b o u n d  
g i r l ,  ran h er  g n a r l e d  h a n d s  o v e r  the  
s a t in y  fle6h.

R e d  r a g e  d e s c e n d e d  o n  B r e n t ’ s 
b ra in ,  and  he  s p r a n g  f o r  th e  d o o r !  
W i t h  a ro a r  h e  b u r s t  t h r o u g h ,  r e a c h e d  
th e  ta b le  in  a b o u n d ,  a n d  h u r l e d  th e  
o ld  w o m a n  b a c k w a r d  w i t h  a p o w e r f u l  
s w e e p  o f  h is  arm .

S h e  c r a s h e d  in t p  th e  w a l l ,  s l u m p e d  
a g a in s t  it  l i k e  a b u n d l e  o f  d i r t y  ra g s .  
B r e n t  s w u n g  b a c k  t o  t h e  f o r m  o n  th e  
ta b le ,  c r a d l e d  t h e  d r o o p i n g  h e a d  in  
h is  a rm s  a n d  p r e s s e d  e a g e r  k i s s e s  o n  
th e  s t i l l  f a c e .  S l o w l y  h e r  e y e s  
o p e n e d ,  h a u n te d  b y  th e  s h a d o w  o f  
a n g u i s h  a n d  h o r r o r .  T h e n  t h e y  
w i d e n e d  as sh e  s a w  B r e n t  b e n d i n g  
o v e r  h er ,  a n d  h a p p y  r e l i e f  f l o o d e d  
th e i r  b lu e  d e p th s .

“ D a r l i n g ,  th a n k  H e a v e n  y o u ’ re  a ll  
r i g h t ! ”  B r e n t  c r i e d  j o y f u l l y .  “ I ’ l l  
h a v e  y o u  o u t  o f  h e r e  in  a j i f f y ! ”

H e  p u l l e d  o u t  a p o c k e t  k n i f e , i  
s n a p p e d  th e  b la d e  o p e n ,  a n d  s la s h e d  
at t h e  r o p e s  w h i c h  b o u n d  h e r .  S a d -



FOREST OF FEAR 75

d e n l y  t h e  o l d  w o m a n  w a s  o n  h im , a 
s c r e a m i n g ,  c u r s in g  h a r r id a n .  M o u t h 
in g  f o u l  o b s c e n i t i e s  an d  e v i l  o a th s ,  
s h e  c l a w e d  at h is  h a n d s  w i t h  t a l o n l ik e  
f in g e r s ,  f o u g h t  t o  p r e v e n t  h is  f r e e i n g  
th e  g ir l .

B R E N T  t u r n e d  f u r i o u s l y ,  d e a lt  
th e  h i d e o u s  c r e a t u r e  a s t i n g i n g  

b u f f e t  w h i c h  s e n t  h e r  r e e l i n g .
“ B a c k ,  y o u  h a g  I’ ’ he t h u n d e r e d ,  

“ o r ,  b y  G o d ,  I ’ ll b r e a k  y o u r  b o d y  w i t h  
m y  o w n  b a re  h a n d s ! "

S h e  c r i n g e d  b y  th e  w a l l  l i k e  a 
c r u s h e d  s n a k e ,  m u m b l i n g  t o  h e r s e l f ,  
h e r  b e a d y ,  b la c k  e y e s  g la r i n g  at B r e n t  
w i th  u n e a r t h ly  v e n o m .  H e  b e n t  t o  
h is  ta sk  a g a in ,  h a c k i n g  a t  th e  t o u g h  
s t r a n d s .

A  h i d e o u s  c a c k l e  f r o m  th e  o ld  
w o m a n  b r o u g h t  h is  e y e s  b a c k  t o  her . 
S h e  w a s  g a z in g  at th e  o p e n  d o o r w a y  
b e h in d  h im , c h u c k l i n g  w i t h  e v i l  sa t is 
f a c t i o n .  B r e n t  w h i r l e d ,  b u t  o n l y  g o t  
h a l f w a y  a r o u n d  w h e n  s o m e t h i n g  
s t r u c k  h is  h e a d  w i t h  c r u s h in g  
f o r c e  . . .

W h e n  th e  t h r o b b i n g  t o r m e n t  in  h is  
s k u l l  p e r m i t t e d  B r e n t  t o  o p e n  h is  
e y e s  a g a in ,  h e  w a s  l y i n g  o n  th e  f l o o r ,  
t ie d  h a n d  an d  f o o t .  A  n e w  f i g u r e  w a s  
in th e  r o o m ,  a ta ll ,  g a u n t  m an , w i t h  
h a ir  a n d  h e a rd  m a t te d  in an u n k e m p t  
m a ss ,  g a r b e d  in d i r t y  ra g s .  H i s  o p e n  
m o u t h  b o r e  a l o o s e - l i p p e d  g r in ,  a n d  
h is  g l i t t e r i n g  e y e s  f l i c k e r e d  r e s t l e s s ly ,  
l i c k i n g  g r e e d i l y  a l o n g  E l e a n o r ’ s h a l f 
n u d e  f o r m ,  a g a in  s e c u r e l y  t i e d  t o  th e  
ta b le ,  th e n  s h i f t i n g  t o  th e  p r e p a r a 
t i o n s  o f  t h e  o l d  w o m a n .

A s  h e  t o o k  in  t h o s e  g r i s l y  p r e p a r a 
t i o n s ,  B r e n t  g a v e  v e n t  t o  a g a s p  o f  
h o r r o r .  T h e  a n c ie n t  c r e a t u r e  h a d  
d r a g g e d  t h e  b l a c k  ca se  u p  b e s id e  th e  
ta b le ,  w a s  o p e n i n g  it . I n s t r u m e n t s  
g l e a m e d  i n s i d e ;  a p h y s i c i a n ’ s in s t r u 
m e n ts ,  n e e d le s ,  s c a lp e l s ,  p r o b e s .  B u t  
t h e  t h in g  th e  o l d  h a g  g r a s p e d  in  h e r  
b o n y  fist w a s  n o n e  o f  th e se .  I t  w a s  
a s h o r t ,  h e a v y  c l e a v e r ,  i t s  b la d e  d i s 
c o l o r e d  w i t h  a d a r k ,  s in i s t e r  s t a in !

A n  a n g u i s h e d  c r y  w r e n c h e d  f r o m  
B  r e  n t ’ s t o r t u r e d  th r o a t ,  an d  b e  
s t r a in e d  at h is  b o n d s  f r e n z i e d l y .  T h e  
g a u n t  m a n  s h a m b le d  o v e r ,  g r in n e d  
d o w n  at h im  as he  w r i t h e d  a n d  
t w i s t e d .  T h e  c o r d s  b i t  in t o  h is  w r i s t s

a n d  a n k le s ,  b u t  d i d  n o t  l o o s e n .  The 
o l d  w o m a n  s h o o k  h e r  v u l t u r e ’ s  h e a d  
r e p r o v i n g l y .

“ D o n ’t f r e t  n o w ,  s t r a n g e r , ”  sh e  
w h e e z e d .  " J u s t  l i e  q u ie t  a n d  w a t c h  
m e  m a k e  E b e n  w e l l  a g a in . ”

S h e  t u r n e d  t o w a r d  th e  s h a m b l in g ,  
l o o s e - l i p p e d  c r e a t u r e ,  a n d  d e v o t i o n  
s o f t e n e d  h e r  f e a t u r e s .  “ T h i s  o n e ' l l  
d o  it, E b e n .  T h e  o t h e r s  w e r e  n o  g o o d  
b e c a u s e  t h e y  w e r e  m e n .  Y o u  n e e d  a 
w o m a n ’s b ra in ,  b e c a u s e  it  w a s  a 
w o m a n  w h o  m a d e  y o u  l o s e  th e  b a la n c e  
o f  y o u r  o w n . ”

T h e  th in  v o i c e  q u iv e r e d ,  p i t i f u l l y  
e a g e r .  “ W e ’ ll h ave  h e r  b r a in  o u t  
s o o n ,  E b e n ,  c o o k i n g  o v e r  th e  f ire  in  
its o w n  b l o o d ,  m i x e d  w i t h  h e r b s  l ik e  
M o t h e r  H a r r y o t  k n o w s  h o w  t o  d o .  
A n d  th e n  th e  n e e d le ,  E b e n — r e m e m 
ber  h o w  y o u  u s e d  t o  c u r e  th e  p o x  a n d  
all m a n n e r  o f  i l ls  w i t h  t h e  n e e d l e ?  
W e ’ ll fill it w i t h  th e  b r a in  p o t i o n  a n d  
i t ’ ll c u r e  y o u r  b r a in  s i c k n e s s ,  E b e n . ”

T h e  g a u n t  m a n  g r i n n e d  v a c a n t ly  
at h er ,  w h i l e  h is  e y e s  la p p e d  h u n g r i l y  
at E l e a n o r ’ s b o d y .  T h e  o l d  w o m a n  
d r a g g e d  a h u g e ,  b la c k  p o t  o v e r ,  
p la c e d  it b e n e a th  th e  g i r l ’ s l o l l i n g  
h e a d .  B r e n t ’ s e y e b a l l s  s ta r t e d  f r o m  
th e i r  s o c k e t s ,  a n d  th e  v e in s  s t o o d  o u t  
l ik e  p u r p le  s n a k e s  o n  h is  n e c k  and  
f o r e h e a d  as he s t r a in e d  at h is  b o n d s ,  
f l o p p i n g  o n  th e  f l o o r  l i k e  a h o o k e d  
fish. D a m e  H a r r y o t  a n d  h e r  so n  p a id  
n o  f u r t h e r  h e e d  t o  h im .

H is  f r a n t i c  e f f o r t s  b r o u g h t  h im  
a r o u n d  f a c i n g  th e  w a l l ,  a n d  h e  c a u g h t  
th e  g l e a m  o f  m e ta l  in th e  d a r k  c o r n e r ,  
n o t  th r e e  f e e t  a w a y .  H i s  r i f l e !  H e  
c o n t i n u e d  h is  s q u i r m i n g  m o v e m e n t s ,  
b u t  n o w  h is  p r o g r e s s  w a s  a ll  in  o n e  
d i r e c t i o n !

A t  th e  ta b l e  t h e  e y e s  o f  t h e  e v i l  
p a ir  w e r e  f a s t e n e d  o n  th e  h e lp l e s s  
g i r l .  T h e  w r i n k l e d  w o m a n  l i f t e d  th e  
h e a v y  c le a v e r ,  b a la n c e d  it  in  h e r  
s k i n n y  h a n d .

“ D o n ’ t b e  a f r a id ,  g i r l , ”  sh e  c a c k l e d .  
“ I  g e n e r a l l y  o n l y  h a v e  t o  c h o p  t w ic e .  
Y o u  w o n ’t e v e n  f e e l  th e  s e c o n d
s t r o k e . ”

E l e a n o r ’s b o d y  s w e l l e d  in  t o r t u r e d  
a g o n y  u n t i l  t h e  r o p e s  w e r e  b u r ie d  
d e e p  in  h e r  f lesh . W i t h  s u p e r h u m a n  
e f f o r t ,  s h e  m a n a g e d  t o  r a is e  h e r s e l f  

(Concluded on Page 90)



Two ejoM leaped

CHAPTER I 
Children o f Darkness

THE old weatherbeaten church 
built by our grandfathers was a 
place of utter gloom. No elec

tric lights; only lanterns, candles, 
kerosene lamps, showered strange 
radiance on the moaning congrega
tion. Our shadows were grotesque, 
demoniac, leaping upon the walls. 
Our people listened to the ranting of 
Manner Hovi6, the fanatic lay- 
preacher.

I sat stiffly holding the hand of

Norma Drake. When Marmer Hovis 
had finished his shouting we were to 
marry. I, Kelcey Fayne, was at last 
to have my childhood sweetheart as 
my wife . . .  at last before dusty death 
overtook us.

"Listen 1” shrieked Hovis, his hair 
wild in his eyes, his face streaked 
with dirty sweat. “ Listen how they 
suffer—your own dumb brutes."

The sad moaning of our people 
ceased. For a few seconds the con
gregation ceased swaying. The sound 
Hovis mentioned came through the 
night to us all. Like the whirring of

Strange, Murder-Driven Creatures Prowl
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at the w i n d o w  l i k e  a r r o w s

tiie dust-wind which, it seemed, would 
never stop. Pitiful whickering of 
horses. Mournful lowing of cattle. 
In my mind’s eye I could see them, 
standing stark and bony on skylines 
formed by the awful, desolate dunes, 
crying to their beast-gods. Never to 
us! They must have known us—help
less brutes like themselves—impotent 
to serve them. Water and food? We 
had neither. Their ribs arched like 
curved sabers stretching hairy parch
ment skins.

“ Oh, God," I breathed, “will this 
storm of horror never pass from us?”

N o r m a  Drake and I—we ap
proached the spieler when the con
gregation left. Outside the stark 
church the wind was rising higher 
and higher, shrieking, roaring like 
flame.

I looked to my left. Little ripples of 
dust sifted through the cracks in the 
old building, flowing like water over 
the floor. My heart sank, drowned in 
dust. I had thought that the dust 
would come no more; that there could 
be none left in whatever place of 
horror it had first risen.

“Marry us!” I snapped at Hovis. “1

the Ev il A p o ca ly p se  of a W e ird  Storm !
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will give you your fee later.”
His face clouded His eyes dark

ened, flashing with auger.
“ Would you take a woman in hell?’' 

he demanded. "W ould you beget 
children in the midst of this evil 
plague of dust?”

I almost struck him. I trembled 
with desire to fasten my trembling 
fingers in his throat.

‘Tdarry us, Hovis,” I cried, “ or by 
the living God . . .Is’

I choked. Hovis answered:
“Thou shalt not take the Name of 

thy Lord in vain!"
“Marry us I”  I repeated, raving. 

“ How do you know the plague of dust 
will not pass? You have peopled the 
dust with devils! Why should you 
fill my people with greater fear?”

“You think I do not know?” he 
shouted. “ Come to the window. 
Look! See for yourself!”

I went with him; looked out to the 
west, the direction whence the wind 
always came. And there, high against 
the night, high up under the roof of 
dark sky, sweeping the tortured earth 
with ebon skirts, there spread such a 
wall of abysmal horror as even 
stricken County Carlson had never 
known. I stared at the curling shape 
of it. It bowed over at the crest, like 
a vast sea billow rolling. The sound 
of it was as a flight of destroying 
l o c u s t s —a deadly, muted, softly 
slithering roar.

“ You knew somehow!” I accused 
Hovis. “ I do not believe in your pro
fessed gift of prophecy. But marry 
us now—”

Well, he made us man and wife at 
the brink of hell. I turned and looked 
back at him standing at the church 
door. He was peering after us, grin
ning, washing his hands with air. He 
shouted after us:

“Remember, the Devil is in the 
duBt! Satan seeks his own through 
the plague he has brought to sin
ners!”

Had I stayed I must surely have 
closed with him, battered his leering, 
grinning face to a pulp. My whole 
Body was burnt with desire to tear 
him Held in my big, gnarled hand, 
Norma’s band trembled. It was so

terribly, woefully thm. There had 
been so little to eat and drink weeks 
on end. Now—nothing. Our wed
ding supper—the only guest would
be famine.

“ I’m afraid,” whispered Norma.
“ I will protect you,” I told her, 

“against anything that comes l”

EVEN as I spoke, a flash of light
ning tore through the sky- 

veil of dust. The roaring of the wind! 
The lightning showed us the black 
wall of the roaring dust storm, ebon 
across the night. It showed the doom 
cloud circling to encompass us in a 
whirling maelstrom. And the flame 
crackling from the dust struck the 
church. Great tongues of flames 
leaped high.

Aghast, I looked. I thought that 
through the dancing flames I could 
see Manner Hovis, red-garbed in de
stroying fire. Manner Hovis with 
horns and a tail ; with the black beard 
of Mephisto, grinning satanically as 
he washed his bloody hands with air. 
Then the fancy, Devil in the dust— 
Devil of the flame. Dust of disinte
grating earth.

“ Come, Norma,” I said. “ W e have 
only two miles to go.”

We walked with the wind and dust 
in our faces. I had a car. Now it 
was buried beneath a sand dune which 
indicated the spot—no more. For 
weeks there had been no money for 
gas, no water to waste. Yes, there 
were horses—so gaunt with starvation 
that t h e y  could scarcely stand, 
whickering like pitifully broken chil
dren hungry for crusts of bread.

We walked, and held hands, stag
gering like dizzy drunkards.

“ Kelcey?” said Norma, there beside 
me. Her voice came faintly through 
the wind which whipped her worn 
ragged garments tightly against her 
thin legs.

“Yes?" I said.
“ Your face,” she said. “ I saw it in 

the lightning flash. It was covered 
with sweat, and something else, Kel
cey.”

“Yes, what?”
“Dust like a mask. I scarcely knew 

you, Kelcey I It is heavy in my
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clothes. It’s bigger than ever. Too 
big. I am afraid 1"

“ W e’ll manage somehow,” I told 
her, though I was not sure.

We stopped within a quarter mile 
of home, the rambling farmhouse 
where Norma had always lived, now 
l i k e  a wooden mausoleum. We 
stopped because a new sound came 
down the wind: the ululation of
hunting dogs. Dogs gone wild as 
wolves.

Dust was already banked before 
the door when we reached it. Norma 
and I looked at each other. I saw 
terror in her eyes.

CHAPTER II 
Whispers in the Wind

AND the new terror? Simply this: 
We had battled almost an hour 

to walk those two miles home, and I 
had no home. The dust at last had 
reached my land. It was banking 
high like snow in a bitter winter, on 
the leeward side of the house. The 
blackness of the night was almost ab
solute.

I had the feeling that my house, 
low of roof, would be buried under 
the fine dust before morning. It 
would be like being buried alive in a 
mighty coffin of many rooms.

Norma entered with me. We 
closed the door. The dust on the sill 
grated as I forced the door open, and 
the sound was like the squeaking of 
many mice.

W i n d  tugged at the shingles, 
caught under the eaves, tried to rip 
the house apart. We had to shout 
to make ourselves heard.

Norma’s face was very white. She 
darted small glances this way and 
that. I followed them, noting what 
she noted; that in spite of the pack
ing in the cracks, little dunes of silt 
sifted across the floor from the west
ern walls, hammered through every 
microscopic crevice.

"Hadn't you better do something 
for your horses and cattle, Kelcey?” 
said Norma.

I shook my head.

“ Listen 1” I said. “Do you hear 
horses whickering? Or cattle low
ing?"

Shi listened. Our meeting eyes 
were filled with misery. Neither 
sound of horse nor cow could be 
beard. W e understood the worst; 
that nothing remained alive on my 
farm, save ourselves.

The smaller creatures, d u c k s ,  
chickens, pigs, were all eaten—the 
last of them yesterday. My parents 
had been with me up to four days 
ago. Both had died, their lungs 
choked by dust-pneumonia.

They were buried behind this house 
in which they had been married. A 
few of my neighbors had come to 
help. There had been no funeral 
ceremony. Eerie shadows seemed to 
creep in on ns as the oil-lamp flick
ered. They darted away before 
gleaming lamp-light. Now, as though 
demons realized that there was noth
ing to fear, they were coming back.

We stood, facing each other. I 
took Norma in my arms. I could hear 
her heart beating against mine. I 
loved her to the depths of my being, 
as she loved me.

“ I’m afraid, Kelcey,” she whis
pered.

“ Don’t be,” I said. “W e’ve been 
through dust storms before. When 
this has passed we’ll mortgage the 
farm, re-stock it, begin again—”

Outside there suddenly sounded a 
weird chorus of howling.

Norma's eyes grew big. We knew 
the meaning of those sounds. They 
were the baying of the homeless dogs 
of the country, creatures gaunt, ter
rible, many of them mad, perhaps. 
Masterless dogs, foraging now for 
food. The ululations died.

"They've found the dead horses and 
cows,” I told Norma.

We listened, scarcely daring to 
breathe, at snarling hunger sounds 
from the ghastly night. I could see, 
in fancy, the dust in their hair being 
shaken o ff ; I could see a score of 
dogs, all the same wolf-brown color 
because of the dust in their coats.

I lifted my head to listen. There 
wa6 a scratching sound at the door, 
a thin whining.
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Norma shivered, I knew, then, as 
Norma did, that the hungry dogs had 
gathered in packs; that but for the 
locked door they must enter and tear 
as limb by limb—even old Bunt, my 
own dog, who had always loved me.

I went to the door to make sure of 
the fastening.

I peered out a window, into whirl
ing black murk. Two balls of flame 
looked at me, two more, two, and yet 
other two. There were many dogs at 
the door. One saw me. Two eyes 
leaped at the window like arrows.

A gaunt beast struck the glass. It 
splintered.

The beast dropped, soundless, into 
the growling dust outside. H i s  
slaver smeared the windowpane. The 
slaver turned to du9t as fine silt w a s  
hammered into it by the wind.

God, the terror that gripped me! 
Norma and I—prisoners in a mau
soleum indeed. I knew w hy: my ani
mals had been so gauirt, so skinny 
from lack of water and food that they 
had been slight food indeed for the 
dogs.

I paced back to Norma. She did 
not need to ask me anything. She 
knew. I searched the room for a cud
gel. I found an ancient, knobbed 
walking stick which had belonged to 
my grandfather, a mighty weapon. 
My rifle would not serve, because dust 
would clog the bore.

The club must suffice, in ease the 
dog9 smashed through the windows.

Then, in the midst of terror, the 
light flickered and went out. There 
was no kerosene left. I might have 
lighted a fire in the potbellied stove, 
but there was no wood, save only the 
furniture. We sat very still. The 
bedroom, to which I had hoped one 
day to take my bride' became, oddly 
enough, a place of horror.

I could almost hear Hovis, chuck
ling softly to himself.

Norma stifled a scream.
I saw them—two pairs of glowing 

eyes against the western window, two 
gaunt heads of dogs with lolling 
tongues trying to look in, scenting us, 
eager to savor the flesh of our bodies.

I was thinking now, strangely, of 
something else, for to the west of the

house I heard other dogs howling. 
Were the dogs seeking the bodies of 
my father and mother? They had 
been buried without coffins in shallow 
graves because no coffins were pro
curable, even if there had Leen money 
with which to buy.

I wonder what made Norma say 
what she neat said?

“ I feel them close to us, Kelcey. 
Your father and mother! I can feel 
them in the room with us trying to 
tell us something.”

I shivered at that. It was a strange 
comment to my own thoughts. Maybe 
my parents were close because the 
dogs were near to uncovering them? 
Now that Norma had spoken I felt it, 
too.

A voice seemed to whisper to me 
through the sound of the storm. My
mother's voice:

"Leave us in the house where we 
were wed, my son. Then go with 
your bride . .

And my father added:
“ Quarter the wind. Kelcey; quarter 

the wind! If Norma lives you will 
yet find happiness. Never here, my 
son; not in thi9 desert."

ECISION filled me with queer 
exaltation.

‘‘Norma,’’ I said, "lock yourself in 
here I shall not go far, but there is 
something that must be done. Wait 
until I call. Don’t be afraid of the 
dogs even though you hear them 
snarling and think that they attack 
me.”

I caught up the cudgel. I went to 
the outer door, swung it back with 
all my strength; held it until the 
drifting silt formed a stop to hold it 
open. I had scarcely done that, when 
a black shape, only less black than 
the night itself, hurtled at me. My 
eyes, used to darkness, were keen be
cause of Norma’s need of protection.

I struck with all my might. I heard 
bone crush as the dog crashed the 
silt I knew it was dead. Two others 
charged, leaped, and were slain. Then, 
my mouth gritty with flying sand, I 
clutched the knobbed stick and cir
cled the house going to  th e  g r a v e s  
of my p a r e n ts .
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A tumbling, milling mass of crea
tures boiled about it.

In timet I saw dogs straining at a 
white garment—her white shroud—a 
sheet. Mad as the dogs themselves, I 
smashed in among them, striking with 
the stick, laying about me.

Both graves had been opened.
1 dragged Mother home first, shut

ting the door after I had placed her 
on the floor in a dark corner. I 
worked with feverish haste. I went 
back for Father. The dogs had un
covered him. They snarled over him, 
a mass of writhing flesh. I was glad 
that I could not see too well.

I took Father to the house, drag
ging him with my left hand, fighting 
off the famished dogs with my right. 
Had I lost the stick they would have 
pulled me down. The dust from 
their coats stifled my nostrils. Three 
times I stopped, stood astride the 
corpse, brained dogs with the heavy 
stick.

I placed Father beside Mother, I 
was sickened at what had already 
happened to him. I shut the door. 
The dogs that were left leaped 
against the door. I called Norma out. 
We piled the meager furniture across 
the comer—a barricade. N o r m a  
asked no questions. I found matches, 
when I did not think any were left.

I fired the furniture;, said to 
Norma: “ Now we quarter the wind.”

CHAPTER III 
Manner Hovis

1 CAUGHT up a strip of canvas 
that had been used to pack the 

space between the bottom of the door 
and the sill, and strung it around my 
neck, so that it hung above my hips 
like a sling for a broken arm. I 
fastened a handkerchief a b o u t  
Norma's mouth, one about my own. 
The fire was rising, would soon dis
close to Norma those whom I had 
placed tn the corner, Bide by side. 
She must not see them. I would see 
them to the very end of my days.

I had cheated the dogs. Their bony 
bodies crashed against the walla,

against the windows. I gripped my 
stick fiercely.

At the door I told Norma not to 
look back. I helped her into the 
sling abros6 my back, so that she 
faced to my left. Her back would be 
to the hammer and drive of the wind.

Now I bad both hands free to use ray 
stick; need not worry about losing 
Norma.

I pushed the door open. The dogs 
charged. I shouted at them, in savage 
exultation. The door shut behind 
me. I stood there, fighting the dogs.

Eerie lights came through the win
dows, painting ghastly, unreal pic
tures against the fall of silt which 
whipped over the noof of the house 
like drifting snow. Already the silt 
had piled up almost level with the 
windows. When it had, then the 
charging dogs could have driven their 
weight straight through. In my 
mind’s eye I could see them, crash
ing glass to the floor, hunting U 9 
through the house with slobbering 
jaws.

I would fight them off now until 
the boards behind me were hot 
against the flesh of my beloved.

Whence had all the dogs come? I 
had not known there were so many 
in all the countryside. But then it 
came to me: they had started drifting 
with the dust-6torm, trying to head it. 
They must have gathered ahead of the 
dust tempest for many miles, maybe 
all the miles the dust had traveled.

And dog packs, then, were probably 
trying to drag people down ten, fif
teen, twenty miles from here, if they, 
too, had drifted before the wind and 
the black dust.

“ It’s getting hot, Kelcey,” Norma 
shouted in my ears.

“ All right, we’re going, Norma," I 
said. “ Be brave. Resolve to live. Hold 
fast to me. Before God, I’ll get us 
both out of this horror. We travel 
south, dear. Watch the dogs behind 
us. Put your face against my neck, 
so that I shall know every minute 
that you are loving me.”

“Yes, Kelcey,” she answered.
I surged iato the thick of the dog 

pack. Hunger, thirst, had no effect 
on me now. I was fighting for life,
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uad f o r  lo v e . W it h o u t  lo v e , l i f e  w o u ld  
n o t be  w o r th  h a v in g . I f  N orm a  
d ie d  . . .

I sh o u te d  t o  h er .
"B re a th e  th ro u g h  th e  h a n d k e rch ie f . 

T a k e  ca re  th at it  d o e s  n ot s lip  d o w n . 
C le a r  its  o u ts id e  w ith  y o u r  p a lm  
w h e n e v e r  y o u  b e g in  to  ch o k e .”

I  s tru ck  w ith  savage fu r y . I  fe lt  
b o n e s  break  b e fo r e  the slash  o f  m y  
c u d g e l . T h e  l iv in g  to r e  th e  fa lle n . 
T h e  d o g s  had re v e rte d  t o  th e  w a y s  o f  
th e ir  a n c ie n t  a n ce s to rs , the w o lv e s . 
T h e y  d e s tr o y e d  th e ir  ow n  k in d  w ith  
ca n n ib a lis t ic  fu r y . I k n o ck e d  d ow n  
m ore , and  m ore . T h e  rank o d o r  o f  
th e ir  th ick  b lo o d  w a s in  m y  n o s tr ils

I  L O O K E D  back . D im ly , re d ly  
lu r id  th rou g h  the cu rta in s  o f  dust, 

1 c o u ld  see the flam es fro m  the fa rm 
h ou se , r is in g  in to  b la ck  n ig h t. P e n 
nants o f  flam e, w in d -b lo w n , seem ed  to 
lie  flat aga in st the g rou n d . P ro w lin g  
d o g s , b la ck  shapes again st the b lo o d -  
red  g lo w , raced  lik e  g h o s t ly  shadow s, 
d r iv en  m ad b y  the sm ells  w h ich  cam e 
o u t o f  the b u rn in g  house.

D e s p ite  all the h orror , I s ig h ed  
w ith  re lie f . M y  h a n d k e rch ie f s lip p ed . 
E a ch  b rea th  su ck ed  Bilt in to  m y 
m ou th , d ry  as dust a lready . I 
c le n ch e d  m y  teeth .

N o w , k eep in g  the w in d  against m y 
r ig h t  ch e e k — d riv en  sand and s ilt  
w e re  r ip p in g  th e  v e r y  sk in  fro m  m y 
fa c e — I set ou t to  the sou th . I f  w e 
fled  b e fo r e  the w in d  w e  cou ld  never 
reach  the end  o f  it. I f  w e  traveled  
a cross  it, th ere  must be an end  som e
w h ere . T e n  m iles, even  f if ty — I cou ld  
d o  f i f ty  f o r  th e  sake o f  m y b e lov ed  
i f  o n ly  she co u ld  en dure th e  hun ger 
and  th irst that lon g .

She w as so  w o e fu lly  lig h t . I 
s ca r c e ly  fe lt  h er w e ig h t.

M y  heart h am m ered  w ith  h op e . I 
d id  not m in d  th e  lo ss  o f  her h om e or 
o f  m ine. N ever a ga in , in any  case, 
co u ld  w e liv e  in e ith er  p la ce  rem em 
b e r in g  so m u ch  o f  s o r r o w  and  h eart
a ch e .

I lis ten ed  to  th e  sou nd s.
T h e  ro a r in g  o f  th e  w in d ; vast fo r m 

less  roa rin g , w ith  a ll the fu r y  o f  flam 
in g  h e ll in  it. T h e  d r i ft in g  sand and 
s ilt  rea ch ed  to  th e  v e ry  sk y . I f  it d id

te

n o t  cease b y  m o r n in g  w e  c o u ld  n o t
even  te ll n ig h t fr o m  d a y . N o  l ig h t  
c o u ld  p ie r ce  th e  flo w in g  p la g u e  o f  
d u st. D u st fil le d  e v e r y  fiber o f  m y 
c lo th in g . M y  ear6 w e re  c lo g g e d  w ith  
it. I  g o u g e d  at m y  e a rs ; I m ust hear 
f o r  p r o te c t io n ’s sake.

D u st on  th e  g ro u n d  e d d ie d  abou t 
m y  sh o e -to p s , as th o u g h  I tra v e led  
th ro u g h  d ry  q u ick sa n d . It w as lik e  
s w im m in g  in a stra n ge  k in d  o f  w ater 
in  w h ich  on e  co u ld  b a re ly  b reathe.

T h r o u g h  the ca ta c ly s m ic  d e v ils ' 
d ron e  o f  the storm  cam e o th er  c la m o r 
ou s  sou nd s. M ore  d o g s , ev e ry w h e re , 
th ou g h  I kn ew  I heard o n ly  th ose  to 
th e  w est, sh rill y e lp in g  co m in g  to  m e 
d ow n  th e  w in d . T o  the east th e  d o g s  
m ig h t be w ith in  a fe w  fe e t  o f  m e not 
k n o w in g  w e passed . T h e  d u st-filled  
w in d  w o u ld  ca rry  no scen t otheT than 
that o f  d ry  earth. So I k ept m y 
strea m in g  ey es  to  the le ft . N ow  and 
then  d o g s  a ttack ed . I b ra in ed  on e , or 
tw o , or three, and w ent on  I l ick e d  
m y  d ry  lip s  I th o u g h t o f  s om eth in g  . 
th e ir  b lo o d  co u ld  be dru n k , w o u ld  
susta in  l ife . B ut not y e t— oh, G od , 
n ot y e t— fo r  th ey  had eaten hum an 
flesh, m any o f  them . T h e re  w as a 
lim it to  w h ich  one m ig h t p lu m b the 
d ep th s  o f  h orror , y e t  rem ain  sane.

O th er  sou n d s— the lam en ta tion s  o f  
m en and o f  w om en . S om etim es  the 
g lo w  o f  lam ps in fa rm h ou ses , w h ere  
w om en  w a iled , ov er  th e ir  dead , p er
haps.

I th ou g h t o f  M a n n er  H o v is , ru b 
b in g  his hands and a v id ly  g r in n in g  
b eh in d  me. D e v ils  in the dust, he had 
sa id ! I fe lt , som eh ow , that he w as 
th e  D ev il h im se lf, r id in g  the dust, d i 
re c t in g  yet o th er  d ev ils

D id  he lau gh  and ch u ck le , h earin g  
the lam en ta tion s  o f  th ose  w h o  feared  
th e  b la ck  w in g s  o f  the dust as th ey  
fea red  n o th in g  else on  earth  or u nder 
it ?  I co u ld  fee l h is  p resen ce  e v e r y 
w h ere  e x c e p t  in  fr o n t  o f  m e w h ere  I 
c o u ld  see h im  ru b b in g  h is hands and 
ch u ck lin g .

H o u rs  passed. M a y b e  th e y  w ere  
m in u tes  w h ich  seem ed  lik e  h ou rs. I 
d id  n ot k n ow . M y  sk in  w as dust. 
B lin d in g , to r tu r in g  dust film ed  ov er  
m y  strea m in g  eyes .

I  heard , o fte n , th e  sh r ill , b lr d lik c
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cries o f -w o m e n . Others w e re  d o in g  
as I d id , q u a rte r in g  the w in d  w ith  
th e ir  w om en , s eek in g  e sca p e  fr o m  th e  
h o rr o r  o f  the s torm . H ad  fa th e r  and 
m oth er , lo v in g  th e ir  n e ig h b o r  as 
th em selves, b id d en  them , a lso , to  
"q u a rter  th e  w in d ” ? I d id  n ot k n ow .

B u t th is  I d id  k n o w : te rro r  sta lk ed  
a m on g  th ose  w h o  to o k  part in the 
e x o d u s  to  the sou th . N o t  d o g s  or 
w o lv e s , n ot a n y th in g  n a tu ra l! It w as 
a lw a y s  the y o u n g  g ir ls  w h o  scream ed  
th rou g h  the storm .

I cam e on  on e  such  g ir l , d r i ft in g  
l ik e  a p han tom  o f  dust th rou g h  the 
dark. S h e fo u g h t  w ith  an oth er ap
p a r ition . I s a w  d u s t-p o w d e re d  
han ds r ip  at her c lo th in g , tear it from  
h e r : saw  her fa ir  skin  b ecom e  dust 
even  as it w as bared. H er d u sty , 
lo o sen ed  hair flung ou t on the w in d , 
and she scream ed  co n tin u a lly .

I saw  the o th er sh a d ow  c lu tch  her. 
bear her back, fu m b lin g  at her b o d y  
w ith  h is righ t hand. H is  le ft  hand 
c lu tch e d  her throat so  that she co u ld  
n ot scream  again.

T h e  tw o  sh ad ow s fe ll .  I n eeded  all 
o f  m y stren g th  to save m y  N orm a. 
B ut I co u ld  not pass w hen  such  
d e v il ’ s w ork  w as h ap p en in g  in the 
s to rm  I lu n ged  fo rw a rd . A b o v e  the 
g ir l  the figure m oved , a m ovem ent o f 
h orror . O n ce  h is le ft  hand th ru st out 
and a th in , p ip in g  scream  cam e forth .

I s ca rce ly  paused in m y stu m blin g , 
s w ift  stride , th in k in g  even  as I l if te d  
m y  c u d g e l :

"W h a t  shall I  d o  w ith  the g i r l ? ”
I stru ck .
A  m an ’s sk u ll cra ck ed — n o  d u sty  

phan tom .

■ L O O K E D  d ow n  at th e  sk in n y  
w om an — a stra n ger. B u t I saw  the 

m arks o f  the m an 's hand on  her 
d u s t-g r im e d  throat. I saw  that her 
head ro lled  o d d ly . I s toop ed , w h ile  
N orm a  c lu n g , tr y in g  to  see.

“ Sh u t y o u r  eyes , b e lo v e d ,”  I cr ied  
to  her.

T h e n  I s tra ig h ten ed . T h e  g i r l ’s 
n eck  w as b rok en . F ly in g  d u st al
re a d y  co v e r in g  her. T o  baffle the 
d o g s —

I lau gh ed  h oa rse ly . I  s tro d e  on , 
tu rn e d  b ack  fo r  a m om en t, tu rn ed  the

naan over, rubbed die duet from hi* 
fa ce .

He was Marmer H ovist
I  w as g la d , n ow , that I  had  stopped 

to  s la y  h im . I  g ra b b ed  at h is  collar, 
d ra g g e d  h im  to  a l it t le  h e ig h t  swept 
bare of dust b y  th e  w in d — w h ere  the 
b lo w in g  san d  w o u ld  n ot b u ry  h im  
q u ic k ly ;  w h ere  th e  g ir l  w o u ld  not, 
even  in  death , be  near h im . S o  I  l e f t  
h im , to  be m eat f o r  th e  d o g s .

T h e n  I w en t on , g la d  in  w b a t I  bad 
done.

A n  h ou r passed— or p erh a p s  a m in 
ute— w h en  o n ce  m ore , I cam e u p o n  a 
g ir l. T h e re  w as the m an, to o . T h e  
w h o le  n igh tm are , i f  su ch  a s cen e  in  
su ch  a g h a st ly  s e tt in g  c o u ld  be  a n y 
th in g  but d e lu s ion , w as the sam e as 
the first in sta n ce . T h e  g ir l 's  c lo th in g  
r ip p e d  o ff. H er scream . T h e  hand at 
her throat. T w o  b o d ie s , t ig h t ly  
lo ck e d , fa llin g  to  th e  s o ft  g r o u n d  
in ch es  d eep  in  s ilt , d r o p p e d  h ere  b y  
the w ind  ou t o f  hell.

O n ce  m ore  I s tru ck , but th is  t im e  
to  save the g ir l 's  l ife . S h e screa m ed , 
rose , and ran s ta g g e r in g  in to  tha  
storm , d r i ft in g  w ith  it, v e ry  Boon lo s t  
in sta n tly  to  s igh t. T h ere  w as m a dn ess  
in her eyes. T e r ro r  o f  m y s e lf  as sh e  
van ished . She had seen N orm a  on m y  
back. T o  her I m ust have been  a n 
oth er fo u l dem on  o f  the storm . D e v ils  
in the d u s t!

A g a in  I turned  a dead  m an o n  h is  
back. I s tu m bled  b ack , d azed  w ith  
fr ig h t , s tr ick en  w ith  su pern a tu ra l 
fear.

F o r  the s e co n d  m an w as M a rm er 
H ov is  l ik e w is e ! It c o u ld n ’ t be , y e t  
th ere  it was, the la y -p re a ch e r  —  th e  
dead p ro p h e t o f  the dust.

M arm er H o v is l  M a rm er H o v is l
Satan? O r w ere  th ese  tw o  I  bad  

sla in  h is im ps, to r tu r in g  th e  cra z e d  
v ic t im s  o f  th e ir  s to rm ? N o w  te r ro r  
g r ip p e d  me. f o r  I rem em bered  h ow , 
jo in in g  N orm a to  m e in  m a rr ia g e , he 
had l ick e d  h is  red  lip s  w h en  h e  had  
lo o k e d  at her.

I stu m bled , s ta g g e re d  on . N o n n a ’s 
arm s c lu n g  l ik e  d ead  s ta lk s  a b ou t m y  
b ow ed  n eck . S h e w a s s o  l ig h t— b u t 
her w e ig h t  cru sh ed  m e so, that I  
stu m bled .

Once again I struck and slew, and
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the g ir l van ish ed  flee in g  b e fo r e  the 
w in d . A n d  the d ead  m an w as H o v is !  
P erh ap s I w a s m ad, u tte r ly , c o m 
p le te ly  m ad. T h e  h o w lin g  storm  
seem ed  to chant m o c k in g ly  the nam e 
o f  the sp ie le r  w h o  p rop h es ied  p u n ish 
m en t fo r  ou r sins. W a s  th is g h a st ly  
p u n ish m en t?  T o r tu re  fo r  a ll s in n ers  
in  th ou gh t o r  d eed ?

"Marmer Hovis! Maimer Hovis!"
A n d  N orm a screa m ed . I fe lt  h er 

b e in g  d ra g g ed  aw ay fr o m  m e w h ile  
her th in  le g s  c lu tch e d  m y  w aist. A s  
th ou g h  h ard  hands tu g g e d  at h er—  
tu g g e d  so  sa v a g e ly  that I w as d ra g g ed  
b ack w ard .

C H A P T E R  I V  
Devils in the Dust

1 T U R N E D , mad as the d o g s . T h e  
s lin g  in  w h ich  I had ca rr ied  m y  

b e lo v e d  w as b rok en . I heard  her 
scream  d y in g  aw ay. I w h ir le d , th e  
c lu b  l if te d , red  lust to  k ill in m y 
heart. T h e re  w as a d e v il ’s trou p e  o f  
M a rm er H o v ise s  b eh in d  u s ; h ow  
m an y b eh in d  the d u st screen  I had no 
w a v  o f  k n o w in g .

T h e y  all lo o k e d  the sam e. I s u p 
p ose  I m ust have lo o k e d  lik e  them , 
too . T h e y  had n o  resem b la n ce  to  a n y 
th in g  hum an. I f  th ey  w ore  c lo th in g , 
a ll th e ir  garm en ts  w e re  dust. T h e  
w in d  w h ip p e d  p o w d e r y  dust fr o m  
them  w h en  th e y  m o v e d , so  that th ey  
lo o k e d  lik e  m en o f  d u st d is in te g ra t 
ing . A s  I lo o k  b ack  at the h o rro r  n ow  
I w o n d e r  h ow  I saw  so  m u ch  in  the 
dark  w ith  m y  to r tu re d  eyes. M u ch , 
perhaps, I saw  w ith  th e  eyes o f  t e r 
ror , e x a g g era ted  b e y o n d  all w o rd s  to 
exp ress .

M a rm er H o v is — N orm a ! B ut no, 
n ever N orm a . . . m y  b e lo v e d — !

A  h a lf d o ze n  d u s t-d e v ils  w ere  ta k 
in g  her fro m  m e. She w as k ick in g , 
s crea m in g . T h e  h a n d k e rch ie f  cam e 
ofF her m outh . H er fa ce  w as w h ite  
w h ere  it had co v e re d  her. H er  m ou th  
w as o p e n ; she scream ed . T h e y  passed  
h er back  a m on g  them .

T w o  cam e tow a rd  m e w ith  a  rop e . 
T w o  ca rr ied  gu n s. T h e ir  fa ce s  
w r ith e d  w ith  m u rd erou s  m a lice . I f

th e y  co u ld  be  ca lle d  fa ce s , f o r  th ey , 
t e o , w ere  fo rm e d  o f  d u st. O n ly  th e  
eyes  seem ed  a liv e , m o is t  and  m u d d y . 
M o u th s  that o p en ed  to  scream  fo u l  
oa th s as N orm a  w as passed  back , 
fu r th e r  and fu r th e r  a w a y  fr o m  m e 
w h ile  she k ic k e d  and scream ed .

I f  I d id  n ot f o l l o w  I w o u ld  n ever 
k n o w  her w h e n — if  w e  m et again . 
N or w o u ld  she k n o w  m e. W e  had 
passed  th ro u g h  the s to rm  as stra n ge , 
g h a st ly  d ir t  crea tu res , a ll lo o k in g  
a lik e . B u t I w o u ld  k n o w  M arm er 
H o v is  a n y w h ere , and th e  d em on s  
w ere  M arm er H o v is  o r  h is  ca rb on  
co p ie s . T h e y  had to r tu re d  m an y 
w o m e n ; n o w  th ey  w ere  s e e k in g  
N orm a  w h om , I sw o re  to  m y s e lf ,  th e y  
sh ou ld  not have.

I th in k  in th o se  a w fu l m om en ts , 
w ith  the w in d  h o w lin g  m a d ly , th e  
dust th ick e r  and th ick er , c h o k in g  eyes  
and th roa t, I b eca m e a su perm an , 
th ou g h  m y g e n iu s  ran to d e s tru c t io n . 
T h r e e  m en, n ow , w e re  b e tw e e n  N orm a  
and m e. T h re e  m en  h e ld  ray k ic k in g  
b rid e .

I l i f t e d  m y st ick . O n e  o f  th e  a u to 
m a tics  sp ok e  fla tly . I  saw  the red  
flare, th ou g h  the storm  all bu t m uffled  
the sou n d  o f  it. I flu n g  m y s e l f  flat. 
T h e  b u lle t  passed  o v e r  m e. I ro lle d  
in the dust, and rose  to  m y  fee t, m y 
s t ick  l if t e d . I  s tru ck . I s tru ck  so 
q u ic k ly  that n o  hum an b e in g  co u ld  
have d o d g e d . I s tru ck  w ith  a ll m y  
p ow er , and m y  p ow er  w a s g rea t in  
the d e fe n s e  o f  m y  love .

N o w  m ore  o f  h er  w h ite  flesh  co u ld  
be seen , b eca u se  she w as f ig h tin g  m a d 
ly , and le a v in g  h er c lo th in g  in th e ir  
hands.

I heard  the d u ll c ru n ch  o f  the s t ick  
again st the sk u ll o f  the first. H e w en t 
d ow n . I saw  h is sku ll cra ck ed  o p e n —  
a h o le  in to  w h ich  I co u ld  have p la ced  
th e  ed g e  o f  m y  palm . H e  w as s till as 
I ju m p e d  ov er  him .

A n o th e r  w ea p on  sp ok e . A s  it sp ok e  
it d isap p eared  fro m  the hand o f  the 
man w h o  ca rr ied  it, e x p lo d in g  in h is 
fist because  its bore  had been  c lo g g e d  
w ith  dust. H e  y e lle d  In a g o n y . T h e  
m an w ith  the rop e  h u rled  it. B u t I  
ju m p e d  in to  the w in d ; th e  ro p e  f o l 
low ed  the w in d , and so it m issed  m e. 
I  s tru ck  sa v a ge ly .
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D u s t  p o w d e r e d  from  th e  head  o f  th e  
m an w ith  the rop e  w h en  m y  s t ick  
crash ed . M y  hands h e ld  th e  s t ick  as 
w ith  lin gers  o f  Bteel. I dared  n ot 
lo se  it.

T w o  m en  c lo s e d  w ith  m e, tr y in g  
to  tw is t  th e  c lu b b ed  s t ick  fro m  m y 
hand. O n e  su cce e d e d . B u t n o  soon er  
had he g ra sp ed  it than 1 w as u p on  
h im , k ic k in g , b it in g . T h e  taste o f  
h is  b lo o d — G od  h e lp  m e !— w as lik e  
w in e  on  m y lip s . I w o u ld , but fo r  
N orm a , have d ru n k  h is  b lo o d  lik e  a 
va m p ire , f o r  it w as m o ist .

I rem em bered , th en , that I w as a 
m an, n o t  a fiend , and spat fo r th  the 
b lo o d . I th in k  I w as s cre a m in g — a 
g h a st ly  figu re . I d ou b t, even  n ow , i f  
N orm a  kn ew  w h ich  o f  us w a s her m an. 
I f  I had the s t ick  she w o u ld  k n ow . 
N o w  an oth er h e ld  it. I g o t  it f r o m  
him , tu rn ed , s tru ck  h arder than be
fo re .

“ N o rm a ! N o r m a !”  I  scream ed .
T h e  m en  scream ed , to o , but th e ir  

w o r d s  w ere  u n in te l lig ib le  in  th e  
ch a o t ic  m a e lstrom , as m y  w o r d s  m u st 
have been  m ea n in g less . It  w as h e ll
ish , lik e  a n ig h tm a re .

D e v ils ?  Im p s?
G o d  o n ly  k n ew , i f  G o d  H im s e lf  

co u ld  see th ro u g h  the heart o f  the 
d riv en  dust.

B u t I w as see in g  M arm er H o v is  
e v ery w h ere , in e v e ry  face . E ven  the 
fa c e  o f  N orm a becam e h is  fa ce . O n ly  
her bared  flesh w as w h ite— but ev en  as 
I lo o k e d  it becam e d u sty , b la ck , lik e  
th e  oth ers .

A  S T U N N I N G  b lo w  stru ck  the 
b a ck  o f  m y  head . I  fe l l .  I fe lt  a 

ro p e  about m y  n e c k ; s tru g g le d  up, 
w as ya n k ed  fo rw a rd , fa l l in g  on m y 
fa c e . M a n y  hands la id  h o ld  o f  the 
r o p e ;  b ega n  to  d ra g  m e. L o o k in g  fo r  
a tree , I su p p o se d , in o rd e r  to  w atch  
m e ch o k e  ou t l i f e  d a n g lin g  fr o m  a 
lim b .

E v e n  w h ile  b e in g  d ra g g e d  I c lu n g  
to  the s t ick . W h e n  th ey  paused, I 
m an aged  to  s tru g g le  to  m y fee t. I 
h u rled  m y s e lf  a lo n g  the rop e . It 
lo o se n e d , so that th ose  w h o  d ra g g e d  
m e w h ir le d  to  see w h y . I crash ed  
In to  th em  s w in g in g  m y  st ick . T w o  
w e s t  d o w n .

N orm a , ahead  o f  m e, w a s b e in g  
d im m ed , erased  b y  the aereens a n a  
w a lls  o f  th e  s torm . G o d , I  had to  ga t 
to  her I

I s c re a m e d :
“ M a n n e r  H o v is !  M arm er H o v is ! ”
T h e  m en  a n sw ered  m e w ith  de

m on ia c  lau gh ter . O n e  o f  th em  sh o u te d  
and I th o u g h t he s a id : “ T h e  sp ie le r  
ca n n ot h e lp  y o u  n o w !”

A s  th ou g h  I w a n ted  h is  h e lp ! I  
w an ted  m y  finders abou t h is  n e ck , 
about all h is n eck s , c h o k in g  brea th  
fr o m  th e  th roats  o f  M arm er H o v is  
and all h is im ps.

I had sla in  severa l. N o w  i f  I lo s t  
N orm a  I w o u ld  w a n d er th e  rest o f  
m y l i fe  th ro u g h  the s torm . I m ust 
f o l lo w  the s torm  to  w h e re v e r  It b le w , 
s la y in g , one a fte r  th e  o th er, th e  d e v ils  
in th e  dust

I w as m ore  than a l it t le  m ad. I
k n ew  that th ose  w h om  I had sla in  had 
risen  a ga in  as so o n  as I had le ft  them . 
T h e  d o g s  co u ld  n o t fe e d  on  th e  b o d ie s  
o f  th e  u n dead  T h e y  co u ld  n ot h arry  
th e  su pern a tu ra l u n less  th e y  th em 
se lv es  w ere  d em on  h ou n d s  o f  h e ll.

I w as so b b in g , s u ck in g  the dust 
in to  m y th roa t w h ere  it b eca m e g r it ty , 
h o r r ib le  s lim e.

I co u ld  b a re ly  see N orm a . B u t I 
had fre e d  m y s e lf  fro m  the rop e . I 
co u ld  not cease so b b in g , bu t I c o u ld  
h u rry  a fte r , as I d id , m y c lu b  fla ilin g . 
I m ust have lo o k e d , as I fe lt , a v e r y  
in ca rn a tion  o f  terror .

T h e  o th ers , to  m e, w e re  n o t th in g s  
o f  th is  earth  o r  a bove  it. B e lo w ?  
P erh aps. W h o  k n o w s ?  M a y b e  M a r
m er H o v is  had been  r ig h t . M a y b e  
he w as try in g  n o w  to  m ake h is  w o r d s  
com e  tru e—

"N o r m a ! N o r m a !”
S om eh ow , she w o rk e d  fr e e  o f  h er 

ca p tors . She was a lm ost naked . S h e 
cam e ru n n in g  tow a rd  m e. H e r  h an ds 
to u ch e d  m e. She p eered  in to  m y  
fa ce .

" A r e  y ou  K e lc e y ? ”  sh e  a sk ed .
H er d irt rim m ed  e y e s  w e re  w id e  

w ith  terror.
" K e lc e y ,”  I sa id .
" P r o v e  it ,”  she c r ie d .
“ R e m e m b e r  th e  s la v er  o f  th e  d o g  

u p on  the w in d o w  o f  ou r  h ou se  w h ere  
I  to o k  y o u  as b r id e ? ”
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Then she knew me. I put her be
hind me, fought the demons, or men. 
They saw, then, that she wished to be 
with me. Some drew away. Others 
slogged along beside me, out of reach 
of the stick. Once more, after cover
ing Norma with my outer garment— 
sand and dust hammered at my bare 
torso like needles driven by invisi
ble guns—I fastened her against me 
with the sling.

The others staggered. They kept 
their distance. And finally, somehow, 
I lost them. We continued dragging 
our racked bodies through the endless 
storm.

We must have traveled many miles. 
It must have been within two hours 
of daylight. I spoke to Norma 
hoarsely.

“ I can’t go much further. You can’t 
walk. Maybe we can find a farm
house.”

I felt her shudder against me.
“ I’d rather die than enter any farm

house," she said. "I am afraid. If 
we stop, let’s lie down, tight in each 
other’s arms. Let the dust cover us."

Weary, broken, bleeding, I wanted 
to do that. I wanted to die.

It would be so easy. Just to lie 
down, with our heads toward the 
wind, our garments wrapped around 
us. To await the end, our arms about 
each other. It would be an easy 
death.

I gasped.
“ Let’s, Norma."
Without motion, merely lying 

there close together, it seemed that we 
were still moving, for the dirt under 
us moved, squirmed, twisted, shaken 
as though we bedded on a tangle of 
countless writhing snakes. Above us 
the sky moved. We were still, and 
though it seemed that we moved, it 
was the screaming wind of night and 
the dust that moved.

With each cough more dirt sucked 
into my lungs. Norma was coughing, 
too. I turned her against me, put 
my lips against hers. Her lips . . . 
it was like kissing the dry dirt on 
which we lay, panting.

I would at that moment have given 
anything in this world, life itself, to 
have known the glory of Norma’s

kiBses, as I had known that glory since 
w e  had a ck n o w le d g e d  love. It w as 
that compelling desire, I th ink , which 
made me insist that we stand once 
more. I could scarcely move. Every 
bone and muscle cried protest in 
agony.

But I got Norma on my back again, 
the handkerchief in place over her 
mouth. I covered my own mouth 
with my left hand. My right held 
the stick which I would never relin
quish.

Down the screaming wind came the 
cries of women. Down the wind came 
the hunting howls of the scourging 
dogs.

I stumbled on.
“ We will not stop,” I said, “as long 

as there 16 breath of life in my body. 
I must see your face again, kiss your 
dear lips once more.”

“ We must keep going,” she said.
Hours passed. I did not stop, 

knowing that if I did I could not go 
on. My body was a living flame, 
flayed by the driven dirt. It ground 
into the wounds it had already made 
—so many that all my body was one 
open sore at which the wind imps 
were stabbing with metal barbs.

On and on, without end.
Finally, a glimmer of light to my 

left. At last dawn was breaking. 
But another hour passed, and it was 
no brighter. We had stumbled and 
staggered into dim daylight, and 
there was, really, no change at all. 
Pilgrims lost in hell, easier for the 
devils of the dust to find.

C H A P T E R  V  
Muddy River

ALL that day, while the storm 
i raged and s h r i e k e d ,  we 

traveled, quartering the wind. I did 
not stop once. I swear it. I knew 
that we had long since passed any 
landmark I could possibly know. My 
knowledge of the-country in this di
rection was very slight, for I had 
loved the land of my fathers and had 
clung to it tightly During those 
ghastly hours, I only k n e w  th a t  I



DEVILS IN THE DUST 87

progressed at all by the wire fences 
which marked the boundaries of what 
had once been farms.

Now and then I would strike 
against the barbed wire. It would 
6core and sear my flesh; bring me to 
a standstill. Then, slowly, painfully 
—telling myself that I hadn’t stopped 
of my own free will—I would tear 
wire from post, and stumble on.

Sometimes we saw houses, black 
through the smother of dirt.

Now and again there were coursing 
dogs. Once we traveled behind a 
herd of mournfully lowing cattle, 
headed across the wind as we were 
headed. They were attacked by dogs, 
and stampeded down the wind, so we 
lost them. I was glad that in traveling 
with the storm which must slay them, 
they took the dogs with them—the 
dogs they would feed one by one as 
they were dragged down.

For hours, now, Norma had been a 
dead weight on my back, but I knew 
she lived because her body was warm 
against mine. I would have sworn 
that we traveled due south, for the 
course of the wind was not changed.

Was there never to be an end? 
Were we to travel through eternity, 
as no man and wife, even in purga
tory, had traveled on honeymoon? 
Only to die at long last because the 
mountains of moving, roaring dust 
reached to the very end of the world?

Doggedly I told myself that this 
could not be so. Did I not see a glim
mering of light, far ahead? I thought 
that I did.

Then I was sure that, for a few 
minutes, I saw the blood-red round 
disk of the sun opposite my right 
hand. I had traveled through the 
day, bearing with me the burden I 
loved. My tongue hung out coated 
thick with black dust. I could not 
close my mouth. My tongue was 
thrice its normal size. I could not 
speak the name of my beloved, though 
I whispered it in my heart:

“ N orma! Norma!”
I spoke to Norma deep in my soul, 

because I had lost all faith in God. 
But one thing had gone with me, 
through hell; the words of my dead 
father, bidding me “quarter the

wind.” Would there be no end?
Yes, thank God t Thank Siva, the 

many-armed destroyer I Or Vishnu, 
the preserver I Or any gods there 
were.

The dust was thinning! No longer 
a mountain through which one thrust 
like a burrowing mole. No longer a 
river of dust across the floor of which 
one walked like a weighted diver 
with clogging, heavy shoes on hia 
feet!

I could not even croak.
I was afraid, terribly afraid now 

that I might still stumble and fall. 
As though the thought had fathered 
the fact, I did fall, and buried my dry, 
cracked face in the dust. I struggled 
—God, how I struggled!—to rise. 
Norma did not move, did not know 
that I fell, nor that I stood erect once 
more.

But she was still warm on my back, 
folded up, crouched in a knot.

70ULD I reach safety, beyond 
the hell dust, only to find that 

my beloved had died? I sobbed inside 
me. The sobs could not get through 
my swollen lips. But I heard my own 
sobs, bubbling, stirring inside me. so 
that I trembled inwardly as though 
filled with bees. That thought made 
me laugh wildly, hysterically. The 
hysterical laughter still sounded like 
the droning of bees within the walls 
of my chest.

I saw people)
To right and left, people quarter

ing the wind Strong, gaunt women. 
Bony, hard-handed men. All of them 
looked like Marmer Hovis. There 
were many men without women, 
who I knew had not come into the 
storm without them The farmers of 
our country did not thus desert their 
wives.

There were no children. The chil
dren had been lost in the storm; 
never found again. The women— 
well, what of those men I had slain? 
The man Marmer Hovises?

I cursed savagely, remembering. 
There was a taste as of dried blood in 
my mouth. My chest hummed with 
fierce oaths.

1 stumbled past many carcasses of
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cAttle and h orses. A l l  fa c e d  d o w n  the 
w in d . T h e  d o g s  had p ick e d  {hem 
clean  o f  flesh. T h e y  had  been  at the 
v e r y  e d g e  o f  th e  s to rm — h ow  I co u ld  
see the sh apes o f  d un es and  h ills —  
but had d ie d , as p erh ap s w e  w o u ld  
d ie .

W h e r e  w e re  the d o g s ?  In  m y 
dream s fo re v e r , I m ust hear th e ir  
p h an tom  h ow ls  w h ir le d  aga in st the 
w a ll h ig h  sk y , as th ey  so u g h t th rou g h  
d u sty  v e ils  f o r  l iv in g  flesh on  w h ich  
to  feast.

T h e n , I waa th r o u g h ! W a s  it 
s tra n ge  th at a lth o u g h  I had breath ed , 
eaten , d rank  d u st I fe l l  on  m y  fa ce  
and  k issed  the s o i l?  R ath er, that I 
to u ch e d  M o th e r  E arth  w ith  ray s w o l
len  to n g u e  w h ich  p ro tru d ed  b etw een  
cra ck e d , b lu b b e ry  lip s. S t r a n g e  
en o u g h , bu t stra n ger th in gs  cam e out 
o f  th e  s torm  w h ich  h ow led  b eh in d  
us.

M en  and w o m e n — ten tim es as 
m a n y  m en  as w om en — figu res o f  
earth , m a rch in g , co n v e rg in g  tow a rd  a 
w in d in g  stream  that g lis ten ed  in the 
d y in g  sun.

I  saw  the s trea m ; th ou gh t it part o f  
a dream . I kn ew  that i f  I fe ll  but 
o n ce  m ore  I co u ld  not rise  again.

I  rea ch ed  the stream . I fe ll  in to  it, 
fa c e  fo rem ost. I w an ted  to  w rith e  and 
tw ist and roll in it.

B u t there was N orm a. I lo o se d  her, 
let her d ow n , a dead  w e ig h t a lth ou g h  
so  p it i fu l ly  lig h t.

H er n os tr ils  qu ivered . I b ru shed  
her fa ce  w ith  m y hands.

I co u ld  not k n ow  that she breath ed . 
I  g lan ced  about me. M en  and w om en  
w ere  s tr ip p in g  o ff  th e ir  c lo th in g , s lid 
in g  in to  the m u d dy  stream  lik e  w h ite  
snakes w h ose  heads and sh ou ld ers  
w ere  d ir t— dirt w h ich  had been  ham 
m ered  in to  th eir flesh b y  the w in d .

T h e  s torm  b eh in d  us s t ill  w rith ed  
upw ard  to the sky . It roared  as it 
had roared , as it p rom ised  to roar 
w ith ou t end.

I  s tr ip p ed  o ff  w hat litt le  w as le ft  
o f  N orm a ’s c lo th in g . I s tr ip p ed  o ff 
m y  ow n.

I pushed  her in to  the stream  until 
o n ly  her fa c e  w as above  it. I w a tch ed  
the w ater turn her dark skin  to 
m u d d y  b row n  and w h ite . I let m y

ow n  th irs ty  b o d y  d rin k  the w ater.
Q pd k n ow s  h o w  I d id  it, but I m an

a ged  to  d esist fr o m  d r in k in g , w h ile  
I h e ld  her m ou th  op en , and d rib b led  
w a ter  in to  it w ith  m y  hand. I d id  n ot 
k n ow  w hat I had d on e  w ith  m y stick . 
It  n o  lo n g e r  seem ed to m atter.

N orm a  stirred  and m o a n e d ; o p en ed  
her eyes. T h e y  w ere  as b lu e  as the 
sk y  above  us. She lif te d  h er head, 
saw  the w ater, s ig h e d , and c r o a k e d :

“ D rin k , K e lc e y  I”
I tr ied  to  d rink . W a te r  d rib b led  

past m y sw o lle n  ton g u e , so  that m y 
p arch ed  th roa t seem ed  to  su ck  m y  
hand dry.

H o u rs  passed. I d id  n ot fe e l  the 
pain  o f  m y b rok en  b o d y . S u ch  pain  
w ou ld  pass. I g lo r ie d  in ly in g  in  the 
so ft  o o ze  o f  the stream , w h ile  the 
w ater flow ed  s lu g g is h ly  ov er  m e ; and 
N orm a ’s b o d y  w as c lo se , w et aga in st 
m ine.

T h en , w hen  som e o f  th ose  w h o  had 
been  o f  the e x o d u s  cam e to  us to  say  
that a fire had been  k in d led , I m an 
aged  to  s i t ;  m anaged  to  l i f t  N orm a  
fro m  the s trea m ; m anaged  som eh ow  
to c lo th e  us b oth  w ith  ou r d u sty  rags. 
T h e  m essen ger sa id :

“ R ev eren d  H ov is  com m an d s us a ll 
to  the fire, u n der that b ig  tree, to 
ren der thanks to G od  fo r  d e liv e r 
a n ce .”

M arm er H o v is !
T h in g s  cam e flo o d in g  b ack . I said 

n o th in g  to N orm a. She d id  n ot, ap 
p a ren tly , rem em ber the h orror  w h ich  
w as hers w h en  w e had been  ca p tu red , 
back th ere  in the storm .

I l i f t e d  N orm a. L ik e  tw o  o ld  
p e o p le , bent and brok en , w a lk in g  in 
s leep , w e w en t to  the fire.

M arm er H o v is  had fo u n d  a b ox  
som ew h ere  to  serve as a p u lp it. I 
stared  at him . H is  fa ce  was e x p re s 
s ion less , im m ob ile . H e d id  n ot m ove 
as he w a ited  fo r  us to ga th er arou n d  
him . H e s to o d  lav in g  h is hands w ith  
air.

“ M o v e  c lo se r , that y o u  m ay h e a r !”  
w ere  his first w ord s , “ fo r  the s torm  is 
still near so y ou  can n ot ea sily  hear 
m e ."

I stared at him .
T w o  d ir ty , k n otted  h a n d k e rch ie fs  

w ere  boun d  lik e  b lo o d -so a k e d  ban d 
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a ge*  a b ou t h it  haad. B lo o d  had 
co m e  th ro u g h  th a n . I  k n ew  it  w aa 
b lo d d , th ou g h  it  lo o k e d  l ik e  m o d  that 
had d ried .

H e  w ash ed  h is  hands w ith  a ir . I  
th o u g h t o f  P o n tiu s  P ila te , w h o  gave  
th e  S on  o f  M an  to  th e  m o b  to  be 
c r u c i f ie d :

"G iv e  m e w a ter  th a t I  m a y  w ash
m y  hands o f  the M a n ."

T h o s e  w e re  n ot the e x a ct  w o rd s , 
b u t . . .  I th ou g h t o f  Judas, w h o  had 
b a n g ed  h im se lf on  a th orn  tree . I  
ro se  to  ray f e e t ;  scream ed  at M a n n e r  
H o v is .

“ Y o u ! Y o u ! ”  I  scream ed . " W h e r e  
are y o u r  im p s?  W h e r e  are th e  fiends 
y o u  b ro u g h t to  C arlson  C o u n ty ?  I t  
w as y ou , M a n n er H o v is , w h o  f r ig h t 
en ed  us in to  flee in g  fro m  the s to rm ’s  
ju d g m e n t ; y o u  w h o  w a n ted  the 
w om en  and g ir ls  to  be  separated  fro m  
husbands, b ro th ers , sw eeth earts  I" I  
g la red  about w ild ly . "H o w  m a n y  o f  
y ou  m en k n o w  w h at h ap p en ed  to  
y o u r  w om en  in  the s torm — back 
th e re ?  S peak , M a n n e r  H o v is !  B e 
fo r e  w e hang y o u  to  th e  tree  b eh in d  
y o u .”

T h e  m en heard, s t ir re d , began  m u r
m u rin g . T h e  fa ce  o f  M ariner H ov is , 
w h ich  he had c leaned  in the stream , 
was d ir ty -w h ite . H is  hand w en t to  
h is  head. I scream ed  a g a in :

" H o ld  h im ! I f  the w ou n d  on  his 
head was m ade w ith  a clu b , I m ade 
I t ! I show  you  the man w h o  to r 
tured  m any o f  you r w o m e n ; the fa lse 
p ro p h e t  w h ose  im ps ou t o f  h ell m al
treated  yet o th ers  I S h ow  y ou r  
w ou n d , Manner H o v is  1 S h o w  us 
y ou r  b rok en  h e a d !”

B u t he w o u ld  not. H e  lo o k e d  as 
th o u g h  he w ere  read y  to  flee. T h e y  
ch a rg ed  h im  th en — th e silen t, w i fe 
less, s is ter less  m en. T h e y  r ip ped  o f f  
th e  ban dage. U n d er it w as a m ark 
that o n ly  a c lu b  co u ld  have m ade.

E in er  S ven son , a b ig  S w ed e  n e ig h 
b or o f  m ine, w ep t lo u d ly :

" W e  w ere h u n tin g  the fiends w h o 
tortu red  ou r w om en . W e  th ou gh t 
y ou , K e lce y  F ayn e, w ere  one o f  them , 
u n til N orm a w ent to  you . Y o u  k illed  
tw o  o f  us, th in k in g  w e w ere  the 
d e v ils . B u t there Is no pun ish m en t, 
f o r  th ose  m en  had lo s t  th e ir  w iv e s ;

perhaps they bed ptefeared to die.*
My heeds teen this first to touch the 

neck of Manser Hovis when they 
brought the rope.

H# ooerfeased.
Thar# were twenty of his fiends 

beck there in the storm. With Wf 
many stranger* among ue how would 
they be known? He told ua their 
names.

T h e n  w e  h a n g ed  h im  to  th e  tree . 
W h ile  h is b o d y  d a n g led , b e fo r e  h is  
k ic k in g  fe e t  w ere  s t ill, E in e r  S v e n - 
son  t o ld  o f f  a  d o ze n  m en  to  stand 
gu a rd  at th e  e d g e  o f  th e  s to rm . T h e y  
asked  ea ch  n e w co m e r  w h o  came to 
g iv e  h is  n a m e ; t o  p rov e  h im se lf.

N orm a  s lep t. S h e d id  n o t  k n ow . 
F o r  a l it t le  w h ile  I  la y  d o w n  b es id e  
h er. T h e re  w e re  m a n y  o th e rs  ly in g  
s ile n tly  a rou n d  us. I  w a tch e d  thh 
sw a y in g  o f  H o v is ’ b o d y  in  th e  w in d  
b e fo r e  I  w en t t o  s leep .

IT  w as daw n w h en  I  w a k en ed .
O th ers— severa l o th e rs— lo o k in g  

v e r y  m u ch  lik e  th e ir  lead er, s w u n g  
fro m  the tree.

I ga th ered  N orm a  in  m y  arm s, and  
w a lk ed  w ith  her d ow n  stream . W e  
cam e to  a fo rd  and crossed . I  d id  
n ot lo o k  back  o n ce . W e  w a lk ed  
ou t in to  su n lig h t, d e term in ed  n ever 
to  leave  the stream  w h ich  ga ve  us 
l i fe , u n til w e  oam e to  sam e to w n , o r  
v illa g e , w h ere  l i fe  cou M  start aga in .

M y  b o d y  w o u ld  be sca rred , but ray 
sores  w o u ld  heal. N orm a  w as ga u n t 
and th in , but fo o d  and d r in k  w o u ld  
m ake her figure rou n d  aga in .

H er ey es  w ere  hau n ted . H e r  b o d y  
o ft e n  trem b led , as h er m in d  rem em 
bered  h orror . H e r  lip s  k ep t sh a p in g  
a nam e.

“ M arm er H o v is !  M a n n er  H o v is !”  
W h y  d id  he do w h at he d id , he and  

h is  im p s? W h y  d id  th ey  all lo o k  
a lik e ?

I kn ew  b oth  an sw ers, but a ll I  d id
then w as to  so o th e  N orm a . I w o u ld  
n ot te ll her.

It was n ot o n ly  m adn ess b ro u g h t 
on  b y  ou r te r ro r  in  th e  dust storm . 
N ot o n ly  d e lu s ion  that p e o p le d  the 
dust s torm  w ith  M a n n e r  H ov isea . 
N o t o n ly  n ig h tm a re  h a llu c in a tio n , 
th o u g h  th a t had  its  part.



90 THRILLING MYSTERY

There were, indeed, many of his 
kind with Hovis. And all did seem 
alike because of the dust. Fanatics 
who, under his teaching, had delved 
too deeply into old, forbidden re
ligions, violent religions wherein the 
tenets of sadism, brutality and horror 
became fundamentals of faith.

I was glad I killed some of them;

that others were hanged. No more 
would they torture and slay pur 
women. It was a good thing when 
their evil bodies became one with the
dust.

And it was good to turn our backp 
against the horror, leaving it beMjnd 
forever; good to face whatever might 
lie before us, together, hand in hafcd.

FOREST OF FEAR
(Concluded from page 75)

a fraction of an inch, to pull her head 
up against her chest. The toothless 
witch suddenly lost her temper.

“Quit your wigglin', damn ye!’’
She grabbed the loose cloud of 

brown hair with her free hand, 
yanked Eleanor’s head down cruelly 
until the soft white throat was arched 
in a taut, quivering bow. Brent’s 
fingers had reached the rifle. In his 
awkward position it was tremend
ously difficult to aim accurately. But 
it was hiB only chance—he must take 
it)

The old woman lifted the murder
ous cleaver high in the air, and Brent 
swung the gun toward her. With a 
6ilent prayer, he pressed the trigger!

In that same instant, the maniac, 
warned by some animal instinct, 
whirled and sprang toward Brent. A 
round hole suddenly gaped where his 
right eye had been, and he crumpled 
in a lifeless heap.

The old woman stared at him dully 
for a moment, then with a shriek she 
dropped the cleaver and threw her
self on the dead body of her son. A l
most at once she jurtiped to her feet 
again, sobbing and wailing piteously. 
She ran to the hlack case, drew out a 
razor edged scalpel.

[ 7  BEN, you can’t go alone! You
mud need me I”
She plunged the scalpel to the hilt 

beneath her shrunken breast. A 
gentle smile touched the old lips as 
she fell, remained when the sightless 
eyes stared up at the ceiling.

It took Brent ten minutes to loose 
himself from the ropes. He freed 
Eleanor, led her outside. Then he 
slipped back, covered the two bodies 
with a tattered sheet before he went 
out to join Eleanor in the green 
forest, gold-tinted by the first rays of 
the sun.

V o t a r i e s  o f  a  Fantastic C u lt  H o ld  a  Q r is ly  C e l e b r a *■ 
t io n  O v e r  th e  A r r i v a l  o f  a  B e t r o t h e d  C o u p l e  

L u r e d  to  a  C h a m b e r  o f  P a in * F a n g e d  D e a t h
. . . . in . . . .

BAAL’S DAUGHTER
A Complete Novelette of Sin inter Myttery

By CORNELL WOOLRICH
In Next Month’ s TH RILLIN G M Y S T E R Y
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Deputy Sheriff Deeds Faces Grim  Horrors that M ake the 
Blood Run Cold as H e Pursues a M ysterious 

Perpetrator of G ris ly  Crimes

By H. M. APPEL
Author of “Suicide's Brand,” etc.

T U T T E R I N G  lik e  a m a ch in e - 
g u n , a m o t o r c y c le  w h e e le d  ou t 
ot th e  s le e p y  v i l la g e  and  h ead 

ed  d o w n  th e  dark  slab  o f  co n cre te . 
T e n  o 'c lo c k .  F o u r  h ou rs  o f  p a tro l 
d u ty  ahead.

D e p u ty  S h e r iff  K e n  D e e d s  b u n ch e d
91

his b roa d  w r e s t le r 's  S h ou ld ers  d e e p e r  
in to  a sh e e p lin e d  coa t, fo r  th e  e a r ly  
sp r in g  a ir w as raw . S e tt l in g  h im se lf  
b eh in d  th e  lo w  w in d s h ie ld , h e  w o n 
d ered  i f  t o n ig h t  m ig h t  b r in g  a ch a n g e  
o f  lu c k — i f  he w o u ld  e n co u n te r  th e  
“ S h a d o w  M a n .”
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Closing the cut-out, he lot his ma
chine purr along at a moderate pace, 
alert eyes scrutinizing each wooded 
patch and crossroad. The breaks had 
better come soon! That county seat 
crowd neeaed a goat. It the mysteri
ous criminal accomplished one more 
successful loray along Highway 50, 
a promising young deputy wouid be 
shorn of his star, besides, Deeds 
worried for the safety of Hose Grii- 
fin. Suppose ehe were the next 
victim?

Five men had vanished within the 
month. Each the keeper of a lonely 
filling station or barbecue stand. Tne 
disappearances bad not aroused much 
comment until three days bet ore, 
when the Shadow Man had scored his 
only failure.

Deeds smiled grimly. Grouchy old 
Ezra Baines bad pioved too tough 
a customer. The bachelor tenant of 
a run-down farm had been sitting in 
the darkened front room of his shack 
near the road, nursing a toothache, 
when the queer missile crashed 
through a window. Despite a blind
ing cloud of gas which enveloped 
him, the hardy soul had snatched a 
shotgun from the mantel and bred at 
a shadowy figure previously glimpsed 
outside.

A neighbor, coming shortly after 
daybreak to borrow a tool, had found 
the old man stretched upon the floor 
but half alive, and had hurried him 
to the village doctor.

Of course Baines had talked. Im
mediately the Shadow Man became a 
topic of frightened gossip on every 
tongue. Deeds was showered with 
criticism by superiors and public 
alike, for not producing the monster 
forthwith. Inspection of the five 
places from which men had disap
peared showed in each case a broken 
window, and the remains of a capsule 
in which liquid gas had been hurled.

Deeds had thoroughly considered 
the possibility of 6ome village resi
dent having embarked upon a career 
of terrorism, but there were only a 
few with sufficient knowledge of 
chemistry to handle the lethal fluid

Rolling down the dark highway, 
peering ahead at each curve and turn,

he ticked off the list again, more cer
tain tnan ever that some prowling 
maniac had invaded the peaoeful lo
cality.

1 nere was Ira Bowen, who owned 
the fertilizer plant. Doubtless he 
knew something of chemicals, but 
could one suspect the richest man in 
town? Or Fred Baxter, who manu
factured fireworks in tumbledown 
sheds near the tracks? Fred was a 
genial, easy-going chap who wouldn't 
harm a fly Old Doc Fletcher seemed 
above suspicion. Young "Doc" Car
ter—jeeringly favored with the title 
when he came home to operate his 
dead father's greenhouse after being 
kicked out of medical school—might 
have a smattering of knowledge. 
There remained Justin Blake, the 
diuggist, a scowling, silent man who 
had opened hie shop a year before 
and. since, had made few friends.

WEEDS shrugged. None of them 
checked with hie mental picture 

of the Shadow Man.
Topping a rise of ground, he smiled 

in the midet of hie trouble. A light 
gleamed in the upper half of a cot
tage window, although the lower sash 
was ahaded. It signified that the in
mates were preparing for bed. He 
thumped hie klaxon in a signal as he 
passed—two short and one long blast 
—his “ good night” to Rose More 
than a good night, for it conveyed 
assurance that he was on guard along 
the highway, safeguarding the slum
bers of his sweetheart and her wid
owed mother. They lived in the road
side cottage, while tenants farmed 
their acreage.

Two women alone! The thought 
smote Deeds with added violence to
night, as he followed the beam of his 
riding light into the opaque darkness. 
They would be easy prey for the mys
terious killer who suffocated victims 
with deadly gas and carried off their 
bodies Savagely stamping upon the 
accelerator, he roared ahead at in
creasing speed until the needle hung 
at seventy Duty demanded that he 
cover his full mileage, but he wished 
he might stay closer to the cottage. 

Out of the tail of his eye, some
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m iles  fa rth er  on , h e  th o u g h t  h e  saw  
the d im  bu lk  o f  a sm all tru ck  p u lled  
o f f  the road  near a c lu m p  o f  trees, 
bu t it flashed b y  so  q u ick ly  that he 
cou ld  n ot be sure. T im e  en ou g h  to 
ch eck  u p  w h en  he return ed .

O n e  o f  the n u m erou s ram shack le  
v eh ic le s , n o  d ou b t, that h ard -p ressed  
fa rm ers  m an aged  to  keep  ru n n in g  
part tim e.

H e  s lo w e d  a b it, to  take the lo n g  
cu rv e  lea d in g  to  F o s te r  H il l ,  n o tin g  
that S co tt ie  A lle n 's  fil lin g  station , 
s itu a ted  in a tr ia n g le  o f  g ro u n d  b e 
tw een  the fo r k s  o f  a “ Y ”  turn , w as 
dark . N o  traffic to n ig h t. S c o tt ie  
w o u ld  have g o n e  to  b ed — w ith  a h u ge  
A ir e d a le  on  gu ard  and a gun  u n der 
h is  p il lo w .

A  stou t fe llo w , S co tt ie , b oa stin g  
that he w as n o  m ore  a fra id  o f  a 
sh ad ow  m an than on e  o f  flesh and 
b lo o d .

S k im m in g  the crest o f  the h ill, 
D eed s  s tep p ed  on  the gas and a fe w  
m in u tes  later w as c ir c l in g  the S to p - 
a n d -G o  p illa r  in  H a le ’ s C orn ers, the 
end  o f  h is  p a tro l. H ere  it w as that 
a g r o u p  o f  rural en th u siasts  held  
w e e k ly  w re s t lin g  bouts. D eed s , lo n g  
ch a m p ion  o f  the co u n ty , se ld om  
m issed  en ter in g  a m ateh.

B u t to n ig h t he d id  n ot s to p  to  lo ok  
in u p on  the b oys . S ta rtin g  back , his 
th ou g h ts  w ere  ch ie fly  co n ce rn e d  w ith  
R ose .

W h a t  a b ea u tifu l th in g  she w a s! 
T o o  n ice  fo r  any  co p — even  fo r  one 
w h ose  s k il lfu l  use o f  a sc issors  h o ld  
m igh t som e d ay  earn him  m on ey  and 
fam e on  the m at. June, and the great 
d ay  o n ly  th ree  m onths a w a y ! H is 
sm ile  fa d ed  in to  an a n x iou s  fro w n .

T h r e e  m on th s. I f  he d id n ’t lose 
h is jo b !

W h e n  a p p roa ch in g  the h illto p  
above  the “ Y ” fo rk , he cu t ligh ts  and 
m otor , le tt in g  the c y c le  ro ll. N o is e 
less ly , save fo r  a sharp w ind  w h is 
t l in g  past h is ears, he d escen d ed  the 
m ile -lo n g  s lop e . O n e trou b le  w ith  a 
m o to r c y c le  w as that c ro o k s  cou ld  
hear y o u  co m in g . Several tim es he 
had tr ied  tfiis  coa s tin g  stunt, h o p in g  
to  su rp rise  the S h a d ow  M an in an a t
ta ck  on  S co tt ie  A lle n . E ven  so, he 
w as n ot p rep ared  w hen  a b la ck  shape

lo o m e d  against th e  pa le  r ib b on  o f  
p avem en t and w as b a re ly  ab le  to  
b rake to  a  s top  b e fo r e  c o l l id in g  w ith  
the b u lk y  o b je c t .

D e e d s  beard  S c o tt ie ’ s d o g  y e lp  
tw ice , th en  a ll w as s till. A s  he ran 
fo rw a rd , g u n  in  hand, a queer fo r m  
le ft  the d o o rw a y  o f  the b u ild in g  and 
h u rr ied  a cross  th e  p a tch  o f  w h ite  
cru sh ed  ston e. D e e d s  sn a p p ed  u p  h is 
re v o lv e r  but h e ld  h is  fire.

I t  d id  n ot lo o k  lik e  a m an. T o o  
b ig , to o  broad . B u t so o n  the stra n ge  
o u tlin e  reso lv ed  itse lf  in to  that o f  on e  
p erson  ca rry in g  another. Of c o u r s e ! 
C a rry in g  S c o t t ie !  N ow  he dared  n o t 
sh o o t . B est to  ge t c lo se  and  try  th e  
e f fe c t  o f  su rprise .

“ D r o p  h im !”  H is  com m an d  gra ted  
h arsh ly  w hen  the S h a d ow  M an  w as 
but ten  fe e t  aw ay . “ H o is t  y o u r  
h a n d s !”

D eed s  heard  a m u ttered  oath . T h e r e  
w as a tense pause. T h e n  a h is s in g  
re p o r t  lik e  that o f  an a ir gu n . A  
stream  o f  liq u id  s tru ck  h im  fu l l  in  
the fa ce . H e  ch ok ed , g a sp in g  fo r  
breath , lu n g s  afire, knees b u ck lin g .

In  a last ch a g r in ed  g lim m er o f  c o n 
sc io u sn e ss  he rea lized  that he had 
been  gassed  b y  the m an he had h op ed  
to  ca p tu re .

T I R E S  ro l l in g  at h ig h  speed  m ade 
a b u zz in g  sou n d  in  D e e d s ' ears. 

B o u n c in g  and s lid in g  on  a hard board  
B oor, he ra ised  num b hands to  his 
th rob b in g  head and \yondered w h ere  
he w as. T h e  b la ck  tr u c k ! T h a t had 
been  the S h a d ow  M an ’s.

H e je rk ed  ou t h is fla sh ligh t, sh ot 
its beam  a ga in st a c lo se d  rear d oor . 
H e w as b o x e d  in  a t ig h t ly  w a lled  
sp a ce  fro m  w h ich  there seem ed no 
escape. H is  hand tou ch ed  som eth in g  
c la m m y w h ich  lay  by  h is side. T h e  
lig h t, s tabb in g  d ow n w ard , revea led  a 
g ra y -fa c e d  corp se .

D eed s  g ru n ted , lo o k e d  m ore  c lo s e 
ly, saw  the tw isted  fea tu res  o f  S c o tt ie  
A lle n . H u r lin g  h im se lf a ga in st the 
d oor , he sou gh t to  burst it op en . T h e  
latch  w as so lid . W it h  h eavy  b oo ts  he 
strov e  to  k ick  ou t th e  s id es . T h e  
tru ck  s lo w e d . A  g ru ff v o ic e  fr e m  the 
d r iv e r ’s seat c o m m a n d e d :

“ C ut it o u t !  D o  I have to  k ill y o u ? ”
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D e e d s  re n e w e d  h is  e ffo r ts , h o p in g  
to  f o r c e  a figh t. A  ra ttle  sou n d ed  in 
tn e  fo rw a rd  en d  o f  th e  tru ck  b od y . 
T h e  spea k er sn a r le d :

“ M a y b e  th is  w ill  q u ie t y o u !”  
A g a in  th e  h iss in g  sou n d  o f  gas sh ot 

fr o m  a g u n . T h e  s u ffo ca tin g  c lo u d  
o f  ch lo r in e  w as con fin ed  w ith in  the 
t ig h t  b o x . W h e n  D eed s  fe l l  to  the 
f lo o r , h is p arted  lip s  cam e in  con ta ct 
w ith  a crack  th ro u g h  w h ich  co ld  air 
en tered  sp a r in g ly . S w ift ly  h is c o n 
s c iou sn ess  w aned . L i fe  hung b y  a 
s len d er  th read , d ep en d in g  u pon  the 
trace  o f  u n ta in ted  o x y g e n .

KE N  D E E D S  groan ed  and tw isted  
h is b o d y  u pon  a co n cre te  floor . 

C o ld !  H e  trem bled  v io le n t ly , and his 
v e r y  b on es  fe lt  fro ze n . D e sp era te ly  
he tr ie d  to  flex  h is num bed fin gers. 
T h e y  fe lt  lik e  b rittle  d ig its  o f  ice. 
A  to r p o r  seem ed  to  have se ized  h is 
bra in . W ith  a trem en dou s e ffo r t  o f  
w il l  h e  sat up.

D a r k !
T h e  air w as fr e ig h te d  w ith  a fa in t, 

d is tu rb in g  o d o r  w h ich  he cou ld  n ot 
id e n t i fy . C lu m sily  he searched  h is 
c lo th in g  fo r  flash ligh t and gu n . B oth  
g on e . T h e  S h ad ow  M an had le ft  h im  
n ot even  a p en k n ife .

F e e b ly  he paw ed  at h is breast 
p o ck e t . T h e r e !  A  sm all e le c tr ic  
torch , in the sh ape o f  a p e n c il. H e 
s ta g gered  to h is  fe e t , sen t the t in y  
beam  o f  l ig h t  p ro b in g  in to  the s in 
ister darkness. A  sh ock ed  c ry  gu sh ed  
to  his l ip s  and he fe ll  b ack , ey es  b u lg 
in g  w ith  h orror .

O n  the o p p o s ite  w a ll, l ik e  ch u n k s 
o f  bu tch ered  b e e f, five ca d avers  h u n g  
u p on  great iron  h ook s  w h ich  p ie r ce d  
th e ir  backs. T w o  w ere  c lo th e d . T h re e  
w ere  naked  and h o rr ib ly  m u tila ted . 
D e sp ite  the sh ru n k en  lip s , th e  starin g  
g la ssy  eyes, th e  lo l l in g  ton g u e , he 
re c o g n iz e d  them  a ll. T h e y  w ere  the 
u n fortu n a tes  w h o  had d isa p p ea red . 
T h e  v ictim s  o f  the S h a d ow  M an.

S te e lin g  h is nerves, he lo o k e d  about 
h is  ce ll m ore  c lo s e ly , n o t in g  that he 
w as im p rison ed  in a n a rrow  r e f r ig 
era ted  room . C o ils  o f  fr o s te d  p ip es  
co v e re d  m ost o f  th e  ce il in g . R u sh 
in g  to  the d o o r  b e  fo u n d  it t ig h t ly  
fitted , n o  la tch  v is ib le . H is  in a d e 

quate l ig h t  g re w  d im . H e  g te a ce d  at
h is  w atch . M id n ig h t . F o r  o v e r  an 
h ou r he had la in  u n co n sc io u s . T w o  
m ore  h ou rs  m ust pass b e fo r e  B il l  
S lad e  w o u ld  re p o r t  f o r  d u ty  and , p e r 
haps, w on d er  at h is  fa ilu re  to  appear.

T h e  lig h t  w as d im m in g  ra p id ly . Its  
y e l lo w  g leam  rev ea led  tn e  dead  fe a 
tu res  o f  S c o tt ie  A lle n , w h ose  b o d y  
h u n g  u p on  a h o o k  a cross  th e  room  
fr o m  th ose  dead  a lo n g e r  tim e.

In  m ou n tin g  fre n z y  D e e d s  sp e cu 
lated  as to  w h ere  he m ig h t be. In  the 
v illa g e ?  W h o  ow n e d  la rg e  r e f r ig 
era tors?  T h e  m eat sh op , th e  gen era l 
store , the g reen h ou se  w h ere  v e g e 
tab les w ere  g ro w n  th ro u g h  th e  w in 
ter, and the ‘ ‘ch ick e n  fa c to r y ”  w h ere  
farm ers so ld  th e ir  f o w ls ?  B u t su re ly  
th is co u ld  be n on e  o f  th o s e !  T h e  
p la ce  w as e m p ty  save f o r  th e  g h a st ly  
dead.

T h e  lig h t  w en t ou t. H is  fea r  g re w  
as darkn ess b u r ied  h im  in  its  om in ou s  
fo ld s  W h y  had the k ille r  le ft  h im  
a liv e ?  O r had the S h ad ow  M an be
lie v e d  h im  d ea d ?  N o  I In  that case, 
lik e  S co tt ie , he w o u ld  have been  
th row n  u pon  th e  h ook s . A  c o n v ic 
tion  sw ep t a cross  h is  m in d . T h e  
m u rd erer  had p la n n ed  fo r  h im  6om e 
d ia b o lica l to r tu re  or m u tila tion . F o r  
w h at o th er  reason  had h is  l i f e  been  
sp a red ?

P a n ic  s e ized  K en  D eed s . T h e  d a rk 
ness seem ed  to  fill h is  th roa t and 
ch o k e  him . T h a t g rea tes t o f  a ll te r 
rors— a fea r o f  the u n k n ow n —  
c lu tch e d  at h is  heart. B u t s o o n  h is  
n erv es  stead ied . H e  w o u ld  have a 
ch a n ce  w h en  th e  m an cam e b ack .

O f  cou rse , th e  f e l lo w  w o u ld  be 
arm ed and on  th e  a lert. H e  g r o p e d  
about the i c y  ch am ber, s ea rch in g  fo r  
a c lu b  o r  any  h eavy  o b je c t  that m igh t 
serve  as a w ea p on . T h e  iron  h ook s  
w ere  b o lted  to  w o o d e n  racks and he 
co u ld  n ot w re n ch  one lo o se . D eed s  
even  fe lt  ov er  the s t iff , dead  b o d ie s . 
B u t n o th in g  in th e ir  c lo th in g  rew a rd 
ed h is  p ers is ten ce . W ith  bare hands 
a lon e  he m ust m eet the k ille r . H is  
teeth  c l ick e d  su d d en ly . A  flim sy  
v e g e ta b le  b o x  seen  in on e  co rn e r  
b ro u g h t an idea  to  m in d . A  d esp era te  
ru s e ! H e  m ig h t y e t  o u tw it  h is  
ca p tor .
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With a shudder of revulsion he lift
ed Scottie Allen’s bod? from the cruel 
hook. Fingers fumbling awkwardly, 
he stripped rough garments from the 
corpse. Then, divesting himself of 
his uniform, he traded clothing with 
the dead man, pulling the collar of 
hia sheepskin coat well up around the 
stone-cold face.

Somewhere outside he heard a 
sound. A latch rattled metallically. 
He shoved the box beneath the hook 
on which Allen’B body had hung and 
stood upon it, head bowed, back 
against the iron point, masquerading 
as a corpse.

The door was opened cautiously. 
For several moments no light was 
visible. Then the beam of a flashlamp 
shot forth to sweep floor and walls 
in one swift circuit. A man entered. 
Approaching the uniformed figure 
upon the concrete, he paused, mutter
ing. The light lowered. A strong, 
long-fingered hand reached into the 
circle of illumination, seized one 
wrist and felt for a pulse. A sharp 
oath cracked as the lifeless thing was 
flung aside.

“Dead! And I wanted a live one!"
Laying the torch upon the floor, its 

glare making his features invisible, 
the Shadow Man lifted the corpse and 
threw it upon a hook beside the other 
five, as a butcher might hang up a 
quarter of beef. Deeds sprang when 
he judged the other’s back was 
turned. If he could clamp a killing 
hold upon the man—

But the rickety box collapsed with 
the force of his leap. He sprawled. 
Red flame lanced the darkness when 
the Shadow Man jerked out a gun 
and fired. Deeds scrambled for the 
door which swung partly ajar, felt 
a hand clutch at his shoulder, pulled 
free as the pistol roared near his ear. 
Then he was outside — the door 
slammed shut. A metal bar fell into 
its slot. Exultantly he cried :

“ Caught! In his own trap. Now 
to find weapons or help."

There was slippery mud under 
foot. He located some matches in the 
pockets of Scottie Allen’s pants. By 
their dim flare he discerned the small 
black truck parked a few feet from

the frame building into which the re
frigerator was built. Jumping to the 
seat he switched on headlights and 
found himself in an unfamiliar coun
try place.

The motor caught when he stepped 
on the starter. Slowly, because of 
deep ruts and bumps, he followed the 
track across rolling sod. Perhaps a 
quarter-mile farther on, a gate barred 
his way. Beyond, he saw the white 
gleam of a concrete pavement. Even 
then, in the dark, he did not recog
nize the spot.

Jumping down, he started forward 
to open the gate, but paused in mid
stride. A muffled moan seemed to 
come from within the body of the 
truck.

“Another victim!" he exclaimed. 
“The Shadow Man was busy again, 
while I lay knocked out."

A shrill, terrified cry made his flesh 
creep. He unlatched the truck door, 
blurting nervously:

“ Who is it? Come out! Are you 
hurt?"

EN?” A girl’s voice rose 
1 %  tremulously. “Ken Deeds! 

Oh, thank God it’s you I"
He straightened like a man shot.
“Rose! Oh, my Lord! You!”
Striking a match, he stared as the 

girl climbed down. Golden hair tum
bling about her shoulders, barefoot, 
clad only ht filmy nightdress, Rose 
Griffin swayed into his arms.

“ He threw a gas bomb through our 
window," she sobbed in answer to his 
excited questions. “ Mother—I—I— 
believe she’s dead, Ken. I was chok
ing, fainting, when he rushed in—like 
a horrible monster with great eyes 
gleaming through a gas-mask. He 
carried me away. I lost conscious
ness. Just a little while ago I recov
ered, and nearly died of fright in that 
awful truck.”

“ Now,” cried Deeds suddenly, “ I 
know where we are! Carter’s green
house is back there. That young 
devil, Paul, who was kicked out of 
medical school 1 Why — he must be 
crazy—"

Both wheeled at sound of a voice 
which raged:
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“ Get your hands up! You’re the 
crazy one—gabbling there while I 
took a short cut and got here in time. 
Keep ’em up! I’ll shoot the girl first, 
if you try anything funny. And I 
don’t want to do it. I need a female 
body just now."

"You foo l!" Deeds said hoarsely. 
“You’ll never get away with these 
murders. Let us go. Take the truck. 
Escape while you can. It may be 
your last chance."

“I ’ll get away with it as long as I 
please—if they keep yokels like you 
on the job of law enforcement. Get 
into the truck— behind — both of 
you!” He gestured with the gun.

Deeds swept Rose Griffin aside and 
dove at Carter’s knees. Luck was 
foul. A .45 bullet clipped the side of 
his head. Stunned by the glancing 
blow, he dropped. The girl’s pierc
ing scream could not stir him out of 
the coma into which he plunged.

A  SEARING agony between his 
shoulder blades made Ken 

Deeds writhe and shudder. His eyes 
opened on utter darkness, and in the 
silence his ears seemed to ring. Again 
the deadly, penetrating cold. Again 
the racking pain. Instantly he knew 
that he was back in the refrigerator 
with the dead.

On the hooks! He could not move 
his body from the position in which 
it hung. That was it—he was hang
ing—crucified upon the hooks. The 
pain in his back grew. Why hadn’t 
he died, transfixed upon the great 
steel point Testingly he raised his 
arms, grasped the wooden bar to 
which the hooks were bolted, and 
found that he could lift himself. The 
pain was relieved. Cold perspiration 
broke forth upon his brow as he real
ized that, when hung up by the killer 
for *reezing, the hook had caught in 
his belt, its point only gashing his 
back. After much twisting and strain
ing. he got free and dropped to the 
floor

With the clearing of his mind came 
an awful dread. Rose! What had 
Carter done to her? Was she— He 
cringed at the thought. Was she 
hanging there—on the hooks— ?

Feverishly he fumbled for matches, 
and found them. But terror paralyzed 
his hand. Rose) On the hooks? He 
dared not look. Fearfully be went 
from corpse to corpse, counting them, 
feeling over each w i t h  shaking 
fingers, praying that she would not be 
there. Only six!

With a great sigh of relief he made 
a light, holding several matches to
gether. Dead faces seemed to leer at 
his distress. The faint flare made 
shadows dance across the pallid fea
tures. Gaping lips seemed to move in 
mocking whispers.

He stumbled toward the door, 
groaning: "RoseI Rosel I’ve got to 
find her!"

Blindly he ran his hands over the 
unyielding surface of the portal. 
There was neither latch nor bolt in
side. Yet, Carter had escaped almost 
immediately after being trapped. 
Had the man used a key? A last 
match disclosed no keyhole. Franti
cally, he pawed up and down panel 
and casing. Near the bottom he 
found a small projecting block. Pres
sure of his foot upon this knob sent 
the door swinging.

Rushing forth into the black night 
he rounded a corner of the building 
and found himself alongside the glass 
walls of a hothouse. The interior 
was dark as a tomb.

Where to start his search? Had 
Carter taken Rose away, or was she 
confined near at hand? He thought 
of breaking panes and sash, crawling 
into the building. Too much noise. 
He found a door. It was locked. 
Throwing caution aside he stuck his 
elbow through the glass, reached in 
and turned a key.

The air was heavy with the scent of 
warm, humid earth, of flowers and 
growing plants. He stood tensely 
poised, ears cocked to catch the 
slightest sound. But a pall of silence 
hung over the place. His heart sank 
as he realized that Carter might long 
since have murdered the girl.

Murdered her—or worse!
"I need a female body," the man had 

said.
For what hellish purpose? To what 

vile indignities had she been forced
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to  s u b m it?  T h e  n a ils  o f  D e e d s ’ t ig h t*
c le n ch e d  fin gers  b it  in to  h is  palm s. 
H e b rea th ed  a p ra y er  th at he m ig h t 
find her in  tim e.

A  fa in t c r y  b ro u g h t h im  u p  on  h is 
toes , lis te n in g  b rea th less ly . A  g i r l ’s 
th in , q u a verin g  scream  d ea d en ed  b y  
d i s t a n c e  o r  in te rv e n in g  w a lls . 
H o a rse ly , he m u tte re d :

“ T h a t ’ s R o s e !  B u t w h ere— ”
A g a in  the n e rv e -to r tu r in g  ca ll, cu t 

sh ort a b ru p tly , as th ou g h  a brutal 
hand had c lo s e d  u p on  h er throat. 
C o n fu s e d , he tu rn ed  th is  w a y  and 
that.

“ W h e r e ?  W h e r e ?  I t  seem ed  to  
com e  fr o m  u n d er the f lo o r !”

D r o p p in g  u p on  hands and knees, 
he cra w le d  about, p au sin g  fr e q u e n t ly  
to  lis ten  w ith  ear p ressed  to  the 
boards . W a s  th ere  a c e lla r ?  H e 
co u ld  find n o  tra p d o o r . H e cu rsed  
the loss  o f  h is fla sh lig h t , the la ck  o f  
m atch es, and sp ran g  up to  search  fo r  
an e le c t r ic  s w itch . S u re ly  the p lace  
w as w ire d . N ear the ou ter  d o o rw a y  
he fo u n d  it— p ressed  the b u tto n —  
flo o d e d  the g re e n h o u se  w ith  lig h t . 
T h e  ro o m  w as rad ian t w ith  b r ig h t 
b lo sso m s  w h ose  v e r y  lo v e lin e ss  a c 
cen tu a ted  the h o rro rs  in w h ich  its 
ow n e r  en g a g ed .

K en  D eed s  m ade a q u ick  in sp e ctio n  
o f  the f lo o r  again , p e e r in g  beneath  
tab les fu ll  o f  g r o w in g  th in g s , ra c in g  
up  and d ow n  the len g th  o f  the h o t 
h ou se . R ose  G r iffin ’ s ca ll f o r  help  
w as n ot rep ea ted . 1$ w as m a d d en in g  
to  k n ow  that she w as som ew h ere  
w ith in  sou n d  o f  h is  v o ice , p erh aps u n 
c o n s c io u s  n ow , and at the m e rcy  o f  
the S h a d ow  M an.

H e flu n g  o p e n  a d o o r  lead in g  into  
the re fr ig e ra to r , fo u n d  it p a rtly  filled  
w ith  cu t flow ers  and v eg eta b les . T h e  
rear w a ll lo o k e d  new . R e ce n tly  
e rec ted , n o  d ou b t, to  leave a h id in g  
sp a ce  b e y o n d  fo r  the cadavers w h ich  
h u n g on the h ook s .

F ru stra tion  had b ro u g h t him  to the 
v e rg e  o f  h y s te r ia  w h en  h is harassed 
eyes  n o ted  a fa in t tra il o f  m u d d y  f o o t 
p rin ts  u pon  the floor . T h e y  led to a 
lo n g , fra m ed  p la n tin g  chart w h ich  
rea ch ed  to  the b aseboard . H e s tu d ied  
it c lo s e ly , se ized  a m etal k n ob  fro m  
w h ic h  a p e n c il  h u n g  b y  a  s tr in g .

W r e n c h in g  a t  th is  h a n d le  h e  f e l t  
th e  panel p u ll a w ay . A  d ark  s h a f t  
w as d is c lo s e d , and a flig h t  o f  s teep  
steps . H e  c o u ld  see  n o th in g  in  the 
g lo o m  b e lo w , save a fa in t streak  o f  
l ig h t  th at seem ed  to  filter th ro u g h  a 
cra ck  a rou n d  a d o o r .

A  g ir l ’ s lo w  m oan  o f  fea r  m ov ed  
h im  to  im p u ls iv e  a c t io n . G a sp in g  
w ith  ea gern ess , K en  D e e d s  h u rled  
h im se lf d o w n  th e  s ta irw a y . I t  w as 
m u ch  sh orte r  than  h e  e x p e c te d . S tr ik 
ing  th e  b o tto m  w ith  a ja r , he s tu m b led  
and sp ra w led  fo rw a rd  w ith  h an ds o u t 
spread .

T h e  in n er d o o r  b u rst o p en . P a u l 
C arter s to o d  s ilh o u e t te d  again st a 
b r illia n t  lig h t . H e  sn a tch ed  u p  a 
h eavy  re v o lv e r  and  b r o u g h t  d o w n  its  
barrel in a s la sh in g  s tro k e  that ga sh ed  
the fa l l in g  m an ’ s sk u ll.

K en  D e e d s  spran g  up, r e e lin g . 
B lin d ly  he g r o p e d  fo r  a w r e s t le r ’ s 
h o ld  u p o n  th e  p o w e r fu l  b o d y . C arter 
s tru ck  a ga in  and aga in , b ea tin g  h im  
back  to  h is  kn ees. D eed s  w ilte d  b e 
neath  th e  p u n is h in g  b lo w s . L ik e  a 
k n ife -e d g e  o f  sou n d  R o se  G riffin ’ s 
a g o n iz e d  cry  cu t th ro u g h  the haze o f  
h is fa d in g  sen ses. F ie r c e ly  he fo u g h t  
o ff  the su rg in g  w a ves  o f  b la ck n ess . 
H e m ust n ot pass o u t ! She n eeded  
h im  so. H e m ust f ig h t !

B u t th e  s tr ick e n  b o d y  re fu se d  to  
fu n c t io n . B a tte red  a lm ost to  in sen s i
b ility , h is  m u scles  w e re  ou t o f  c o n 
tro l. H e fe lt  h im se lf  d ra g g e d  lik e  an 
inan im ate th in g  a cro ss  the floor , 
heard th e  d o o r  slam , stared  in to  a 
g la r in g  lig h t  u p on  w h ich  h is ey es  
co u ld  not fo cu s . S o m e o n e  l i f t e d  h im  
erect, p in n ed  h im  a ga in st a so lid  o b 
je c t , sh ou ted  som e th in g  that he c o u ld  
n ot u n derstan d .

H e becam e aw are o f  a ch o k in g  
sen sa tion , fe lt  a h u ge  p u lse  th ro b b in g  
in h is ears, b u t— s tra n g e ly — rem a in ed  
erect a fte r  the b lu rred  figu re  o f  h is  
assailant m oved  aw ay.

W H E N  his v is io n  c lea red . D eed s  
fo u n d  h im se lf  fa s te n e d  b y  a 

w id e  leath er b elt b u ck le d  a rou n d  h is 
n eck  and abou t an u p r ig h t  co lu m n  
w h ich  su p p o rte d  th e  c e i l in g . H is  
hands w ere  t ie d . H e  gu essed  that the 
cru d e  ch a m b er h ad  been  b u ilt  b y  C ar-
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ter  unaided . Small, g o u g e d  o u t  o f  
earth beneath  the  g r e e n h o u se  f loor , 
its g h a st ly  p u r p o se  w as  instantly  ap 
parent.

F r o m  som e so u rce  the S h a d o w  M an  
had b ro u g h t  a se con d -h a n d  o p era t in g  
table. S trap ped  u pon  it, c lo th e d  o n ly  
in  n ig h tg o w n  in w h ich  she had been  
abducted , lay  R ose  Griffin. H e r  fa ce  
w as  terror -w h ite  beneath the  p o w e r 
fu l  overhead  l igh t ,  and the  w ea k ness  
o f  her s tru gg les  p r o v e d  her s trength  
near ly  spent.

W i d e - e y e d  she  g a z e d  at the b ru ised  
figure lashed to  the post. P au l C ar
ter w as la y in g  ou t  su rg ica l  instru 
m en ts  n p o n  a rou g h  p in e  table. 
A m o n g  the g le a m in g  k n ives  w e re  
n u m erou s  f ilthy  ones  w h i c h  he 
s lo sh e d  in a b lo o d y  basin. T h e  p lace  
resem bled  a s lau gh ter  h ou se  m o re  
than a d o c t o r ’ s o p e ra t in g  room .

D e e d s  sh u d d ered  w ith  in s t in ct ive  
un derstan d in g . T h is  ex -s tu d en t  o f  a 
fam ou s  m ed ica l  s ch o o l  need  p a y  small 
heed  to  sanitation , s ince  n on e  o f  his 
v ic t im s  w ere  e x p e c te d  to  r e c o v e r !

" G o o d  G o d  I W h a t  are y o u  f ix in g  
to  d o ? "  T h e  w o r d s  g u sh ed  up in  his 
throat.

CA R T E R  lo o k e d  around, sneer ing .
“ H ard  to  k ill,  eh ?  T h e  b ig  

he -w restler ,  all braw n and no brain. 
Y o u ’ve  been so  dam ned  persistent, 
b u tt in g  in to  m y  affairs, that I d e 
c id ed  to  let y o u  w atch , instead  o f  
sh o o t in g  y o u  ju s t  n ow . Y o u ’ re g o 
ing  to  e n jo y  t h i s ! ”

" Y o u  w o n ’ t” —  D e e d s ’ v o i c e  n ear ly  
fa i led  h im — “ y o u  w o n ’t  cut  that g i r l ?  
F o r  G o d ’ s sake, let her g o !  D o  y o u r  
gh ou l ish  w ork  on  the dead  m en  u p 
sta irs !  Y o u ’ re no su rgeon . Y o u ’ ll 
k il l  her— ”

Carter gr in n ed . "L is te n ,  m y  th ick 
headed  f r i e n d !  Y o u  p la ce d  y o u r  
finger r igh t  on  the spot .  I ’m  n ot  a 
su rgeon  yet, but I ’ ll  be a real on e  
som e d ay ! I ’ ll sh o w  those  w is h y -  
w a sh y  p ro fe sso rs  th ings  th e y  n ever  
dream ed o f . ”  H is  dark fa ce  f e l l  in to  
l in e s  o f  hate. “ T h e y  k ick ed  m e o u t !  
T h e  best student in m y  class. A n d  
w h y ?  B ecause  I operated  on  a w o r th 
less  tram p w ith ou t  anesthetic— the 
o n l y  w a y  in  w h i c h  on e  can  n o te  re 

a c t io n s  a c c u r a t e ly  t I  w a n te d ; t c  k n o w  
w h a t rea l ly  h a p p e n a  to  p a t ie n t s  w h i le  
y o u 'r e  c u t t in g .  A f t e r  t h e y ’r e  f u l l  o f
ether th e y  ca n ’t te l l  y o u .  T h e n  y o u  
can o n ly  gu ess .”

“ Y o u ’ re s t a r k  c r a r y l ”  g r o a n e d  
D eed s .  " R a v in g  m ad— ”

" D o n ’ t be a f o o l ! ”  C arter  sn eered .  
“ I started  ou t  te  be a su rg e o n  and I ’m  
g o in g  t o  be one. I ’m  t o o  dam n ed  sane 
to  suit th ose  sm u g  h y p o c r i t e s  at the 
u n iv ers ity .  I ’ve  g o t  sen se  e n o u g h  to  
k n o w  that o n ly  b y  trial and e rror  can  
n e w  m e th o d s  be  f o u n d .  W h e n  I fe e l  
that I ’m as g o o d  as the best, I ’ ll  beat  
it to  S ou th  A m e r i c a  or  som e  o th e r  
p lace, take exa m in a t ion s  and  p ra c t ise  
there .”  H e  sm irked . “ Q u ite  r e s p e c t 
ably , y o u  m ay  be sure. N o  o n e  ever  
w i l l  k n o w  h o w  I a cq u ire d  m y  s k i l l . ”

“ W h y , ”  grated  D eed s ,  s w e p t  b y  a 
f e e l in g  o f  nausea, “ d o  y o u  have t o  
th r o w  the  b o d ie s  o f  y o u r  v ic t im s  o n  
th ose  g h a s t ly  h o o h s ?  A s  th o u g h  
m u r d e r  w e re  not  bad e n o u g h !  
I t ’s h orr ib le— heartless— sen se less ly  
cru e l .”

“ A h , y o u  talk l ik e  a m ilk sop .  I ’m  
n ot  yet th ro u g h  u s in g  t h e m ;  and  w hat 
d oes  it m atter, o n c e  th e y ’ re d e a d ?  
Is  it rea l ly  so  d i f fe r e n t  f r o m  s e e in g  
quarters  o f  b e e f  h a n g in g  in  a 
b u tch e r ’ s s h o p ?  B u t  w hat can a m an 
learn f r o m  a f r o z e n  ca rcass?  A  l itt le ,  
o f  cou rse , but I n eed  l ive  ones , to o .  
I w an ted  a l ive  w om an , e sp e c ia l ly .  
I ’m b eh in d  in m y  w o r k  on  fe m a le  
a n a tom y .”

C arter d o u s e d  a w a d  o f  c o t t o n  w i th  
a lco h o l  f r o m  a ean, p erh a p s  m o r e  as 
a m atter  o f  te c h n iq u e  than san itation , 
p u l led  d o w n  R o s e  G r if f in ’ s n ig h t 
g o w n ,  s w a b b ed  h er  bare to r sq  w i th  
the  fluid. She s cream ed  and w r ith e d ,  
b e g g i n g :

“ P lease  d o n ’t— d o n ’t cut  m e !  O h ,  
d o n ’t d o  it— ”

H e  b ega n  m a k in g  m arks  u p o n  h e r  
w h ite  sk in  w ith  an in d e l ib le  p e n c i l ,  
ta lk in g  as he w o rk e d .

“ N o  g u e s s in g  w ith  m e. T h i s  w i l l  b e  
an o p e ra t io n  on  the  heart. I  w ant th e  
m arks  these , so  that I m a y  s tu d y  th e  
case— a fte rw a rd .”  T h e r e  w as  e v i l
s a t is fa c t io n  in b is  sm ile .

“ A ft e r w a r d  1”  T h e  d re a d  w o r d  
s l id  a cro ss , K e n  D e e d s ’ g r i t t e d  t e e t h .
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W i t h  the  g i r l ’ s p i t i fu l  m oans r in g in g  
in his  ears he s tru g g led  con v u ls iv e ly ,  
h e ld  t igh t  b y  the strap around  his 
neck , unable to  loosen  even s l ig h t ly  
the co rd  w h ich  b ou n d  his w r is ts  t o 
gether,

" Y o u  can ’ t do  i t ! "  he shouted . " I t  
i9 to o  h o r r ib le ! ”

“ W i l l  y o u  d ry  u p ? ”  Carter turned, 
p en c il  in hand, to  g lo w e r  at him. 
T h e r e  was ruthlessness, but not in 
sanity , in his  i c y  g lance . “ D o n 't  get 
m e w r o n g ,  y o u  p o o r  sap. I ’m  not t r y 
in g  a n y th in g  fantastic .  I ’m  practis
ing— ju st  learn in g  m y  trad e !  Can y o u  
g e t  that th ro u g h  y o u r  fat head?  I 
w ant to know  e x a c t ly  h ow  far a 
s u rgeon  can go , b e fo r e  his patient 
dies. I ’ve tr ied  this same th ing  on  
each o f  the dead b od ies  upstairs. N o w  
I w ant to note  results on  the nervous  
system  o f  a l iv in g  w om a n .”

R O S E  s h r ie k e d :  " K e n t  O h , K e n —  
I d o n ’ t w ant to d ie !  D o n ’ t let 

h im  cut  me— ”
C arter  w h e e le d  tow a rd  her je rk i ly .  
" I ’ ll s top  y o u r  sq u a ll in g  in a m in 

ute. Y o u ’ve g o t  me ju m p y  n o w , w ith  
all y o u r  s cre e ch in g .  I ’ ll g iv e  y o u  a 
w h if f  or tw o ,  so that y o u  w o n 't  squ irm  
w hen  I m ake the first in c is ions .  T h e n  
the anesth etic  w ill  wear o ff ,  w h i le  I ’m 
w o r k in g  in the chest cav ity , and I ’ ll 
be able  to see ju s t  w hat h ap p ens .” 
H e  reached  fo r  the ether cone.

“ F o r  G o d ’s sake, d o n ’t ! ” D eed s  
p leaded . "T h in k ,  m anl C a rry in g  o f f  
those  f e l l o w s  f o r  you r  purpose  was 
one th in g — but to m u rder  an in n ocen t  
g i r l !  W h y — it w ill  haunt y o u  f o r 
ever , e v e n  if  you r  am bit ion  is 
a ch ieved .  L e t  her g o ! ”

C arter  ba lanced  a k n ife  in his hand, 
f r o w n in g  a ngri ly .  " H o w  the devil  
can  I, a fter  g o in g  this fa r?  A n d  
w h a t ’ s one  l i fe  m ore  or less, w hen  in 
later years I shall save thousands?  
I ’ ll  bet m a n y  a su rgeon  w ith  a b ig  
name has d one  this sort o f  th ing  
p le n ty  o f  times, in the course  o f  h o s 
pital w ork  and private  practise . But 
o n ce  y ou 've  g o t  a reputation , you  can 
get  aw ay w ith  a nyth in g .  E v e n " —  his 
l ip s  cu r led  ir o n ic a l ly — " m u r d e r ! ”  

D esp era te ly ,  D eeds  b e g g e d :  " T h e n  
k il l  m e firBtl D o n ’ t m ake me w a t c h ! ”

C arter j e e r e d :  " C o w a r d !  Just a
y e l lo w  c o p !  N o  nerve .”

“ Y o u  d on 't  understand .”  D e e d s ’ 
eyes  g leam ed  w ith  a pecu liar  light. 
" I f  y o u  w o n ’ t kill m e ou tr igh t ,  then 
op en  a vein  in m y  w rist  1 I ’ ll d ie  
s low ly .  I ’ ll have to  w atch . G o d  
k n ow s  I ’ ll su ffer  e n o u g h  to  satis fy  
y o u — but w e ’ ll g o  ou t  toge th er .  She ’s 
m y  sw eeth eart !  W e  w ere  about to  be 
m arr ied— "

Carter stared. S lo w ly  across  his  
thin, tanned fa ce  crep t  an exp ress ion  
o f  Satanic m irth .

" I  d id n ’ t k n ow . I ’ ll  d o  that m uch  
f o r  y o u — and m ore. I ’ ll  try  to  keep 
her a live until you  are at the  p o in t  o f  
death, and let y o u  both  g o  into  the 
W h a te v e r - i t - i s  at the same instant. 
T h a t  o u g h t  to  be the h e ight  o f  som e
th ing  or  other in the w ay  o f  p r o f e s 
s ional s e r v i c e ! ”  H e  laughed  w i ld ly .

R o s e  Griffin sensed  the d o o m  o f  her 
lover . H er  p o ig n a n t  c r y  rose  sh r i l l  in 
the con fin ed  space, ra sp in g  C arter ’ s 
ov e r -s tru n g  nerves. H e  snatched  up a 
t in y  sca lpe l  and s tep p ed  tow a rd  the 
cap t ive  man.

K en  D e e d s  je r k e d  both  feet  o f f  the 
g rou n d . S h o o t in g  f o r th  his legs  he 
sn apped  a sc issors  h o ld  a rou n d  C ar
te r ’s m idd le .  H a n g in g  b y  the strap 
that lashed his n eck  to the post, he 
t ig h te n e d  h u ge  m u scles  o f  ca l f  and 
th ig h — m u scles  trained  by  m on th s  o f  
sq u eez in g  bags  o f  sand.

C arter r ip p ed  out a f r ig h te n e d  oath, 
H e  began s tabbing  and s lash ing  at 
D eed s  w ith  the scalpel. B u t  it was a 
m in iature  blade. T h o u g h  b l o o d  
spurted  f r o m  m any sh a llow  w ou n d s ,  
he did not reach a vital spot.

D eed s  hung g ibb e ted  b y  the strap, 
ga sp in g  and ch o k in g .  In e x o r a b ly  his 
m ig h ty  legs t igh ten ed  the ir  cru sh in g  
grasp, m uscles  knotted  l ike  cables, 
w r in g in g  sharp scream s o f  a g o n y  
from  the S h a d ow  Man.

C arter 's  stabbing s trokes  g r e w  
weaker. H is  face  was tw is ted  w ith  
e x c ru c ia t in g  p$in. B lue  ve ins  stood  
out like co rd s  u pon  his fo reh ead . T h e  
b lade d ro p p e d  f r o m  his nerveless  
fingers. D eed s  fe lt  b lo o d  p o u n d in g  in 
his brain . H e  ch o k e d  until  his cheeks  
w ere  l iv id . B u t  he dared not release 

(Concluded on Page 116)
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C H A P T E R  I 
Searching Tentacles

L I G H T N I N G  w a sh e d  the g i r l  on  
the c l i f f .  I t  s h o w e d  her b lue  
e y e s  w id e ,  s tar in g ,  te r ro r -  

g la z e d .  H e r  s le n d e r  b o d y  w as  set 
stif f ly  aga inst  the tea r in g ,  m a n ia c  
f u r y  o f  the  s torm .

A g a in  she heard  it.
T h e  so u n d  set the  h o r n y  fee t  o f  

t e r ro r  c r e e p in g  a lo n g  R o b i n  D e l l ’ s 
sp in e .  T h e  thin  scream  cu t  th r o u g h  
the  roar o f  th e  o cea n . I t  w as  l ik e  the

c r y  o f  a ch i ld  in a n g u is h .  A n d  its 
an im al s t ra n g e n e s s  r ip p e d  her s o u l  
w ith  the ta lo n s  o f  e ld r i t c h  dread .

A g a in ,  l ig h t n in g  sh a tte re d  a ga in st  
the c l i f f  b e y o n d  her. T h e  s to rm -to r n  
sea w as a m ad  g r e y  tu rm o i l .  U p o n  
grea t  b la ck  ro ck s ,  far  b e lo w ,  g reen  
w a te r  w a s  e x p l o d i n g  in to  w h ite  c lo u d s  
o f  spray .

A n d  th en  fear  c lo s e d  o n  her w h i te  
throat ,  l ik e  th ick , c o l d  s e rp e n t  c o i l s .

F o r  she n o w  saw  a t h in g  that 
m o v e d .  S o m e  h u g e  bu lk  lo o m e d  g r e y  

and  s l im y  in the b r i e f  l ig h t .  I t

A  G ia n t  from the D ep th s— H alf M a n ,
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s w a y e d  to w a rd  her, its m o v e m e n t  
b on e less ,  f lo w in g .  It was m o n s tro u s  
— y et  s o m e h o w ,  u n m ista k ab ly ,  it s u g 
g e s te d  the hum an.

O b s c e n i t y  leered  f r o m  that h int o f  
h u m an ity ,  and h o rr o r  b e y o n d  w o rd s .

F e a r  stil l  p a r a ly z in g  her, she sensed  
the nearness  o f  the th in g  in the in k y  
dark. S en sed  its f lo w in g ,  rep t i l ian  
m o v e m e n t .  A  s ton e  c la ttered ,  T h e n  
that scream  ca m e again . T h e  sou n d  
was a b a b y ’ s d y in g  w a il .  B u t  it lu s t 
ed w ith  an o b s c e n e  eagern ess , a sa v 
age, fe ra l  hunger.

H u n g e r  I R o b in  s u d d e n ly  k n e w  that 
the t r e m b l in g  firm ness  o f  her  o w n  
y o u n g  b o d y  w as  the  o b je c t  o f  that 
nam eless  a v id i ty .  S h e  w as  the  h e lp le ss  
p re y  it s ta lked . N e w  te r ro r  n e rv e d  
her to  c o n v u ls iv e  e f fo r t .

W i l d l y ,  she s tu m bled  back  u p o n  the 
n a rro w  path, and b e g a n  to  run  
th ro u g h  the  m ad n ig h t .  I c y  rain  
p la stered  c o p p e r  hair  aga in st  h er  pa le  
ova l face . H e r  w et ,  c l i n g in g  c lo th e s  
b e tra yed  the cu r v e s  o f  h er  l o v e ly  
b o d y .

“ C a r t e r ! "  U n c o n s c io u s ly ,  the  nam e

Half O cto p u s— V ents Its Sadistic Fury!
ini
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o f  her y o u n g  husband w as on  her 
v o ice le s s  lips. " O h ,  Carter, help 
mel”

A n d  ever b eh in d  her, she was 
aware o f  the sw if t ,  reptilian  m o v e 
m ent o f  the th in g — pursuing .

L ig h t n in g  stabbed into  the cliff . 
A g a in s t  the storm 's darkness, it 
e tched  the long  house above  the  p re 
c ip ice .  It was the ram bling , v ine-  
g r o w n  seaside res iden ce  o f  Justin  
W h ip p le ,  her w ea lth y  host. I f  she 
cou ld  o n ly  reach the p r o te c t io n  o f  its 
m assive s tone w a lls !

O n e  b l in d in g  g l im p s e :  then  te m 
p estu ou s  darkness  o v e rw h e lm e d  it.

H e r  breath  w as a s o b b in g  gasp  w h en  
she fina lly  reached  the d oo r .  She 
fu m b le d  m a d ly  f o r  her key , op e n e d  
the  d oor ,  darted th rou g h , and f ra n t i 
ca l ly  lo ck e d  it behind  her. F o r  a lo n g  
m inute , she s tood  lean ing  against the 
d oor ,  her  heart pou n d in g , her breath 
tortu red , gasp ing .

S u d d e n ly  the heavy d oor  beh in d  her 
rattled  fu r io u s ly .

“ O n ly  the  w i n d ! "  she breathed. 
“ M e r c i fu l  G od , let it be o n ly  the 
w i n d !”

A n d  then, above the savage fu r y  o f  
sea and storm , she heard aga in  that 
in fant  w ail, shrill and trem u lou s  w ith  
unspeakable  av id ity .

T h e  th in g  was on  th e  o th er  side o f  
the door .

H e r  eyes  darted about the  hu ge , 
darkened  l iv in g  room . W h y  w a s  n o  
l igh t  b u r n in g ?  W h y  th is  d re a d fu l  
s ilent em ptiness , d e fy in g  the  s to rm ?  
W h e r e  w ere  the servants, and  all the 
o th e rs ?  She ran to  a l ig h t  sw itch ,  
c l i c k e d  it on. T h e  l igh ts  d id  not  w ork ,

"C a r te r !  Carter I" she h a lf -m oa n ed . 
"C arter ,  w h e re  are y o u ? ”

T h e  th ick  ru g  s i le n c in g  her f o o t 
steps, she ran in to  the  library . J u st in  
W h i p p l e ’s b ig  leather chair , b es ide  
the  c o ld  fireplace, was em p ty .  T h e  
ch a m b er  w as a m usty  tom b, w ith  its 
p re s e rv e d  and m ou n ted  spec im en s  o f  
s tran ge  under-sea  l ife .

D R . J O H N  T H U R M A N ,  W h i p 
p le ’ s shriveled , g o ld -s p e c ta c le d  

s e cre ta ry ,  waB a lso  absent f r o m  his 
d u s ty ,  b o o k - l i t te r e d  l itt le  office  b e 
h in d  the l ib rary . S till  g a sp in g  C ar

ter ’s name, Bhe ran up  the stairs. T h e  
room  she and C arter  used term inated  
the c o r r id o r  upsta irs .  S h e  a lm ost 
sobbed  h er  r e l i e f  w h en  she saw  l igh t  
s h o w in g  th ro u g h  the transom  above  
the d o o r .  A  f e w  se co n d s  later, she 
f lung  th e  d o o r  open .

N e w  dread  ch e c k e d  her heart. A  
l ig h te d  can d le  f l ick ered  u n stead ily ,  
on  t o p  o f  a bureau, but the r o o m  was 
d eserted . Sh e  s to o d  a m om en t ,  s w a y 
ing , s tar ing  in to  g l o o m y  corners . 
T h e  s to rm ’s m ig h t y  v o i c e  filled her 
ears. L ig h t n in g  flashed against the 
w in d o w .  T h e  o ld  h ou se  q u iv e r e d  to 
the e x p lo s iv e  im p a ct  o f  q u ick  th u n 
der.

“ C arter  l ig h te d  th is  ca n d le ,"  she 
w h isp e re d .  “ S o  he m ust be near s o m e 
w here . I ’ ll  w a it .”

She lo c k e d  the d oor ,  a p p re h e n 
s iv e ly  tw is t in g  her h a n d k e rch ie f .  
G in g e r ly ,  she sat d o w n  on the e d g e  
o f  the bed . B u t  she c o u l d n ’ t s it  s t il l .  
W h e r e  could C arter  b e?  She u n 
lo ck e d  th e  d o o r ,  ran a lo n g  the  dark  
hall, and back  d o w n  the c re a k in g  
stair.

In the w h is p e r in g  darkness  o f  the 
lo n g  l iv in g  room , she s to p p e d  again . 
W h i t e  teeth  sank p a in fu l ly  in to  th e  
redness  o f  her fu l l  lip . S h e  was 
a fra id  to  g o  in to  the le f t  w in g .  B ut 
w h ere  e lse  c o u ld  C arter  b e?

T h e  le f t  w in g  h ou sed  J u s t in  W h i p 
p le ’ s p r iva te  m arine  m useum . H y d r o -  
g r a p h ic  m aps c o v e re d  the w alls .  T h e  
ro w s  o f  g lass  cases w ere  gh a st ly  w ith  
w e ird -h u e d ,  sp in ed  and ten tacled  
m on sters  o f  the abyss. F r o m  the  m o 
m ent she en tered  the d oo r ,  R o b in  a l 
w a y s  f e l t  the s l im y  f ingers  o f  ch i l l  
h o rro r  c lu t c h in g  at her  out o f  the 
dark  ocean .

B u t  C arter  m ig h t  be here. H e  and 
M ark h am  D o rn  had b een  b u s y  here 
e v e ry  day  o f  the w eek  s in ce  th e ir  r e 
tu rn  f r o m  the Sou th  A t la n t ic  e x p e d i 
tion . W o r k i n g  w ith  s to o p e d  o ld  D r . 
J o h n  T h u rm a n , th e y  had b een  c la s 
s i f y in g  and ca ta lo g u in g  the s trange  
spec im en s  w h ich  the jo in te d  m eta l 
arms o f  C arte r ’ s rob o t  d iver  had 
b ro u g h t  u p  f r o m  the m i le -d e e p  abyss.

She o p e n e d  the d oor ,  en tered . A n d  
then  a h orn y ,  f o u l - s m e l l in g  b u lk  
leap ed  ou t  o f  the  dark. A  lea th ery
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ten ta c le  c lu tch e d  at her w r is t .  F r o m  
her l ips  b u b b led  a h yste r ica l ,  v o ic e le s s  
scream . T h e  th in g  was in th e  h o u se !  
P u s h in g  at it w ith  feeb le ,  nerve less  
hands, she s ta g g e re d  back .

A  cr isp  v o i c e  s a i d :
“ S to p  w h e r e  y o u  are."
T h e  w h ite  ray  o f  a f lash light fe l l  

a cross  her.
She saw  that the th in g  against her 

was a m o u n te d  o c t o p u s  on  a pedesta l. 
S h e  had b lu n d ered  against it. In  the 
w h ite  ray, she read the neat s ig n  that 
C arter  had p la ced  beneath  i t :  octopus 
punctatus.

A n d  the v o i c e  was M arkham  
D o r n ’ s !

“ O h , M a r k ! "  she gasped . “ I ’m so 
g l a d - "

“ R o b i n ! ”  H e w as am azed . “ W h a t  
are y o u  d o in g  h e re ?  I th o u g h t—  
C arter  said y o u  w ere  s ta y in g  in to w n  
to n ig h t . "

“ I w as  so f r i g h t e n e d ! "  She c lu n g  
to  h is  arm. “ I g o t  C arte r ’ s te legra m . 
I t  m ade m e a fr a id  s o m e th in g  w as 
w r o n g ,  so  I cam e ou t  on  the fo u r - t e n  
train . I w a n ted  to  be w ith  C arter. 
A n d  as there  w a sn ’ t a n y  taxi at the 
s ta t ion , d e c id e d  to  w alk , f o l l o w i n g  
the  path a lo n g  the c l i f f s . "

“ R o b in ,  y o u  s h o u ld n ’ t h a v e ! ”  h is 
s lo w  v o i c e  p ro tes ted ,  d e e p  w ith  c o n 
cern .  “ O n  such  a n ig h t— that tra il 's  
d a n g e r o u s ! "

“ I k n o w — n o w ! ”
She s h u d d ered .  H e r  f ingers  t i g h t 

en ed  on  his  arm.
“ I had the m os t  d re a d fu l  f r ig h t ,  

M ark . A n d  I th in k — it m ay  so u n d  
s i l ly — but, M ark , s o m e th in g  f o l l o w e d  
m e ! ”

H is  v o i c e  w as lo w  w ith  q u ick  
a n x ie ty .

“ W h a t  was it, R o b i n ? ”
“ I d o n ’ t k n o w . O n ce ,  w h en  l ig h t 

n in g  flashed, I saw  it— or th o u g h t  I 
d id . I t  was b ig  and g r e y  and s lim y . 
L ik e — w e ll ,  l ike an o c to p u s .  S o m e 
h o w , to o ,  it was l ike a m a n ! I ju s t  
g l im p s e d  it. It  w as  c r a w l in g  tow a rd  
me. A n d  it had the m ost  h o rr ib le  cry .  
L ik e  a b a b y ’ s, but s o m e h o w — h id e o u s !  
It  s o u n d e d  h u n g r y — f o r  m e ! ”

She had e x p e c t e d  b ig  M arkham  
D o r n  to  laugh  at h er  fears . H is  level. 
I r o n -g r e y  eyes  c o u ld  l o o k  u n fl in ch 

in g ly  in to  the c o ld  fa ce  o f  danger . A 
h u n d re d  tim es, in C a r te r ’s r o b o t  
b a th y sp h ere ,  he had p lu m b ed  the dark  
ch asm  o f  the sea, in s tern  c o n te m p t  
o f  peril .

B u t  s i le n ce  m et her s to ry ,  and a 
lon g ,  w o n d e r in g  breath .

“ Part o c t o p u s ? "  he asked  s lo w ly .  
" A n d  part m a n ? "

T h e  b r ig h t  d is k  o f  the  f lash light  
crep t  across  the floor .  I t  c l im b e d  a 
g lass  case filled w ith  s h a d o w y  h o r 
rors , and cam e to rest u p o n  a th in g  
s ta n d in g  on  a s t ro n g  table.

I t  was an iv o ry  squat im age. A r 
ch a ic  h orror  o o z e d  f r o m  e v e ry  h id e 
ou s  c o n v o lu t io n  o f  its b u lbou s ,  e ig h t -  
ten ta c led  b o d y .  A b o v e  the  w r i th in g  
co i l s  o f  the s u ck e r -b e a r in g  ten ta cles  
rose  a head.

A  head w h ic h  was hairless, f la t -fea 
tured , s in g u la r ly  narrow . T h in  l ip s  
snar led  a w a y  f r o m  a n im a l- l ik e  fan gs .  
T h e r e  w as n o  n ose . T h e  eyes  w e r e  
cu n n in g  s l i ts  o f  ev il .  F o r  all that, it 
w as  hum an— in its s in is ter  travesty  
o f  man lay  its c r o w n in g  horror .

It was n ot  large— n o m ore  than 
th ree  f e e t  h ig h .  T h e  fine deta il  o f  its 
ca rv in g s  in e v ita b ly  p ro c la im e d  the 
fa i t h fu l  l ik en ess  o f  o b s c e n e  rea lity .  
A n  a ccu ra te  c o p y — o f  w hat u n th in k 
able  o r ig in a l ?  B e fo r e  it lay  a lon g ,  
a g e -s ca r red  k n i fe  o f  b ron ze .

R O B I N  lo o k e d  a w ay  f r o m  it. She 
tr ied  to  f o r c e  its squat, tw is t in g  

le c h e r y  f r o m  her m ind .
“ It was l ike  that— the t h in g  I s a w ! ”  

she w h isp e re d .  “ B u t  su ch  th in g s  
ca n ’ t l ive . G o d  w o u l d n ’ t let t h e m ! ’ ’ 

“ B ut th e y  d o , "  M a rk h a m  D o r n  to ld  
her, his v o i c e  q u e e r ly  grave . “ I ’v e  
seen them . T h is  im a g e ,"  he said  
brie fly ,  “ is the p r ize  find o f  o u r  e x 
p e d it io n .  I b ro u g h t  it up, w i th  C a r
t e r ’ s d iver . It  cam e f r o m  the b o t t o m  
o f  the S ou th  A t la n t ic ,  o v e r  a m i le  
d o w n .  A n d  I saw  creatures  there , in  
the  d epths , l ike  it. I  b ea t  o f f  a m o b  
o f  them  w ith  the m eta l arm s o f  the 
b a th ysp h ere ,  and ca rr ie d  th is ,  and  the 
k n ife ,  a w a y  f r o m  a so rt  o f  sh r ine . I 
th ink  it ’s th e ir  id o l — ”

M a rk h a m  D o r n ’ s v o i c e  b ro k e  o f f .  
H e  turned  s u d d e n ly .  H is  l ig h t  darted  
a bou t  the l o n g  roo m .
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“ W h a t  is i t ? ”  R o b in  w h isp ered  
fe a r fu l ly .  “ D o  y o u  th ink — ”

“ S o m e b o d y  —  or something —  has 
b een  in h ere ,"  he to ld  her s w ift ly .  
"M u s t  have b een  an hour a go  that 
y o u r  husband heard  it. H e  called  
Dr. T h u rm an  and me. W h e n  w e  came 
in, th ere  w as a w in d o w  open . T h e  
in truder  was gone. W e  all ran o u t 
s ide, and searched  around  the house. 
D id n ’t find a n y b od y .  C arter and 
T hurm an  w en f  on, to lo o k  further . I 
cam e back to ch eck  th in g s  over . A  
fe w  spec im en s  w e re  go n e — on e  o f  
octopus punctatus— but n o th in g  o f  
great value. D o n ’ t k n o w  w h y  a n y 
b o d y  b ro k e  in— unless  he was a fter  
the  im age .”

“ T h e n  C arter ’s o u t s id e ? ”  c r i e d  
R o b in ,  terrified.

“ T h u rm a n  is w ith  h im ,” D o r n  re 
assured her. “ A n d  b o th  are a rm ed ."

“ W h e r e  are the o th e r s ? ”  she asked 
a n x io u s ly .  “ M r W h i p p l e ?  A n d  the 
se rv a n ts ? ”

" W h i p p l e  d rove  to the station , to 
m eet the  even in g  train ,”  D o r n  to ld  
her. “ H e  was e x p e c t in g  the curator  
o f  the W o r l d  M useum , W ic k a r d  
K id d .  K i d d ’ s c o m in g  d o w n  to  lo o k  
at the im age, and the o ther  o b je c t s  I 
fished up. H e ’ ll m ake a g o o d  o f fe r ,  I 
u nderstand , i f  w e  can c o n v in c e  him 
that the  find is gen u in e .  It 's  a b ig  
thing, rea lly , R o b in — w e ’re ask ing  a 
quarter o f  a m il l io n .  I f  it goe6 
through , Carter can b u y  that l it t le  
steel house  he 's  a lw ays  ta lk in g  o f . ” 

“ I h ope  it d o e s ,”  she w h isp e re d .  
T h en  her fears  cam e back . “ W h y  
d o n ’t the l igh ts  w o r k ? ”

" T h e  generator , in the basem ent, is 
out o f  o rd er ,”  D orn  to ld  her. “ A n d  
the servants are g o n e .  S o m e th in g  
happened  to day. J u s t  w h a t  it  was, 
I still  have n o  idea. T h u r m a n  k n ow s , 
though . A n d  h e ’ s Beared. W o n ’t te ll  
w h y .  B ut he had C arter  sen d  that 
w ire  f o r  y o u  to  s tay  in  tow n . Said  
you r  l i f e  w o u l d n ’t be sa fe  here. A n d  
I w ish  y o u  had  s tay ed ,  R o b in . ”

“ I d id n ’t w a n t  to  b e  a w a y  f r o m  
C arter ,”  she e x p la in e d  s im p ly .  “ B ut 
what becam e o f  the s e rv a n ts ? "

" S o m e t h in g  f r ig h t e n e d  them . V i l 
lage  nat ives , y o u  k n ow . A  c lo s e 
m o u th e d  clan. T h e y  w o u ld n ’ t say

m uch . M u t t e r in g  s o m e th in g  a b o u t 
devil- fish  c r a w lin g  u p  o u t  o f  th e  sea. 
A n y w a y ,  th e y  all f iv e  w e n t  a c r o s s  to  
the v i l la g e — all o f  them  e x c e p t  th e  
ga rd en er .  T h e y ’ re s ta y in g  un til  the 
s to rm  is over ,  t h e y  said. W h i p p l e  
had to  d r iv e  h im s e l f  to  the  sta— ” 

H is  v o i c e  sn ap p ed  o f f .
“ W h a t  was t h a t ? "
N o w  R o b in  a lso  heard it. F irs t  

that avid , lu s t fu l  w a il ,  w h i c h  had f o l 
l o w e d  her up  f r o m  the  c l i f fs .  A n d  
then  a m an 's  v o ic e ,  s h o u t in g  s o m e 
th in g .  “ T h e  th ing/"  w h is p e r e d  R o b in .  
“ O r  co u ld  it be— the w i n d ? "

“ T h a t  w as C arter  I”  m u tte re d  D o rn .  
“ H is  v o i c e  I I m u st  h e lp  him . Y o u  
s ta y — ”

TH E  flash ligh t  was in  h is  le f t  hand. 
H e  d r e w  an a utom atic .

“ N o  I”  c h o k e d  R o b in .  “ I ’m  g o i n g —  
i f  C arte r ’ s in d a n g er— ”

T h e y  ran back  in to  the dark  l iv in g  
r o o m . R o b in  u n lo c k e d  th e  f r o n t  d oor .  
D o r n  led  the w a y  out, h is s h o u ld e rs  
l o o m in g  m assive  and square  aga in st  a 
p u rp le  sheet o f  l ig h tn in g .

T h e y  ran a cross  a ra in sw ep t  lawn. 
" I t  s ou n d ed  that w a y ! ”  ca l led  

R o b in .  “ A r o u n d  the l e f t  w in g . ”  
" T h u r m a n  I T h u r m a n  I”  T h e  v o i c e  

o f  C arter  D e l l  rang o u t  o f  th e  d a rk 
ness. " D r .  J o h n ,  w h e r e  are y o u ? ”  

L ig h t n in g  p ic k e d  h im  out f o r  a 
static  instant, as he leap ed  a dark  
c lu m p  o f  sh ru bb ery .  H e  w as  a b ig  
m an, tw o  in ch es  ta lle r  than  M a rk h a m  
D o rn ,  m ig h t y  o f  s h o u ld e r ,  p o w e r fu l .  
L i g h t n i n g  e tch e d  in  R o b i n ’ s m in d  the 
s te e l -b lu e  eyes , the firm m ou th , the 
iro n  jaw , the ra in -m a tted  red  hair.

She s ig h e d  w i th  r e l ie f ,  to  see h im  
unharm ed .

" D e a r  C arter ,”  she w h isp e re d .  
“ W h e r e ’ s T h u r m a n ? ”  C arter 

sh ou ted ,  as the  dark s w a l lo w e d  him  
again . “ I heard  h im  scream — ” 

“ A r o u n d  the  house , it s o u n d e d ,”  
sa id  M a rk h a m  D orn .

T h e y  ran le ft .  F o r  w ea p on , C a r 
te r ’ s great  hand carr ied  an axe.

“ W e  saw  som eth in g ,  d o w n  tow a rd  
the c l i f f , ”  C arter  panted  as he ran. 
“ B ig ,  g re y ,  c r a w l in g )  I t  w as  o u t  o f  
s ig h t  in  a m om en t .  I  w e n t  to  in v est i 
gate. D r .  J o h n  s tay ed ,  w i th  h is  gun ,
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t o  w a tch  the house . I  c o u ld n ’t f ind 
w hat w e  saw. T h e n  I heard  h im  
scream — ”

T h e y  cam e a rou n d  the en d  o f  the 
house . A  gust  o f  rain s tu n g  them . 
P a n d e m o n iu m  o f  s torm  and m ad 
ocea n  ham m ered  in  th e ir  ears. R o b in  
ca u gh t  in s t in c t iv e ly  at C arte r ’s hard 
arm. She c lu n g  to  h im , trem blin g .

A n d  then another  flash o f  l ig h tn in g  
th re w  a m erc i le s s  g lare  on  the h orror  
at the ir  feet. W h a t  used to  be a 
hum an fo rm  was n o w  o n ly  a mass o f  
raw, red pulp . S p l in te red  b on es  p r o 
trud ed  f r o m  it. C r im son  o o z e d  ou t  
o f  it, m ix in g  w ith  the rain as it 
f low ed  d o w n  in to  the grass.

" T h u r m a n ! "  ga sped  C arter  D ell .  
“ Can it b e ? ’ ’

“ H is  sp e c ta c le s ,"  M arkham  D orn  
said  hoarsely . H e  p o in ted ,  trem blin g .  
“ H is  rev o lv er .  T h a t  ra g— fr o m  his 
co a t ."

“ T h e n — t h e y ’ve c o m e ,"  said C arter  
D e l l ,  his v o i c e  in c re d u lo u s ,  ye t ,  at 
sam e tim e, s o le m n  w ith  o v e r w h e lm in g  
dread . “ I stil l  had h ope . O n ly  the ir  
ten ta cles  c o u ld  p u lp  a m an so. O r ,"  
ca t c h in g  h im se lf ,  “ have w e  all g o n e  
m a d ? "

S ta r in g  at the scarlet  sod , R o b in  
was d ro w n e d  in a sea o f  g r e y  fa in t 
ness. S h e  p itch ed  l im p ly  fo rw a rd ,  
tow a rd  the red horror .

C H A P T E R  II 
They Dwell in Ocean

f f M J O B I N ,  d a r l in g ,"  cam e C ar- 
I I ,  ter ’ s a n x io u s  vo ice .  H e  was 

te n d e r ly  l i f t in g  her f r o m  the red - 
sp lash ed  grass. “ Y o u  all r i g h t ? ”

" Y e s , "  she w h isp ered  fa in t ly .  "Y e s ,  
C arter .”

She d id n ’ t let h im  see the o b je c t  
she w as s l ip p in g  in to  the n eck  o f  her 
dress. A n d  she w alled  the m in d-  
re n d in g  h o rr o r  o f  it aw ay f r o m  her 
c o n sc io u sn e ss .  F or  it was the fatal 
g e rm  o f  m adness  un th in kab le .

“ W h e r e — w  h e r e ’ s M ark  ? "  she 
gasped .

“ H e  w en t  a fte r  a r u g — fo r  p o o r  o ld  
T h u r m a n ."

C arter  re leased  her . She s to o d

s w a y in g  on  her fee t .  L i g h t n i n g  
cam e again . C arter ’ s b lu e  e y e s  w e r e  
p e e r in g  k een ly .  H is  red , bare  h ead  
w a s  c o c k e d ,  l is ten in g .  O n e  great  
hand c lu t c h e d  the axe. T h e n  he 
s t o o p e d  and  p ic k e d  up  the  dead  m an ’s 
rev o lv er .

“ Y o u ’re  in  d an ger ,  R o b in .  B e tte r  
take this. B y  th e  w a y ,  d id n ’ t y o u  g e t
m y  w ir e ? "

“ Y es . It  f r ig h te n e d  me, f o r  y ou .  
I had to c o m e .”

H e  w ip e d  o f f  the b lo o d -c lo t t e d  g u n  
and gave  it to her.

" D o n ’t hesitate  u s in g  it, e i th e r ,"  he 
said  g r im ly .  “ H e re  co m e s  M a rk .”

M a rk h a m  D o rn  laid the rug  on  the 
grass. I n to  it th ey  ro l le d  th e  b le e d 
in g  pu lp  that had b een  D r .  J o h n  
T h u rm a n . C arter l i f t e d  th e  s o d d e n  
b u n d le  in  his great  arms, and  th e y  
h astened  in to  the b u i ld in g .  D o r n  had  
c lea red  a table  in the  l iv in g  room , and 
C arter  laid  h is  gh ast ly ,  d r ip p in g  b u r 
den  there.

R o b in ’ s v o i c e  w as  a d r y  h usk  o f  
d read , w h en  she a sk e d :

“ W h a t  d id  th is ,  C a r te r ? ”
H e  stared o d d l y  at her, and then  

a cross  at M ark h am  D o rn .  In  the p a l
l id  g l o w  o f  the f lashlight , the tw o  m en  
lo o m e d  l ik e  g ig a n t ic ,  s ilent statues.

“ B e tte r  tell her, M a rk ,”  C arter said 
s lo w ly .

M ark h am  D o r n  n o d d e d .  H is  g r e y  
e y e s  l o o k e d  at her so lem n ly .

" M u s t  y o u  k n o w ? "
“ T e l l  m e ,"  she ins isted .
" Y o u  saw  the im ag e ,”  he b egan  

sober ly .
She sh u d d ered  w ith  rem em b ered  

dread.
“ T h a t  h o rr ib le  t h in g  in th e  m u 

seum, you  m ea n ?  M a n — and o c t o 
p u s ? "

T h e  b ig  man n o d d e d  g r im ly .
“ I to ld  you  that w e  fo u n d  it o n  the 

b o t to m  o f  the S ou th  A t la n t ic .  Y o u r  
husband, y o u  k n o w , w o u ld  l o w e r  m e 
o v e r  the  s ide  o f  th e  Avalon, in his  
robot  d iver .  T h e n  the  s h ip  w o u ld  
steam  s lo w ly  f o r w a r d ,  w i t h  m e  s w in g 
in g  a lo n g  in the steel g lo b e ,  a m ile  
b e low .

“ M r. W h ip p l e ,  y o u  p r o b a b ly  k n ow , 
financed  th e  e x p e d it io n ,  o n  th e  u n d e r 
s ta n d in g  that w e  w e r e  to  search  f o r
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th e  sunken  ru ins  o f  A t la n t is .  A n d  
every  day , f o r  th ree  w eeks , I was 
d ra g g e d  o v e r  the b lack , c o ld  floor o f  
the ocean , s earch in g  f o r  rem ains o f  
the d ro w n e d  co n t in e n t .”

" W e l l ,  a fte r  three  w eeks  o f  It I 
fo u n d — s tru c tu re s !  Ruins, firBt, that 
c lea r ly  m ust have been the b u i ld in g s  
o f  m en. C rum bling , in c r e d ib ly  
ancien t .  T h e y  m ust have b een  the 
c it ies  o f  A tlantis .  T h e y ’ re inhab ited , 
th ou gh  the b u i ld in g s  are l ik e  no 
b u ild ing s  o f  men. A n d  the inhabitants  
are m o n s tro u s !  T h e y  are h a l f  m en, 
h a l f— o c t o p u s ! ”

R o b in ’ s eyes  w id e n e d  to  the w h is 
p er in g  h o rro r  o f  h is  vo ice .

" T h e y  are h u ge  th in g s ,  g re y ,  p o w e r 
fu l ,  h ideou s . T h e y  sw arm ed  abou t 
the  d iver .  T h e y  w o r k e d  at the  d o o r -  
fa s ten in g s  w ith  the ir  tentacles. T h e y  
d ra g g e d  at the cables. T h e y  b r o u g h t  
metal bars, and began  s tr ik in g  at the  
glass  ports .

“ T h e  Avalon kept  d r a g g in g  m e on. 
I  tu rn ed  the d iver  this w a y  and that, 
t o  see as m u ch  as I  co u ld .  T h e n  I 
g u id e d  it in to  th is  shrine, w h e re  the 
creatures  w e re  s p ra w lin g  about their  
ido l .  I w anted  6om e p r o o f  o f  m y  d is 
co v e ry .  S o  I steered  th e  g lo b e  tow a rd  
the im age, and ca u gh t  it, and the 
bron ze  sacrificial k n ife ,  in the ro b o t  
arms.

" T h e n  I p h on ed  C arter  to  haul m e 
u p  at fu l l  speed . In  another  m in u te  
the  m onsters  w o u ld  have b rok en  th e  
glass. T h e  b lade  o f  w ater, s tab b in g  
th rou g h  the sm allest crack , w o u ld  
have cut m e l ike  a k n ife .  A  c lo s e  call.  
T w o  p orts  w e re  ch ip p e d .  B u t  th e  glass  
was heavy. I go t  u p— w ith  the lo o t .”

“ I m eant to  g o  d o w n  again . B u t  
we had a w eek  o f  nasty  w eather , and 
a storm  that carr ied  us a h u n dred  
m iles o f f  the d is co v e ry .  T h e n  the 
coa l  ran low , and the  cap ta in  tu rn ed  
back tow a rd  P ern am b u co .

" A n d , "  he fin ished s lo w ly ,  " w e l l —  
it ’ s just  a w eek  since  the Avalon  
d o ck e d  at N e w  Y o rk ,  and w e  fo u n d  
W h i p p l e  w a it in g  f o r  the p lu n der ,  and 
y o u  w a it in g  to  m arry  C arter.”

H IS  g r e y  eyes  flashed at R o b in ,  
d is tu rb in g ly .

“ H o w  cam e those  creatures  to  b e ? ”

she asked, s t i l l  c lu t c h e d  in th e  fa s c i 
nation  o f  horror .  “ H a l f  m a n  and  h a l f
m o n s t e r ? ”

" I  d o n ’t k n o w ,"  said M a rk h a m  
D o rn ,  d e l ib e ra t le y .  “ B u t  I ’ ve  a th e o ry .  
T h e  A t la n te a n s  w e r e  s c ien t is ts .  T h e i r  
ru ins  p ro v e  that. P erh ap s  th e y  w ere  
able  to  su rv ive ,  as the ir  c o n t in e n t  
6ank. P e rh a p s  th e y  ch a n ged , adapted  
th em se lv es  to  l ive  u n d er  th e  sea. It  
m a y  have been  b y  so m e  d re a d fu l  in te r 
b re e d in g  w ith  m on sters  o f  the  o c e a n ! ” 

D re a d  s i le n ce  h u n g  f o r  a spa ce  in 
the l o n g  room . I t  w as  r ip p e d  w ith  
w i ld  th u n der .  D is ta n t  w in d o w s  
s h o o k .  R o b in  s tarted  back  f r o m  the 
s o d d e n  b u n d le  on  th e  table.

“ Y o u  th in k  th ose  th in g s  have f o l 
l o w e d — h e r e ? ” she w h isp e re d ,  f e a r 
fu l ly .  " W h y ? ”

" T h e  i v o r y  im ag e  is th e ir  g o d , ”  
said  M a rk h a m  D o rn .  " I  to r e  it out o f  
the m id st  o f  a c r a w l in g  m o b  o f  w o r 
sh ipers . I b e l ie v e  that th e  t h in g s  
have co m e  to  ta k e  it b a ck  t o  the  
d epth s . A n d  it m a y  be to  a v e n g e  the 
d e se c ra t io n  o f  th e ir  sh r in e .”

R o b in  s h u d d ered .  She tu rn ed  to  
C arter, g ra s p in g  at hi6 great  arm.

" T h e n  th e y  m ig h t , ”  she w h is p e r e d  
— "m ig h t  break  in the  h o u s e ?  W e  
m u st call  the p o l i c e ! "

" W e ’ ll call them , o f  c o u r s e , "  said 
C arter  D e l l .  “ B u t— "

H is  d eep  v o i c e  fa d e d  d o u b t fu l ly ,  
and M a rk h a m  D o r n  f in ish ed :

" B u t  p r o b a b ly  th e  p o l i c e  ca n ’ t do  
m u c h .”

" W h y  n o t ? ”
“ T h e  th in g s  have Btrange in t e l l i 

g e n ce ,  s tra n ge  p o w e rs .  O th e r w is e  
th e y  c o u ld  n ever  have f o l l o w e d  us so 
fa r  f r o m  th e ir  a b o d e  in the sea.”

“ Call them , a n y w a y ,”  ins isted  
R o b in ,  n e rv o u s ly .

C arter  D e l l  c r o s se d  th e  roo m , 
p i c k e d  u p  the te le p h o n e  o n  a s ide  
tab le .  H e  f r o w n e d ,  and  s h o o k  the  in 
s tru m en t .

“ D e a d ,”  he m u tte re d .  " W i r e s  d o w n  
in  the s torm , I  su p p o se .”

" U n le s s , ”  b egan  M a rk h a m  D o rn ,  
“ th e y  have cu t— ”

T h e  c la m o r in g  d o o r b e l l  cu t  h im  
o ff .

T h e  three  h u rr ied  t o g e t h e r  to  the  
d oo r .  M a rk h a m  D o r n  had p i c k e d  u p
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Carter's axe. Robin nervously 
clutched the revolver. Carter Dell 
unlocked the door, pulled It open 
quickly.

A small man awayed into the room, 
behind a gust of rain. He shook him
self like a terrier, and water flew off 
his black coat. He flung his head, 
and drops spun from his sodden hat. 
He stamped mud off his small feet.

Carter's flashlight showed quick, 
shrewd eyes darting at the apprehen
sive three, at the revolver, the axe. 
A thin mouth twisted oddly, about 
long, wolfish gold teeth.

“Hello,’' rasped a sharp, nasal voice. 
"This the Whipple estate?’’

“ It is," said Carter Dell. “ Who 
are you?"

“ I’m Wickard Kidd. I was to have 
been met at the station.’’

“Mr. Whipple himself drove to 
meet you,” Carter told him.

“He didn’t,” clipped Wickard 
Kidd. “ No car there. No taxi. 
Agent showed me a path. Half mile, 
he said. Horrible walk, along fright
ful cliffs. I came to look at some ob
jects in Whipple’s museum. But if he 
cares no more— ”

“The objects are here,’’ Carter Dell 
assured him. “ And Mr. Whipple is 
very much interested in having you 
inspect them. We all are. It was 
Mr. Dorn, here, who brought them up 
out of the Atlantic."

“Dorn, eh?” Wickard Kidd nodded 
sharply. "You’re Dell, the inventor 
of the diver, eh? What’s going on, 
here? Why receive me in the dark— 
with weapons?"

“ The lights aren’t working. A 
frightful thing has happened here to
night,” Carter Dell told him. “A 
man has been—murdered. W e’ve all 
seen—and heard—a monstrous thing. 
And the museum has been robbed I”

“The makers of the image have fol
lowed us up from the sea,” Markham 
Dorn put in soberly. “They have 
come for their Idol, and perhaps for— 
revenge!”

“Humph!” snorted Wickard Kidd. 
"Somebody knows the thing’s worth 
a fortune—if it’s genuine. He’s try
ing to steal it.”

The doorbell whirred again. Carter

went to answer it. The others waited 
silently.

A  HEAVY man surged Into the 
flashlight’s beam. He blew ex

plosively through his nose, and began 
mopping the rain from his red face 
with a square of pale green silk. Mild 
blue eyes, under shaggy white brows, 
blinked at the light.

“ Mr. Whipple!”  Carter exclaimed. 
“You’ve had trouble on the road?"

“Trouble?” the other’s deep voice 
boomed. “The damned car went off 
in the ditch. Mired over the fenders. 
I had to tramp back in this infernal 
storm. W e’ll have to phone to the 
station, because Kidd—”

He lurched forward, as his mild 
eyes suddenly noticed the small man 
in black.

“ Dr. Kidd I” he boomed. “So you’re 
already here? Sorry I failed you. 
Frightful weather. How did you make 
it out?”

“ Walked!” snapped Wickard Kidd. 
"W ouldn’t do it again for everything 
in your cursed museum.”

Justin Whipple strode forward. He 
seized the curator’s hand in a bluff 
attempt at cordiality.

“ I’m sorry, Dr. Kidd,” he apolo
gized. “ We shall try to make 
amends. But come! You must see 
our Atlantean finds, immediately. 
They are truly remarkable. The image 
alone is a milestone in archeology. . . . 
Mr. Dell, call Dr. Thurman. Send 
him to the museum.”

“ Thurman,” Carter informed him, 
slowly, “ is dead.”

“ What?” t h u n d e r e d  Whipple. 
“ Dead! How did it happen? Why 
didn't you tell me? Where’s his 
body?”

His red face went a little pale. He 
mopped it again, nervously. Robin 
saw that his thick hands were trem
bling.

Silently, Carter stood aside, and 
played the flashlight over the table 
with its blood-soaked burden.

“ They have come,” solemnly whis
pered Markham Dorn. “ The makers 
of the image! To carry it back to the 
shrine in the ocean. And to destroy 
u b  who desecrated it I”
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"Nonsense!” snarled Wickard Kidd. 
"Some murderous thief, who realized 
the value of the image—"

Carter lifted the edge of the rug, 
to expose the shapeless scarlet mass 
within. Kidd’s voice froze in his 
throat. He staggered back. His long 
mouth hung open, and the gold teeth 
gleamed wolfishly.

“Their tentacles are very power
ful,” Markham Dorn said pointedly.

“Dr. John!” muttered Whipple. 
“Merciful God, how did that hap
pen?"

Carter replaced the rug over the 
body.

"W e heard an intruder in the 
museum," he e x p l a i n e d  quietly. 
“Thurman and I followed it outside. 
We saw something grey and mon
strous crawling down over the cliffs. 
I tried to follow it, but lost it in the 
storm. When I returned, Thurman 
was—as you see him now."

Whipple’s big face was grey with 
fear.

“They’ve come—really?" he gasped, 
staring from Carter to Dorn. “ But it 
can’t be! This is all a ghastly hoax I"

He read his answer in their grim 
silence.

“Then we’re all in horrible dan
ger !" he croaked, suddenly ashen with 
terror. “They might have caught me, 
on the road! We must call the po
lice.”

"The line’s down,” Carter informed 
him.

“ We must have help,” he Baid, ur
gently. “Well, there’s a separate 
phone in the gardener's cottage. It 
might be working. W ill you try it, 
Mr. Dell? And have the gardener 
come back with you."

“N o!" Robin cried, half hysterical. 
“ No, Carter, don’t go out there alone 
—please I”

Carter patted Robin's shoulder. 
With trembling fingers, she clung to 
him.

“Don’t worry, dear, I ’ll be all 
right.”

He took the revolver from her shak
ing hand; unlocking the door, he 
walked deliberately out into the 
storm.

“Hurry 1" pleaded Robin, after him.

“ Watch out.”
“ Mr. Dorn,” said Whipple, “ in my 

bedroom closet you’ll find two auto
matics. Will you bring them down, 
and see to it that the windows on the 
second floor are all secure?”

Dorn went up the stairs, carrying 
the axe, and his flashlight.

W HIPPLE and Wickard Kidd 
s t o o d  apprehensively near 

Robin, until there was a quick knock 
on the door. She flung it open, and 
Carter Dell came in with his flash
light, drenched with rain.

“ No use.” he told Whipple. "The 
gardener wasn’t in. His phone is 
dead, too.”

And then Markham Dorn returned 
down the stairs.

“ All secure,” he reported briefly. 
He presented two automatics to 

Whipple. The millionaire handed 
one of them to Kidd. He snapped 
back the slide on the other, to see that 
the chamber was loaded. His red face 
warmed with reassurance. He swung 
to Wickard Kidd.

“ Well, Dr. Kidd, let me show the 
image, and the other relics of old At
lantis." His loud voice rang with 
forced enthusiasm. “The most re
markable find of this century. Of 
any century! It opens a new volume 
in archeology! And you’ll find the 
objects genuine, too. Any fraud is 
impossible. I assure you. They’re 
worth ten times the price we men
tioned.”

“ A quarter of a million,” Wickard 
Kidd said flatly, “ is a large sum.” 

“ The price is that," Whipple re
minded him, “plus what I ’ve invested 
financing the expedition, w h i c h  
amounts to an additional hundred 
thousand. The World Museum is a 
large institution; it can easily afford 
it.”

The millionaire opened the door to 
the museum. He took Markham 
Dorn’s flashlight, and advanced into 
the room. Then he recoiled suddenly, 
a hoarse, strangling cry bursting from 
his thick lips. He began stammering 
incoherently. The others crowded in 
after him.

Wind swirled into the room. Light*
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ning flared through an open window. 
The walls writhed with grotesque 
shadows of the mounted octopus. 
Rigid monstrosities leered from their 
cases of glass.

“The image I” Whipple roared at 
last. “ It’s—gone I Also the sacrifi
cial knife I”

Markham Dorn ran past the empty 
table, to the open window. "I ’d re
paired that catch. It’s been forced 
again.”

He picked up a twisted fragment 
of metal. "Just putty,” he muttered, 
“against their tentacles.”

'’Tentacles!” s n o r t e d  Wickard 
Kidd. “Behind these crimes is a 
man. His motive is a quarter of a 
million—”

His sharp nasal tones faded away 
from Robin Dell. For incredible 
horror was thundering in her ears. 
She had paused by the empty table, 
where the monstrous image had 
Bquatted. Her blue eyes were now 
staring at an object on the floor—a 
brown button. She stooped quickly, 
while Whipple’s flashlight was on 
Wickard Kidd, picked it up, and 
dropped it into the neck of her dress 
Her wide eyes went to Carter’s coat. 
Yes, his buttons were brown. The 
upper one, upon which the strain 
might have come, if he had lifted the 
image in his arms, was gone. She 
gazed in mute agony at that tuft of 
brown thread.

Yes, Carter might have taken the 
image, when Whipple sent him to the 
gardener’s cottage. And, too, Carter 
had been out in the darkness alone, 
when old John Thurman died. And 
armed with the axe.

An axe can make pulp of a man!

« H f  E R C I F U 1 ,  God!” she
1T M  breathed. “ It can’t be Car

ter ! I waited so long for him to come 
back from the sea. I love him so. It 
can’t be! It—mustn’t be!”

The thing she had found in the 
blood-stained grass beside the pulped 
body of Dr. John Thurman, the clue 
she had concealed, had been the 
familiar green-and-white fountain 
pen, stamped with the initials of Car
ter Dell!

CHAPTER III 
Grey Tentacles Creep/

fff 'W 'H E  police!” Justin Whipple’s 
■  fog-horn voice was roaring. 

"Whether a man took it, or something 
else, we must have the police. That 
image is worth a fortune. I’ll go get 
the police myself.”

“The things!” warned Markham 
Dorn. “They are lurking—”

” 1 walked here, safely enough,” 
Whipple said grimly. “ I can walk 
out again. For a quarter of a mil
lion—’’

He pulled down his hat, and stalked 
toward the front door.

"Should I go with you?” Carter 
Dell asked tersely.

“ No!” thundered Whipple. “ I’m 
going alone. And I’ll kill anybody— 
or anything—that comes near me. 
I ’m returning with the police. W e’ll 
find what killed poor Dr. John—and 
get back that image if it costs me 
every penny I own, and takes the rest 
of my life.”

The door slammed behind him.
“ Fool!” Markham Dorn was mut

tering. “He doesn’t realize— If he 
had seen the crawling grey monsters, 
as we have!”

"Grey monsters!” barked the un
believing nasal voice of Wickard 
Kidd. “ What kind of nonsense is this. 
I still insist the motive of all this 
deviltry is the price of that image. 
His thin arm pointed startlingly at 
Carter Dell. “ Tell me, how was the 
money to be shared?”

"Our contract stipulated,” Carter 
informed him swiftly, “ that Mr. 
Whipple was to receive seventy-five 
per cent of any profit from the expe
dition. He financed it, you know. 
Mark, here, was to have twenty per 
cent. He organized and led the expe
dition, and was really responsible for 
locating the site of Atlantis. And I 
was to receive five per cent, above the 
flat fee for the use of the robot diver.”

“ Only five per cent!” rapped W ick
ard Kidd.

His dark eyes flashed at Carter 
Dell. Robin’s heart came up in her
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throat. Five per cent was so little; 
he would suspect Carter of being dis
satisfied. She shrank from his next 
words.

“ Whipple’s pretty shrewd, eh? 
said Wickard Kidd. “ I think he did 
it, while he pretended to be going to 
the station, after me."

“ But," Robin whispered, "I myself 
saw a hideous grey crawling thing. It 
couldn't have been human. Nor were 
the sounds it made ‘human.’ And I 
heard it cry out, with a sound that 
wasn't human."

“The creatures are here,” Markham 
Dorn’s voice insisted, deep with 
dread. “ We've all seen them."

“ And anyway," Carter now put in 
sharply, “why should Whipple mur
der his secretary? And why should 
he steal the image? It was three- 
fourths his, already. And you were 
about to pay him—

“ Only one hundred thousand dol
lars,” Kidd snapped, “ which would 
just cover the cost of his expedition. 
He knew that—knew I would not pay 
a penny more. So he engineered this 
weird monster story to get publicity 
for his image, which will conveni
ently turn up somewhere.” His dark 
eyes flamed. “And Whipple may not 
be alone in it!"

Carter and Dorn stared at him 
blankly.

“ When enough newspapers have 
headlined the horror from Atlantis, 
with pictures of Dr. Thurman's 
crushed cadaver, some fool will offer 
him a million. But that fool won’t be 
Wickard Kidd!”

He started toward the door, paus
ing to throw over his shoulder;

"Whipple said he was going for the 
police. What he’s really doing is hid
ing the image, and covering his 
tracks. And perhaps planting clues 
to lead us off the trail. I’m going to 
see the local police myself. He’s not 
getting away with this.”

H E flung the door open and hurled 
himself out into the wind- 

whipped rain. Robin nervously locked 
the door behind him, and wearily 
leaned back against it. She glanced 
at the open, tanned face of her hus

band. He was staring at the sodden 
bundle on the table, and haunting 
dread lurked in his steel-blue eyes.

Robin felt the sting of sudden 
tears. She ached with desire to put 
her arms around his big shoulders 
and smooth his tangled red hair, and 
laugh aw^y his gnawing apprehen
sions.

“ Merciful God!”
She started at Markham Dorn’s 

voiceless outcry. A muffled whisper, 
it was hoarse and terrible with strain
ing dread.

“Listen!”
Blood drummed in her ears. She 

poised, trembling, on the balls of her 
feet. The crash of thunder jarred 
her above the ocean’s endless roar and 
the monstrous bellowing of the storm. 
And then—she heard another sound, 
that ripped her flesh with the jagged 
spikes of utter terror. It was a high, 
plaintive wailing, which might have 
been made by the dying scream of an 
infant on the torturer’s hooks. And 
it was keen with a feral lust, with an 
obscene and nameless avidity.

Reeling with the faintness of de
vouring fear, Robin stumbled across 
the room. She clutched at Carter’s 
big arm.

“The voice of the thing!" The 
whisper husked from her aching 
throat. “The thing—that followed 
me!”

Markham Dorn let out a slow ex
halation of dread. Deliberately he 
picked up the axe.

“ They are here again,” came his 
strained, hoarse rasp. “ They are after 
Whipple and Kidd. The fools—we 
shouldn’t have let them go out. But 
I must help them now.”

He swung steadily toward the door.
Carter’s voice was low and strained 

when he offered:
“ I’ll go with you.”
Markham Dorn turned to shake his 

head.
“ No,” he said. “Thanks,” he said, 

“but your wife— ”
He smiled oddly, disturbingly, at 

Robin, and was gone.
Carter took a step toward the door. 

Robin clung to his arm
“ Go along, if you want to,” she
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whispered. “But I ’m going with you. 
I can't stay here alone, Carter. I’m 
too dreadfully frightened.”

His big hand tenderly caressed her 
damp copper hair.

“Then I’ll stay, dear,” he said. “ I 
can’t expose you to any danger. To 
me you’re the most precious thing on 
earth.”

She snuggled against his side. Then 
her upturned eyes saw the tuft of 
broken brown threads on his coat. 
She shivered with sudden doubt. But 
then again, how could it have been 
Carter. He and Mark had been with 
her when they heard the thing wail 
outside.

Carter was speaking again.
“That idea of Dr. Kidd’s,” she 

heard Carter saying—“ if there’s real
ly a man behind all this, it might be 
old Thurman himself.”

“But how?” demanded Robin. 
"When he’s—there!”

Shuddering, she pointed at the red- 
soaked rug.

“Somebody is,” said Carter. “ But 
the— it couldn’t be identified. There 
are only the spectacles, the gun, a few 
bloody rags. The idea just struck 
me: the gardener is missing. This— 
thing—may be he. Thurman might 
have killed him, thus faking his own 
death, and escaped with the image!” 

“ But why—” gasped Robin—“why 
Bhould he—”

“ He's a trained archeologist, a gift
ed marine biologist He knew the 
value of the image. And he was des
perately poor, or he wouldn’t have 
served as Whipple's secretary—he 
hated Whipple. And Thurman has 
been acting oddly for a couple of 
days. Keeping something from us. 
Yesterday he had some difficulty with 
Dorn. He seemed afraid of some
thing. Had me send you that wire, 
He may have just been preparing us 
for this monster scare.”

“ But the things are here,” Robin 
protested. “ We’ve seen them, heard 
them.” She shuddered.

” 1 still hope,” Carter said slowly, 
"It may be— something else.”

There was silence for a few sec
onds. Robin listened to the pounding 
of the angry ocean, the eerie howling

of the wind hovering in the night.
"It was brave of Markham,” she

said impulsively, “ to go out there— 
alone.”

"A  great chap, Mark.” Carter’s 
voice was warm with ringing admira
tion. “A keen mind he has, finely 
trained. And he made himself, too. 
His father was a sort of tramp actor, 
he told me once. Punch and Judy 
show, in vaudeville. Mark had to 
work hiB own way through college—”

His voice froze. His lean face went 
suddenly white. His steel-blue eyes 
expanded with fear. His great arm, 
about Robin’s shoulders, went hard as 
iron. It drew against her with an un
conscious, crushing pressure. Then 
he turned from her abruptly, he 
snatched the revolver out of his coat 
pocket, and started toward the door.

W H / A I T '  Carter!” Robin half 
w w  screamed. “ Don’t leave me! 

What is it?”
He paused in the blast of storm 

through the open door.
“ I must go,” he said swiftly. “ And 

now. To save a man’s life! Explain 
when I get back.”

The door slammed behind him.
She locked the door and ran up the 

stairs to her own room. With trem
bling fingers she also locked the bed
room door. The candle had burned 
out In the dark, she sat on the foot 
of the bed, gripping its iron railing. 
The cold strength of it was obscurely 
comforting. And then suddenly her 
white fingers tightened upon it with 
maniacal violence. Into her ears 
poured the acid of consuming mad
ness. For, near and eager, she heard 
the crying of the thing!

Shrill above the crescendo of the 
storm, it shrieked with the agony of a 
babe roasting on the coals of torture, 
and throbbed with a monstrous lust— 
for her!

Motionless, powerless to move, her 
glazed eyes stared at the dark wall. 
Her straining ears now caught a 
scraping sound, the papery rustle of 
deliberately gliding tentacles. Out
side the window they were creeping 
up!

She sat bolt upright. Her eyes were
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still fixed on the wall. She couldn't 
turn. She dared not look or she'd go 
mad—stark, raving mad I

Through the window gushed a vio
let beam of lightning. On the wall, 
where her eyes still rested, it burned 
the window's outline. Blackly, there, 
it printed a horrendous shadow.

A wild scream cleft Robin's throat. 
The cruel fingers of utter fear, con
tracting, choked it off. Her tense 
body was beaded with icy perspira
tion. She tried to stand up and run. 
But the bitter nausea of terror 
drained her strength. She could only 
sit rigid on the bed, staring into the 
darkness that had swallowed the 
shadow.

For the shadow had taken the shape 
of an octopus. The writhing web of 
its tentacles filled the window, like 
monstrous serpents. Above the dark 
blob of its body loomed a horrible 
head. The head looked flat and 
strange—and yet human!

Robin endured through an eternity 
of black silence. Weakly she dragged 
to her feet. Where could she take 
refuge? If the thing entered, it could 
follow anywhere. But surely . . .

Thunder fell upon her in a stun
ning avalanche. With it she heard 
the shatter of glass. Wind howled 
through the room. Cold rain stung 
her cheek. A heavy body writhed 
noisily on the floor. Her vanity table 
crashed before it. A nauseating, rep
tilian putrescence struck her nostrils.

Robin fled to the door. Wildly she 
snatched at the key. It came out of 
the lock and clattered on the floor. 
Panting with terror, she dropped to 
search for it.

“ Carter!” she shrieked. “For God’s 
sake, Carter—”

The thing fell upon her.
Great, slimy tentacles wrapped her 

fear-stiffened body. Wet, cold, suck
ing-disks rasped against her ankles, 
her tender throat. The writhing 
weight of the strange invader crushed 
her flat against the floor.

Her hands struck vainly at its cold, 
horny mass. She tried to squirm free, 
but the crushing weight on her hips 
held her powerless. The slimy em
brace caught one wrist. With the re

maining hand she strove to keep foul, 
malodorous horror from her face.

Cold, leathery tentacles writhed
over her helpless, pulsating flesh. The 
ruthless pressure increased upon her 
body. The cruel grip constricted on 
her arm. Another horny tentacle 
wrapped her throat. The suction 
disks tore her soft flesh.

Horror and pain dragged her to
ward black oblivoin.

Dimly she knew that her clothing 
was being stripped away. She heard 
the thin shredding of cloth. She felt 
cold, monstrous flesh against her half- 
naked body.

Mercifully her consciousness was 
swept away, as the foul embrace 
tightened. Faintly she wa6 aware of 
the thing's voice. An infant’s wail of 
agony, keyed high with an unspeak
able avidity.

CHAPTER IV 
Foul is the Bed o f  Death!

DARKNESS was pressing heavily 
upon Robin’s eyes as awareness 

stumbled back. Was she blind? She 
blinked her eyes, and their blinking 
made no change in the darkness. Had 
the thing destroyed her sight?

Returning fear cleared her senses. 
She took stock of her surroundings. 
The endless thunder of the sea was 
near. Its salt dankness stung her 
nostrils. The wet breath of it chilled 
her naked body.

She stirred, tried to rise. Cold, wet 
rocks scratched her flesh. The dull, 
aching numbness of her legs was shot 
through with red, sudden pain. She 
fell back, gasping with agony. She 
couldn’t get up. A great flat stone 
lay crushingly across her thighs. 

Sharpness of pain spurred her dull 
wits. The darkness, the nearness of 
the roaring sea, the dampness of the 
stones—now she understood them. 
She was not blind. The thing had 
carried her down into the labyrinth 
of sea-caverns that wound through 
the base of the cliffs.

She was helpless, far from aid, at 
their mercy.
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A  r e t c h in g  s ick n e s s  o v e r t o o k  her, 
b o r n  o f  fear  and  pa in .  S h e  la y  s t il l  
f o r  a l it t le  t im e , t r y in g  t o  i g n o r e  th e  
d u l l ,  th ro b b in g  a ch e  o f  h er  to r tu red  
lim bs, and  th e  c h i l l  o f  th e  s l im y  
ston es  against her  flesh.

S u ch  h o r r o r  c o u l d n ’t be. It  w as  
so m e  n ightm are .

B u t  the n ig h tm are  d id n ’ t end. Sh e  
m o v e d  again , d e sp ite  the ren ew ed  
a g o n y  f r o m  her c r u e l ly  b u rd en ed  
th igh s .  She f e l t  the  w et  rou g h n ess  
o f  the great  r o c k  u p o n  them , as she 
tr ied  in  vain  to  push it aw ay .

E n d le ss ,  d u l l  a g o n y  th rob b ed  
f r o m  her th ig h s .  A  strange , p r i c k 
l in g  n u m bn ess  crep t  up  to w a rd  h er  
b o d y .  C h il l  s eeped  in to  her, f r o m  the 
c la m m y  rock s .  H e r  skin  w a s  r o u g h  
w ith  g o o s e -p im p le s .

A g a in  and again  she tr ied  to  m ove ,  
to  escape. A lw a y s  the  p it i less  ta lon s  
o f  pain  f o r c e d  her to  d ro p  back.

Sh e  b ega n  s c r e a m in g  C arter 's  name. 
H e r  v o i c e  e c h o e d  e e r i ly  In the cavern . 
T h e  sea ’B roa r  d r o w n e d  it. I t  w as  n o  
use. C arter  co u ld  n ever  hear. She 
w o u ld  o n ly  b r in g  b a ck  the th ing .

H e r  th in , h y s te r ica l  lau gh ter  w en t  
ou t  in to  the  darkness . T h e  dark  w a lls  
g ib b e re d  it back, in sa n e ly .  She tr ied  
to  s to p  it. T h e  th in g  w o u ld  hear, and 
com e . B u t  she co u ld  n o  l o n g e r  c o n 
tro l  her mad laughter .

P a n t in g ,  sh iver in g ,  la u g h in g  in the 
darkness, she w a ited  f o r  the  fou l ,  
c ru sh in g  em brace  o f  m o n s tro u s  death.

S u d d e n ly  l ig h t  w as in the cavern . 
D im  and vague, it y e t  sh o w e d  the low , 
d r ip p in g  r o o f ,  the narrow , w ater-  
h ew n  w alls . I t  sh if te d ,  g r e w  stron ger .

S u rp r ise  and su d d e n  w i ld  h op e  
s to p p e d  her laughter . She tw is ted  
p a in fu l ly ,  t r y in g  to  see the so u rce  o f  
the  l igh t .  H e r  e y e s  f e l l  u p o n  the 
squat, iv o ry  h orror  o f  the s to len  
im age.

A b o v e  her p ron e  b o d y  w as a s tone  
led ge ,  l ike  a pedesta l.  T h e  g r e y  im 
a ge  l o o m e d  u p o n  it. T h e  flat h orror  
o f  its head  leered  at her f r o m  the 
tw is t in g  m aze o f  th ick  tentacles .

H e r  b o d y  lay  b e lo w  it, an o f fe r in g  
u pon  the altar o f  u n speakab le  retr i
bu t ion .  T h e  o c e a n -g o d  w as b e in g  re 
p a id —

A n d  n o w  a f o o t s t e p  d re w  her eyes .

SH E  sh r iek ed  at th e  dark, tw is t in g  
h o r r o r  o f  a g ig a n t ic  o c t o p u s ,  u p -  

rea red  in  the  cavern , at h er  g l im p s e  
o f  a w e t  hum an head, p e e r in g  a bove  
ita h id e o u s  b o d y .  I t  w as  s w a y in g  t o 
w a rd  her . T h e n  it d iv id e d .  T h e  g r e y ,  
o c t o p u s  part o f  it f lung  to  th e  f lo o r  
and lay  inert ,  su ck e r -b e a r in g  ten ta 
c le s  s p r a w l in g  l i fe le s s .  A n d  a man, 
all human, s t o o d  in  th e  l o w  cave, 
h o ld in g  a f lashlight .

R o b i n ’ s m in d  re c o i l e d  f r o m  the  u n 
th ink ab le  truth.

T h e r e  had been  n o  m on ster .  T h e  
th in g  had b een  a man, m a sk ed  in d ea d  
ten tacles .  T h e  sp e c im e n  o f  octopus 
punctatus, s to len  f r o m  the  m u seu m , 
had  been  his  c lo a k  o f  fear .

W h o ,  the  q u e s t io n  r o c k e d  her 
n u m bed  bra in , w h o  w a s  th e  m a n ?

H is  fa c e  w as in sh ad ow , a bove  the  
flash light . She c o u ld n ’ t see. B re a th 
le s s ly  she  Btared. H e r  heart beat a 
m arch  o f  d o o m  in  h e r  ears, and the  
t im e  o f  each beat w as a l i f e -s a p p in g  
age .

T h e n  the  l ig h t  s h if te d .
H o r r o r ’ s dark  chasm  s w a l lo w e d  her 

sanity .
F o r  the  m an w as C arter  D e l l !  G o o d  

G od , it c o u ld n ’ t be t  H e r  Carter, the  
k i l l e r !

H e  s te p p e d  q u i c k ly  tow a rd  her. 
R o b in  scream ed . R e ck le s s  o f  a g o n y ,  
she d e sp e ra te ly  w r ith e d  to  escape. It  
w a s  useless. T h e  h u g e  r o c k  g r o u n d  
m ore  c r u e l ly  in to  the  bare  w h i te  flesh 
o f  her th igh s .  She co l la p sed ,  g a s p 
ing .

C arter  w as  a bove  her, s ilent, h is  
fa ce  in shadow . In  the b roa d  f lo o d  
o f  h is f la sh light Bhp sa w  an  axe, and  
the thin b ron ze  b la de  o f  the sacr i f ic ia l  
k n i fe .  T h e y  w e re  le a n in g  against  the  
led ge ,  at the f o o t  o f  th e  m o n s tro u s  
im age. B o th  w e re  red  w ith  b lo o d .

T h e n  it was C arte r ’ s a x e  that m ade  
red  m ush  o f  l iv in g  m e n !

H e r  m in d  w h ir le d  to  the  b la ck  
v e r g e  o f  insan ity . H o t  breath  h issed  
th ro u g h  her f e a r -p a r ch e d  l ip s .  H e r  
eyes  c lo s e d .  H e r  p a n t in g  w as  c h o k e d  
o f f .  P a lp i ta t in g ,  h er  s o f t  f lesh w a i t 
ed f o r  th e  a x e ’ s b ru ta l  im p a ct .  O r  
w o u ld  it  be  th e  w h ite ,  b l in d in g  a g o n y  
o f  the a n c ie n t  b r o n z e  b la d e ?

T h e  s l o w  a g o n y  o f  t im e  s w e p t  on .
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N o b lo w  fe ll .  C arter d id n 't  speak. 
She heard no sound , save his m uted  
breath, and a m uffled  c l i ck .

T h e n  a cautious , a p p ro a ch in g  step. 
A  man was c o m in g  a lo n g  the w in d in g  
cave. T h e  g l o w  o f  his flashlight came 
past a ju t t in g  angle . She re co g n ize d  
the tall, hard bulk  o f  M arkham  D orn .

“ M a r k ! "  she scream ed im p u ls iv e ly .
R e a c t in g  to her w a rn in g ,  the flash

l igh t  darted u pw ard . I t  se ized  the 
c ro u ch in g  f o r m  o f  C arter D e l l .  Y e l 
l o w  flame je tted .  C on fin ed  thunder  
shattered the cavern.

Carter D e l l  rose  half  to  his feet .  
H e  gasped  in the b itter  sm ok e  o f  p o w 
der. H e  s tag gered .  A  bullet  struck  
fire f r o m  his revo lver ,  tore  it f r o m  his 
fingers. A n d  M arkham  D orn  leaped 
d o w n  u p on  him, s tr ik in g  at his head 
w ith  the h eavy  flatness o f  his a u to 
matic.

Carter f e l l  h eav ily  on  his fa ce  
across  the n arrow  passage. M arkham  
D orn  c r o u ch e d  over  him . W h ip p i n g  
o f f  C arter 's  belt, he b u ck led  it t igh t  
around  his ankles. T h e n  he set his 
sh ou ld er  to a m assive, a g e -rou n d ed  
stone, and ro l led  it g r in d in g ly  upon  
C arter ’s legs, im p r is o n in g  h im  the 
same w a y  as R o b in  was, e x c e p t  that 
the g ir l  lay on  her back, and he on 
his face.

B A R T E R  stirred . H e  groan ed  
V th ick ly  as the b ou ld er  settled  

u pon  his  b ou n d  limbs.
“ F or  G o d ’ B s a k e !"  he w h isp ered ,  in 

dazed  a g o n y .  “ M a rk — ”
W h y ,  R o b in  asked  h erse lf ,  shaken 

w ith  n e w  dread— w h y  the s to n e ?  It 
w as  so n eed less ly  cruel.

H e r  vo ice  was w i ld  and husky , 
w h e n :

“ M a r k !”  she b e g g e d .  “ Mark, please 
release m e !"

T h e  g iant figure o f  M arkham  D orn  
lo o m e d  over  her. O n  his hard fa ce  
was sh a d ow ed  a m o c k in g ,  i ro n ic  grin . 
H e  p layed  the f lashlight , like a s low , 
obscen e  caress, ov er  her naked s l im 
ness. T h e n  he ch u ck led .  It was a 
sa ty r ’s  laugh , s low , lecherous , d ia 
b o lica l .

“ M a r k ! ”  she scream ed . "M ark , you  
m u st— "

T h e  l ig h t  burn ed  in to  her h orror-

strained face— a white mask o f  dread.
“ Y o u ’ve been  m is led ,”  said  the 

th ick , de libera te  v o i c e  o f  M arkham  
D o rn .  “ B y  a pen and a button ,  b y  a 
c lever  plan and a b it  o f  g o o d  a c t in g ."

T h e  lasc iv iou s  sa ty r -ch u ck le  cam e 
again . T h e  ob scen e  eye  o f  the flash
l igh t  w en t  back to her e x p o s e d ,  b l o o d 
stained  b od y .

“ W h a t , ”  she ga sped  f e a r fu l ly —  
“ w hat are y o u  g o i n g  to  d o  to  u s ? "

F o r  answ er M arkham  D o r n  set  his 
f o o t  on  her chest .  T h e  brutal p re s 
sure d rove  the breath f r o m  her lungs  
in a scream  o f  pain. H e r  b o d y  was 
pressed  c r u e l ly  against  the ja g g e d  
ro ck s  beneath. A  track  was le f t  on  
the satin o f  her flesh— a bru ise  and a 
stain o f  fo u l  redness.

“ R o b in  ” — she was aghast at the 
sudden , terrib le ,  sad is t ic  pass ion  that 
h issed  th ro u g h  M ark h am  D o r n ’s set 
tee th — “ I ’ ve w anted  y o u  s in ce  the day 
Carter in t ro d u c e d  us. N o w  y o u ’ re—  
m i n e ! ”  H is  v o i c e  was g a sp in g  w ith  
fe a r fu l  lust. " M o r e  c o m p le t e ly  m in e  
than y o u  w ere  ever his— f o r  I shall 
take e v e ry  shred  o f  y o u r  b o d y — w ith  
the k n i f e ! "

T h r o u g h  a red f o g  o f  d esp a ir  and 
pain, R o b in  heard C arter ’ s q u ick  
s tru gg le .  She heard the sn ap p in g  o f  
h is s tra in ing  m u scles ,  his invo lu n ta ry ,  
su pp ressed  o u t c r y  o f  pain.

T h e  flash light sh i f te d  to him. She 
saw his great  b o d y  arched  u pw ard , 
b ig  m uscles  b u lg in g ,  as he f o u g h t  to  
m ove  the ro ck .  H e  fe l l  back, d e fe a t 
ed. and lay prone , ga sp in g .  E v e r y  
breath w as a m oan o f  a gon y .

“ P at ience ,  C arte r— m y  dear f r ie n d ."  
T h e  terrib le  m o c k e r y  o f  D o r n ’s v o ice  
was a l itt le  calm er, sa rd on ic .  “ Y o u r  
turn w ill  com e. B ut y o u r  l o v e ly  b r ide  
dem ands m y  first a tten t ion ."

“ M a r k ! ”  C arter panted. “ W h y  have 
y o u  d on e  th is?  Y o u ’re m a d !  S top . 
M a rk — th ink  I”

“ W h y  d o  a n y t h in g ? "  M arkham  
D o r n ’s v o ice  was ca l lo u s ly  flat, u n 
m oved . “ O f  course— fo r  m o n e y .  I 
had been a w et  nurse o f  a c o l l e g e  in 
s tru c tor  to o  long. I w anted  to—  
live! A n d  I w anted  R o b i n ! "

S a vag e ly  he g r o u n d  the hard, red- 
sp a n g led  toe o f  h is  shoe  into the 
yielding softness of Robin's side.
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T h e n  h e  p la ced  the f lash light  u p o n  
th e  s ton e  led ge ,  so  that  it b urn ed  
d o w n  u p o n  R o b in ’ s p u ls a t in g  n a k e d 
ness, p ic k e d  up  the  b ro n ze  k n ife ,  and 
d r e w  its keen  p o in t  l ig h t ly  a cross  her 
b osom . She s h u d d e re d  v o i c e le s s ly  
f r o m  its c o ld  s t ing .

“ M o n e y ? ”  ra p p e d  C arter , in  a 
queer , c h o k in g  v o i c e .  “ H o w  d o e s  this 
m ake  y o u  m o n e y ? ”

M a rk h a m  D o r n  su pp ressed  his 
p a n t in g  eagerness .

“ D e la y  m e  as m u ch  as y o u  p lease ,” 
he said, i r o n ic a l ly  suave. “ Y o u  m e r e 
ly  p r o l o n g  m y  am usem ent. M o n e y .  
Y e s ,”  he c o n fe s s e d  d e libera te ly ,  
“ m o n e y  w as ou r  o b je c t ,  f r o m  the first. 
T h u rm a n  w as m y  partner. H e  was 
an ex p e r t  in  a r c h e o l o g y  and m arine  
b io lo g y .  A n d  he a lso  n e e d e d  m o n e y —  
h e ’ d taken a s le ig h  r id e  on  W a l l  
S treet. I p la n n ed  the th ing . Dr. 
T h u r m a n  m a de  the  im age  and the 
k n ife ,  and so ld  W h i p p l e  the idea. H e  
m ade the  im age  ou t  o f  i v o r y  so  that 
it c o u ld n ’ t be  tra ce d  as n ot  c o m in g  
f r o m  th e  sea. T h e n  y o u  cam e a lon g  
w ith  y o u r  r o b o t  d iver .  Y o u r  s tu p id  
h o n e s ty  w as  ju s t  w hat w e  n eeded  to  
f o o l  W h i p p l e  and the  rep orters .  O n e  
n ig h t  I h u n g  the im ag e  o f f  the A v a 
lon , on  a p ian o  w ire .  N e x t  m o rn in g  
I fished it u p — and th ere  w e  w ere .

“ W e l l ,  w e  f o o le d  th em — all but 
W ic k a r d  K id d .  H e  w as  d o u b t fu l .  H e  
n ever  cam e near o f f e r in g  the sum w e 
w a n ted .  H e  kept  p u t t in g  us o f f .  A n d  
the  o th er  b ig  m useum s w e re  fu l l  o f  
a lot  o f  o ld  f o g i e s  that w o u ld n ’t l is 
ten at all. K id d  w as our o n ly  chance .

“ Y e s t e rd a y  T h u r m a n  lost his nerve. 
H e  w a n ted  to  c lo s e  out, at K id d 's  o w n  
p r ice .  W h i p p l e  w o u ld  have g o t  the 
l io n ’s share o f  it, f o r  exp en ses .  Just  
c h ic k e n  feed  le ft .  W o u l d n ’ t have paid  
m y  debts .

“ I th o u g h t  it over ,  and hit on  this 
l i t t le  e la b ora t ion  o f  the o r ig in a l  hoax . 
I f  it w e n t  o ver ,  I reason ed , the im age 
w o u ld  b e lo n g  e n t ir e ly  to  me. A n d  
the p u b l ic i ty ,  the n ew sp a p er  s tor ies  
o f  invad ers  f r o m  the  sea, w ill  m ake 
it w o r th  a quarter  o f  a m i l l io n ,  easy. 
N o t  to  m e n t io n  m y  s ig n e d  a rt ic les  on  
A t la n t is ,  and  le c tu re  tou rs , and the 
m o v ie s .

“ I ’ ve  ch a n g e d  m y  plans, h o w e v e r .

I ’ ve  d e c id e d  f o r  y o u  to  take the  rap, 
C arter. I le f t  c lues  p o in t in g  t o  y o u .  
Y o u  d id  it  because  y o u  w e r e  d is c o n 
ten ted  w ith  y o u r  five p er  cent.  I 
ca u gh t  y o u  here. W e  had a f ight 
and— y o u  fe l l  to  the r o c k s  b e lo w .  O f  
cou rse  y o u ’ ll  be  d ressed  in the  o c t o 
pus su it  w h e n  y o u r  b o d y  w i l l  be 
d ra g g e d  up. S in c e  I ’v e  a lr e a d y  k il led  
T h u rm a n  and W h i p p l e ,  the  im age 
w i l l  s t il l  be all m ine , o f  cou rse .  B y  
the w ay , I ca u gh t  y o u  here  ju s t  a fte r  
y o u 'd  m u rd ered  and m u ti la te d  y o u r  
w i fe .

“ A n d  n ow , Carter, i f  y o u  w i l l  e x 
cuse  me, a d e l ig h t fu l  d u ty  dem an d s  
m y  a tten t ion ."

M ark h am  D o r n  d ro p p e d  on  h is  b ig  
knees  b es id e  R o b in .  H e  tr ie d  the  
p o in t  o f  the lo n g  b ro n z e  b la de  against 
her breast, then  b egan  w h e t t in g  it 
u pon  a flat fra g m e n t  o f  san dstone .

H is g r im  fa c e  w as  lee r in g  o v e r  her, 
n o w  a m ask  o f  h id eou s ,  p e rv e r te d  pas
s ion . T h e  b r ig h tn ess  o f  s a d is t ic  in 
san ity  g l it te re d  in his eye6. H is  th ick  
n os tr i ls  d ila ted  to  his hot, pan tin g  
breath .

R O B I N  heard C arter  s t r u g g l in g  
again. H eard  his m u ted  gasps  

o f  pain, the r e n d in g  o f  his c lo th in g ,  
the c o n t o r t io n s  o f  his g iant b od y .

B u t  C arter  a lone, she knew , co u ld  
n ever  m ove  the s tone  that p in n ed  h im  
d ow n . A l l  h o p e  fled f r o m  her. She 
was to o  ch i l led ,  t o o  s ick  w i th  despair , 
to  m ake any fu r th er  e f fo r t .

She lay m ot ion less ,  u p o n  her c o ld  
s ton e  co u c h ,  s u rre n d e r in g  to  the 
p en e tra t in g  co ld ,  to  th e  n u m bin g  
a g o n y  that m o u n te d  lea d en ly  f r o m  
the p it i le s s  w e ig h t  on  her th igh s .  She 
co u ld  hear the s w i f t ,  bestia l  brea th in g  
o f  M arkham  D o rn ,  h is absorbed  
gru n ts  and m ou th in g s  o f  sad is t ic  sat
i s fa c t ion .

"N o w !"  D o rn  panted over  her. 
“ N o w  I ’ ll do  w h a t— ”

R o b in  shrieked , sh r in k in g  f r o m  the  
b u rn in g  blade.

She had heard the  fa l l  o f  a pebble , 
a rattle  on  the ca v e ’s hard  sand. C a r 
ter p ro b a b ly  p u t t in g  u p  a last, d es 
perate s t ru g g le .  B u t  M a rk h a m  D o r n  
paid  n o  a t ten t ion  to  th e  c o n to r t io n s  

(Concluded on page 118)



Kidneys Cause 
Much Trouble 

Says Doctor
Successful Prescription Helps R o m e  Acids 

Works Pa4t
Dr. T . J. RaateHl, fa moan Rnifcsb acjcntb^ Dactoi bf 

Medieixte and SargeoD, soy*: xQU can’t fvvt well if year
K W xys do not f traction right. W e s w  your HWnrys affect 
your emtire bexb' "

Your Mood cirrulafrH 4 tlmm a minute through D million 
tiay, delicate ta^ea in your KJdacya which ore radiagf rod 
by drastic, irritating drugs, modem foods and d^ljika. 
worry, and rypororr. Beware of Kidney dysfunction 
i f  you suffer Iran Night Rising, Leg Pains, Nervousness, 

Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, Acidity, 
Or Loss of Pep.

'Dr. Waller R. George, for many years 
Health Director o f Indianapolis, pays: 
"InsuffVdent Kidney excrciioi^ are the 
cause of much needless suffering with 
Aching Bock. Frequent Night Rising, 
Itching, Reporting. Bon d f , Painful 
JointB, Rheumatic Pains, Headaches, 
and a gevWrmDy run-down body. I am of 
the opinion that the prescription Cystex 
corrects sorh functional conditions. It 
Aids in flushing pobohe franr the urinary 
tract, and in freeing the blood o f re
tained toxin*. Cyst ex d ew m a the in- 

Dr. W. R. Oh o * doracment of ali doctors." If you suffer 
from Kidney and Bladder dysfunction, 

delay m ib m i yaw vUslHy. and y*u ahotrid nH 1am a stailo 
mlrrut* tn starting to tolls the dorter's special prescription called 
C|Sn fpsaasaanil 8 la*-lex) »hk* help* RlOw fUDrUona la a 
few h o i . Tt Is swift, safe and arm tn action, (luitly lories, 
snath w and dsaae raw. aora Brtaa saw gaargj and
▼KaDly tn 48 hoots It la helping mini ana of raflesn and la 
im raSat to Hi yaa op and note yoa foal lifts new ta I doss, nr 
mtmn haeft an mum of empty package. C7*t guaranteed Cyaaex 
m  your drag! tat today.

QUIT TOBACCO
The Health Remedy Products o f  Kansas City Is now 
offering a DEW se ia tifirs lly  prepared treatment to 
aid men and women banish qoieh ly all desire for 
E D C r  smoking, chewing or snuff. Thousands 
■ ^ B hare already proved success o f tbis New 
Hasy Way. W rite today for Free Booklet. Accept no 
nnhattfate  W rite Health Remedy Prodwote, Drot. 
S B  M enufnc tareare E x  eh. B id s ., H aaaae C * tr . H i.

G E T  A C Q U A IN T E D  CLU B
Con Adm its! Intredactloas by le fts , kf embers in every 
Stake seeking congenial match. Many wealthy. 11 lontljr 
write F. A  Box 1 t n  DKHVEB. COLORADO

FALSE TEETH

SEM NO MONEYrrra Irwi material tod 41- Wtbwa D t̂ May.
Writ* today I

■ k im ,  Deyt, U H , W e a r *

HOOKS OF DEATH
( Concluded t*am Page 99)

the g r in d in g  g r ip  o f  his legs. In 
stead, they  clanqped t igh ter  in one 
en orm ou s  con tra c t ion  that squeezed  
the last v es t ige  o f  con sc iou sn ess  from  
C arter ’s body .

R ose  Griffin, sp e l lb ou n d  w h i le  she 
w a tch ed  the terrib le  tableau, su d d en ly
c r i e d :

“ Let  go ,  K e n !  Y o u r  face  is b la ck !  
Y o u ’ ll d ie— ”

H e  was nearly  out. R e lea s in g  the 
scissors  h o ld , he tr ied  to  stand, but 
his knees co l lapsed . W i t h  bound  
arms pressed  against the post  at 
his back he m an aged  to ease the 
w e igh t  u pon  his throat, and to  suck  
in a w h ist l in g  breath. B lear-eyed ,  
he w a tch ed  the  s t i l l  f o r m  at his 
feet ,  w o n d e r in g  i f  Carter w o u ld  re 
cover , i f  he c o u ld  find strength  to 
k ick  h im  d ow n  sh ou ld  the man re 
vive.

“ W e ' l l  d ie  in th is  ho le ,”  R ose  
sobbed  hope less ly .  " W e ’ ll never be 
f o u n d — ”

A  g ru f f  v o i c e  sh outed  fro m  the top  
o f  the s ta ir s :

“ W h a t ’s g o in g  on  d ow n  there? 
W h a t ’s all th e  y e l l in g  a b o u t? ”

D eed s  uttered  a strangled  y e lp  o f  
jo y .

“ B il l  S la d e !”  H is  d r o o p in g  b o d y  
stra ightened  as the m an burst through  
the low er  d oor .  “ T h a n k  heaven you  
came— but h o w  d id  y o u  find u s ? ”

A  lanky, w in d -b r o w n e d  d e p u t y  
s tood  g a p in g  in  b lank amazement.

" H o l y  c o w !  N o w , i f  this a in ’ t 
s o m e th in g !”  H e  re m o v e d  the  strap 
f r o m  D e e d s ’ throat and untied  his 
w r is ts .  “ W e n t  h u n t in g  f o r  y o u — saw 
l igh ts  b la z in g  back  here— cam e to 
look . T o  th ink  that it was C arter! 
A n d  he g o t  the g ir l— ” S lade rubbed 
h is  eyes  d is b e l ie v in g ly .  “ N ow , a in ’ t 
th is  a s ig h t ? "

" Y o u  haven ’ t seen h a lf  o f  i t ! ”
D e e d s  s tag gered  over  to unfasten  

the m ot ion less  f o r m  o n  the op era t in g  
table. W i t h  de liveran ce  at hand, R ose  
had fa inted.

“ P u t  the cu f fs  o n  that g u y ,”  said 
D eeds . H e lp  m e g e t  her  out o f  here. 
W e ’ ll phon e  fo r  D o c  F le tch e r  and a
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jar. Then I’ll show you the other 
victims of Carter’s helliBh ambition, 
hanging like frozen meat on the 
hooks of death."

GHOULS OF THE GREEN WEB
(Concluded from Page 55)

" I  k n o w ,"  said Joan  q u ie t ly .  “ It  
cam e f r o m  another w o r ld .  D r . B e ll  
to ld  m e so m e th in g  about it. H e  said 
that he had fo u n d  a f e w  t in y  spores  
o f  l i f e  ins ide  a m eteor  that had 
d ro p p e d  to  earth near P ra ir ie  C ity .  H e  
said he was g o in g  exp er im en t  w ith  
those  spores  to  see i f  he co u ld  find 
a w a y  to  m ake them  rep rod u ce .  E v i 
d ent ly ,  the w o r ld  f r o m  w h ic h  the 
m eteor  cam e abou n ded  in the natural 
v io le t  l igh t— and ,"  she added  w ith  a 
shudder, "so m e  sort o f  animal l i fe  to 
act as the parasite ’ s h ost ."

S lo w ly ,  they  c l im bed  the stairs t o 
gether . N ear the top , th ey  fo u n d  Dr. 
B e ll  and E m an u e l— hideous , s trangled  
corpses , v ict im s  o f  the h u n g ry  green  
w e b  th ey  had fo s te red .

J e r ry  led Joan  up  th ro u g h  the 
h ou se  to the d o c t o r ’ s s tudy . H e 
pushed  back  heavy  drapes. Pure, 
brill iant su n lig h t  stream ed th rou g h  
the great w in d o w s — su nlig h t  v o id  o f  
the gh a st ly  purp le  rays that fo s te red  
the w eb  o f  death.

L ik e  rapid, w ith e r in g  p lant l i fe ,  the 
tendrils  o f  the fu n g u s  that c lu n g  to 
the ir  flesh and c lo th in g  dried  and b e 
cam e dust. O u ts id e ,  Pra ir ie  C ity  was 
a sw e lte r in g  Sahara. It had ra ined  
in the ear ly  m o r n in g — just  en ou gh  to 
con v ert  dust to b ro w n  m ud w h ich  was 
ra p id ly  bak ing  in the sun.

U g ly ,  s terile  la n d ;  ye t  Joan  and 
J e rry  saw none o f  the ug liness . It 
was the g o o d ,  good earth.

G en tly , he d rew  her to him. W it h  
infinite tenderness, he kissed her.

READ
HORROR-SCOPES

By C H A K R A
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(See Page 120)
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T H R I L L I N G  M Y S T E R Y

GREY ARMS OF DEATH
( Concluded from Page 115)

o f  C arter ’s great b od y .  H e  held  R o b 
in b y  the throat no"w, w ith  his le f t  
hand, the  b ron zed  k n ife  in his right 
poised, over  her.

A n d  l ^ n  she saw Carter'6 b leed in g  
b o d y  b eh in d  her. Saw tHe axe handle  
he h e ld  p i p p e d  in bo th  hands crash 
d o w n  on D o rn 's  head. T h e  k n ife  in 
the m adman’s hand c la n g ed  to  the 
rocks. H is  b o d y  cru m p led .

C arter ’ s great  m uscles  w ere  c r a c k 
ing  as he l i f t e d  the  s tone  f r o m  her 
th igh s. T e n d e r ly  he p ick e d  her up 
and lo w e re d  her again  o n  the  clean 
w h ite  6and fu r th er  w ith in  the cave. 
C o v e r in g  h er  w ith  a coat, he began 
ru b b in g  aw ay the f rozen  num bness o f  
h er  lim bs.

She su bm itted  g ra te fu lly .  In c re d u 
lou s  th a nk sg iv ing  sang in her. P o r  a 
tim e she w as  too  w eary  to speak. 
T h e n  cu r io s i ty  p rom p ted  her to  a s k :

“ Carter, h o w  d id  y o u  ge t  f r e e ? ”
W e a r i l y  he w ip e d  th e  sweat o f f  his 

bru ised , sw e ll in g  forehead . T h e n  be 
sh ow ed  her a string, w ith  a pebble  
k n otted  at its end.

“ T o r e  strips o ff  m y  shirt to  make 
it,”  he said. “ M ark  was too  absorbed 
in his torture  t o  n o t ice  me. T h e  axe 
w as lean ing  on  the  rock , there. I 
caught it  w ith  the string, d ra gged  it 
to  m e. W i t h  the handle I managed 
t o  lever the ro ck  o f f  m y legs. A n d  
then— I guess I hit him pretty  hard. 
H e ’s dead.”

She shuddered. “ F org iv e  m e !
“ A n d  w h y  w ere you carry ing  that 

o c to p u s  th ing  when you  w a lked  in 
h e re ? ”

“ O b ,  M a rk ’s octopu s  suit, you  
m ea n ?  W h y ,  I  had just  p ick e d  it up 
w h ere  he le ft  it, further  back in the

cave. O u r  m iss ing  spec im en . I  was 
s tu d y in g  the th ing. I t ’s a d iabolical 
con trap t ion .  T h e  ten tacles  are rea lly  
flexible , h o l low , sp r in g l ik e  affairs 
that can be operated  f r o m  ins ide  the 
suit. Thfe tips  o f  them  are barbed 
wi^h sharp steel p ron g s  w h ich  can 
easily  r ip  the flesh. A n d  the suction  
w h ich  g r ip p e d  the flesh w as  caused 
b y  a small but p o w e r fu l  vacuum  c y l 
inder he had con cea led  w ith in  the 
su it.”

“ B u t ,” she said in cred u lou s ly ,  "h e  
was w ith  us in the house  w h en  w e  
heard that terrib le  c r y in g  o f  the 
th in g— outside .”

"T h a t  had m e fo o le d ,  at first,”  C ar
ter con fessed . “ U ntil  I rem em bered  
his fa ther ’s P u n ch  and J u d y  act. M ark 
was a ventr iloqu ist .  H e  m ade those 
noises , apparently  c o m in g  f r o m  ou t 
side, when he was stand ing  beside  
us ! H e ’d p robab ly  k il led  T hurm an 
just b e fo r e  m aking  his appearance as 
the ‘th in g ’ on the c l i f fs  there, w hen  
you  first saw it. A n d  it w asn ’ t T h u r 
man w h om  w e  heard scream ing  near 
the house— it was M ark, putt ing  on 
another ventr iloqu ism  act.”

"B u t  W h ip p le , ”  she w ent o n —  
“ h ow  was he k i l le d ?  W a s n ’t he 
arm ed? H e cou ld  have shot M ark .”

Carter sm iled  gr im ly .
“ Mark was clever , dar ling ,”  he said. 

“ R em em ber, he su pp lied  W h ip p le  
w ith  the autom atic?  I ’ ll bet it was 
loaded  w ith  blanks. L e t ’ s get out into  
the day l igh t .”

H e  l i f ted  her again. S ig h in g  w ith  
grate fu l  re lie f ,  she s l ipped  her arms 
about his neck.

“ Into  the d ay l igh t ,”  she echoed  
happily .

A M odern W izard’s Carnival o f M urder in

HELL’S BREW
" L f ,  THRILLING MYSTERY

BY
WAYNE ROGERS

u s



A FAMOUS JUOOI
■ AVI THAT MOST 
MVOKZIAatCAUttD 
•V SO MMOtAMai
■ Whan i  aan au__
tvallf attracted to ndi 
vk r 't  a ap u y  wparai 
ndrottdofir— r!« Of .  la
Handing b due to KX

T fie  S e rte tS

ft SIX lONOIAHa 
DtlVIHO THI OMI 
YOU LOVT <HTO THI 
AIMS OF AHOTHBIT
■ L o n  how to b B  dw (ova ot  w w  
v ih  at eke high patch ot thrilling I 
laddKtMi an Ufa will bind jour loved 
yen foe aU daaa-

A V A Y  with fait* mode tty! At fast a 
funotu doctor hns cold*//the secrets o f 

sex in frank, daring language. No prudiih 
beating about the bush, no niled hints, but 
TRUTH, blaring through 576 pages of 
straightforward (acts.

Love it the most moprijueui tcilssy in 
the world . . .  know how to bold vour I erred 
one . . .  don’t glean hall-truths from unre
liable sources. Now you can know how to 
end ignorance . . .  (ear . . .  and tell denial I
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in daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
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love-maldng ? Or. a master of its difficult 
technique? Knowledge is the basis of the 
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to fear, worry, disease ana shame. End

r>rance tod*y. You owe it to yourself — to 
one you love —to read this book NOW!
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W N  HORROR-SCOPES, THRILLING M YSTERY presents an original 
m department by CHAKRA, famous mystic, that goes behind the scenes 
of mystery, taking readers into the power-house of life and watching the 
wheels go round.

HORROR-SCOPES is YOUR ihriB department. While there is always 
a certain pleasure in feeling a thrill—the pleasure is stronger in knowing 
about that thrill.

To get the most joy opt of life, you most know the secrets of life. So 
don't miss any issue of THRlLLING M YSTERY, for that one issue may 
reveal the particular secret that has long puzzled yon.

B LO O D  a lw ays b at heen the sym bol 
o f life . T h e  ancien ts bcHeved that 
in  d rink in g  the blood o f another per 

to o , yon took on the life  fo rce  o f that 
person and acquired  b is  know ledge. B u t, 
aa m entioned la st m onth—-blood perfo rm s 
a d iffe ren t fu nctio n  th a n  b ra in  o r body.

A t one tim e it  w as the comm on b e lie f 
th at a taste  o f a  suspected c rim in a l’s  blood 
w ould reve a l w hether o r not that m an w as 
g u ilty  o f a crim e .

T h e  o ffic ia l blood ta ste rs , lik e  w itch  
doctors, a fte r d rin k in g  the blood w ould 
say ‘'G u ilty ”  o r ‘N ot G u ilty .”  B a t  they 
w ere o n ly guessing . T h e y  m ight have 
thought they w ere rig h t— but they w ere 
no m ore so than a person lo oking  a t a 
c rim in a l and d raw ing  a conclusion  in tu i
t iv e ly .

W ill Not Impart Mentality
B lo o d  w ill su sta in  life  o f course, bat 

o p ly as a food va lo e . I t  w ill not im part 
m en ta lity  o f the v ic tim .

A  te st o f stodenhf reactio n s, w as once 
m ade by a co llege p ro fesso r. W ith  a 
q u an tity  o f human blood he m ade each 
student taste  the blood and reco rd  the 
reactio n s.

No tw o w ere a lik e . T h e  re su lt w as en
t ire ly  in  keeping w ith  each Btudent’e own 
in h ib itio n s w hich  t]je  p ro fesso r la te r 
p roved  by psycho logy test.

B lo o d  baa been used supposedly to  b ring  
m en close together in  fe llo w sh ip , id ea ls, 
o r e ther m eans o f secre t endeavor. In

C h in a , H a it i, and va rio u s p rim itiv e  coun
tr ie s , m en w ho belong to the sam e co lts , 
w ould d rin k  each o th er's b lood .

E v e n  in  th is  cou n try  th ere  have been 
o rg an izatio ns w here m en d e sirin g  b ro ther
hood o f purpose w ould  cut each o ther’s 
palm  o f the band and then bold hands u n til 
the blood o f each had m ing led  and c lo tte d . 
B u t in  doing th is— it  w as not the blood 
th at made them  fe e l a  ce rta in  sense o f 
brotherhood, but ra th e r the  sta te  o f m ind 
stim u lated  by the b lood r itu a l.

A Powerful Symbol
I t  is  d ifficu lt fo r a p rim itiv e  m ind to  

re a lise  th at the hum an body o f its e lf  is  
noth ing  m ore than  a m ate ria l substance 
w h ich  fo llo w s  ce rta in  chem ica l law s o f 
a c t iv ity  and cannot o f it s e lf  enter in to  the 
rea lm  o f em otions.

W ith o u t b ra in  co n tro l, the body m ere ly 
v ib ra te s accord ing to the law s o f p h ysica l 
life — it  cannot th in k . O n ly  by jo in in g  to
gether the th in k in g  fa c u ltie s , can men 
re a lly  becom e tru e  “ B lo o d  B ro th e rs .”

H o w ever, r itu a l a lw ays has p layed a b ig  
p art in  the com m union o f id ea ls and stim u 
la tin g  em otions. And that is  w hy blood 
from  the ve ry  beginning o f tim e has been 
such a p o w erfu l sym bol.

Vampires
A n y one w ho has tend sto rie s about 

vampires or has studied the history o f
(Continued on Page 122)



W ell, your boss thinks oi you in terms o! 

bo much a weekl You are worth this or 

that to him. How much you are worth 

depends upon—YOU! You decide the 

amount chiefly by your ability—by your

training. Why not increase the amount by 

increasing your training? Thousands of 

men have done it by spare-time study 

of I. C. S. Courses. You are invited to 

earn more money. Mail this coupon*
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(Continued from Page 120)
blood d rin ljin g  w ill re a lize  that th ia 
peculiar a c tiv ity  Fm? been associated w ith  
occultism. Th e  so-caned varn jjlre  is sup
posedly a dead person who can continue 
to live, provided he pan secure enough 
human blodd to give energy to his zombie
like body.

But in a case of vampires, the ra ys  of 
the sun are supposed to destroy a ll power 
of the vampire, and his blood drinking m ost 
be done at night. So far. science has not 
been able to secure a vampire for experi
mental purposes.

The nearest we have came to it 1b the 
vampire bat, which is nothing more or 
less than an animal that lives on blood 
very much like the common mosquito. 
Bat science does admit that there have 
been and still exist, perverted human be
ing who have the mad urge to drink blood.

Strange tales are whispered of fiends 
who eagerly drink human blood knowing
ly, hoping to acquire superhuman strength. 
It is auto-saggeetion rather than any 
chemical effect produced by the blood it
self that excites them.

Love Potions

uit Tobacco
—.—9 UMfuail, found H «mj to ---

KEELEY TREATMENT 
TOBACCO h abit  
(MB

INST1TUTE. Peat. M S

CONTROLS „d;*b3
A h  effective treatment against disease of Mood. Used 
for 60 yeare. Home Treatment. Hundreds of Bndorse- 
iftents. Whatever the cause, however far advanced, 
write t o t  FREE Book.

JOHN STERLING REMEDY CO.
Dspt. 33 Kansas City, Mo.

Prostate Sufferers
P raU te gland acute or chronic, rhemnatUm, kidney 
and bladder sufferers send for free trial packages 
amacinff results. Endorsed by doctors.
P B 0 8 -7EX COMPANY, De^f, 81, Miami, OM NI— a

LONESOME?
a sweetheart thro Amfca't 

' B dofe A Mad-

Throughout the world and especially in 
Haiti, love potions play a big part in the 
lives of people. Numerous cases have 
been reported where co-called witch doc
tors have prepared “black medicine” and 
strange potions of various kinds which 
have stimulated love in the heart of the 
one drinking the potion, toward the per
son giving it.

Wherever science has been able to 
learn the ingredients of such concoctions 
— blood, generally human blood, has been 
a part of the recipe.

Until proved otherwise, it cannot be 
taken for granted that blood can act as 
a drug. This theory still belongs in 
pseudo-science. But every day, science 
is advancing new theories along the lines 
of blood and gland activity in the human 
body. It is not an idle dream that the 
ordinary span of life can be doubled or 
tripled, and that soon the average man of 
sixty-five will be able to revive the energy 
and strength of his youth. Blood no 
doubt, will play a big part in this revolu
tion of life.

Can Blood Kill?

There have been cases recorded where 
human blood supposedly was energized by 
emotion. While affidavits can be supplied

12k



by ffitiKwq), still soch instance? belong 
ootttde the realm of scientific fact. N ertf- 
tttksS) they are interesting.

(foe cb« is of two meh fighting in a 
hoi'with knives.

.Hatred was in the heart of both of them; 
and as they cnt each other to pieces, blood 
drained from their many wounds and 
flowed along the floor. A rat, attracted by 
the smell of blood, came upon the Scene 
and started to drink this bloo^. The rat 
dropped dead. Apparently, ita heart cg^d 
not stand the stimnlatlon that had bepn 
generated by the hatred of the fighting 
men.

Blood Slaves

Blood seems to control some people 
more than others. This is because the 
blood angle of that person’s make-up la 
larger than the angles of either Body or 
Brain. It is believed that when the brain 
is unconscious and the body is passive, 
there is no likelihood of blood being af
fected one way or the other by emotion. 
Still, a person while asleep can experi
ence a dream that will cause the heart to 
pound and even the flesh to show marks. 
And upon awakening, the person will be 
perspiring and even imagine he feels the 
pain in keeping with his dream.

In other words, a person believing he 
was shot in the leg will awaken and feel 
the imaginary ballet wound.

If you have had such dreams you can 
realize that yoor blood angle is a little 
above the normal; and you should not eat 
foods, drink beverages, or engage in activi
ties that cause more than average stimu
lation to the blood. It is not wise to live 
in hot countries. Get plenty of exercise 
of the body and read good stories.

More Joy in Life

You will get more of a kick out of 
thrilling stories than the average person 
because your pulse responds more quick
ly. Ab a rule the person with a large 
blood angle gets a little more joy out of 
life. He enthuses more easily. He enters 
into activities of various kinds with more 
vitality and spirit.

The only danger to so-called "Blood 
Slaves” is that they must be careful of 
their temper and not hate people. They 
naturally nvt e  great lovers. You can 
usually distinguish a person with a larger 
blood angle not only by his energy hut by 
the way he flushes in excitement; and his 
impulsive nature.

These are the people, however, who 
(Continued on Page 124)
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( Continued from Page 123) 
should count ten before jumping into any
thing. The “ Blood Slave” who knows how 
to control his impulses and don’t let them 
run away with him, can be a real master 
of men, for he has the personality of lead
ership that enthuses others and makes them 
want to follow him once he gives the com
mand.

After all the joy of life is poise and 
moderation. A little stimulation now and 
then will bring greater happiness, than 
stimulation all the time.
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QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS
(Readers are invited to send their Thrill 

and Chill Questions to this department for 
discussion. Confidences will be respected. 
Unusual thrill and chill experiences are 
welcomed.)

Did He See a Ghost?
To HORROR-SCOPES:

Last winter I was driving my automobile 
on a country road. The road wound 
around a mountain aide and across several 
brooks. There was a light snow on the 
ground but I was driving fairly fast. Sud
denly I came to a curve and was about to 
drive around it, when I saw an old lady 
standing at the side of the road. As I was 
about to pa6s her, she collapsed.

I immediately stopped my car and ran 
back to help her, but she had disap
peared. There was no mark in the snow 
to indicate that she had been standing 
there at all. Mystified, I returned to my 
car.

Then looking ahead I noticed that the 
bridge a few feet beyond had caved in—  
and had I continued driving in the first 
place, I would not have been able to stop 
the car before I had crashed. How can 
you explain this? Did I see a ghost?

J. P. W.
To J. P. W.:

According to the spiritualists you did 
see a ghost— but according to scientists 
you did not. A spiritualist would say that 
the old woman was your guardian angel 
who appeared to warn you of the danger. 
But according to metaphysics you did not 
see the old woman with your eyes.

It was a vision caused by your subcon
scious which like a dream used this pic
ture to make you stop your car in time 
to save your life. All of us can U6e our 
subconscious mind to advantage if we are 
sensitive enough to it.

( Continued on Page 126)

124



, c h a u t n g e ■ |

a n y  ,0 
m o u c

l
i
i

A G R £ E r A E N  '

ij

k y y M iU m
Nm  W lm

I Cam Do for Too
fo r  M yn H . .

of Other 
f Hi t *  Trotooaft

I I’D Show

,AOnf tTHEHCTH
R E C O R D '
V h a n  a n y

LIVING m a n

W I N N E R  O F
MflMV C0HTE1TV
f o r  P H V ' I ' 6 1  
p e r f e c t i o n

t r a i n e d
m o r e  t h a n  

10,000 

M  6 N

J  fvO
y S / - :

A X O K  HM XBGCH M rBT, LONDfSS m i  
I n t Y  rrU H G T H  A T tfU tT t
USED TNT W tK ffT  K tS tS T A K t METHOD/
•  They dkjtft get /h d / Mgntfeeut Sc* 
n lo j l t n t  by ike i^pt flexing Qf muscles!

cot qoc die book and arc down to 
A d t  Yob dou’ i'WlpC* lo* of idle talk.
You wtat mrnalrc tod (ha&jusi wbag you 
oMgCrtngitO got. Yoo aowt hay* graduated 
rttifttocetw  Increase* with yobr ability 
Mr oiwottae it. Tree's Jtm what I have 

yl sfter years of scientific research 
r ippJJairiocL The Jkrwett pattfted eradiated ed^Hts 

*re ypu 3Art and increase ib  rasistaore along w‘ ‘ 
f to JBpsctiJar abiWty. They are foctodcd FREE!
| tot bob  took itAat bit they can also accomplish 
' fcau of strength. They cao "take it" as weH as

you
A SyoM N efrtoof; f o r * r > f o c k ( f  
Body that W tfllssofol* You to  Pnr- 
foit  iwinrtwg ?m m  o f ftrongthf

Y OU fo r ’roM t to be a poor, la iw oy 
~ iA  who b o  to take a lot o f kidding 

from tka crowd^do yoo? I f f  ma thpw 
yoo to g »  ike kind of u o h p d i l  

[W f| i ia f o y  ttw m jl envied,.. 
/  -  , a chao aad a

l K-iotS Heap a o  o o f o d  mpett  aad 
adat > don’t 
ry. . .  1 mean 

ike tfod of hoa sfaasn Ana cm snap n 
Meat) band - ot bring, ton other fellow to 
hi* knee* if he gym fa—y.
■  Qu> YOU hold poor yaa in feats of 

Vs cay with tny graduated 
ahiantt method. Look at my 

I plcoart., J nsedto kora a frail, thin body... 
o  1— cafoddm C io fA m  t/C Ju m pion sl 

Let mm proran to yoo t—t 1 can show, 
yon hoar yes* can be a Okampkm.
■  Try my f — net 1 aaa to sure of wbat 
I cart do that I Blake the nn conditional 
•gfteaseac abow’.

M*NT O f MY WfitS NOW 
flplO STJtfOGTH  K K O K O S I  

I Be ticks the tb—nnih of raen for whom 
I bare dereloped bodies tbst ipeli s frtn flb  
in every afarw, rhea* at* many pupils who 
an tkdoaanaoihng sitmgth athlete* of the 
worfd To rpo any world's record Is a big 
order, yet my papile here dooe It many 

'Wouldn't YOU like to hold a 
world's record? Think of the admiration 
o f yotfr breads af yon lake .roar fast local 
prise, nest a oadonaL and —ally Olympic 
and World H—enl
n suit TO GtT THfS 
FREE BOOM

wsg
■ This book will give you the story of my
exciting experiences ss a World's Champion
There see •Iso photographs 

i of the world* sbstrong--------------------- ------------v—
wonderful develop®eat, aod teOtog you how

of da* greatest 
sbowtog you their

they got it by the weight method.

r; T N O  V? or,  f l i t  r o o d  1 c S T R E N G T H !  S E N D  C O U P O N  T O D A Y
TRY O fft or M Y TEST COURSES FOR 25«. J

I am is a uirlil m m  la iwcU.,. iWy will b« • icrtUfioA to roi*. | 
Ym  ca f̂ m Im l DUmai*. TW uwmw o f ih* iumjcu armed iu i lo ibf | 
wwWjsak b lad  cWm cewMi. I t h e  t*d my ««w  mrSmb «f l e i  
vapora*ra M m ill  t*J ranhioed n ro .u a . l o t  Yoo era Orralop [ 
ora eras o r *  of sera M r- Mroo warabtonrak..u7 "MouUio*• Hi*rar j 
Asm".. .  If fear ( to t  is wsok * . .  i»y "Monlffloe a Mi|ko C to i" . Mail fe e t  ■ 
«4 u  a#w wWU f«s CM irffl *wt iWm iptcU fpmkl for ootr Me. fifk. K 
|TYy mr of wy Mas (mimi llued u 1J<. Of. ay ill il* Car ooly II.BB. |

JOWCTT INSTITUTK H  PHYSICAL CULTURE
Dopi. §•¥«, r n  Paptor S tm t, B ratton , Pm.

6ei>d by return mall, prepaid, the eoaraen checked below* 
to r  w h ich  I am ta d od a g  f . .

UoulditLA A Mldrty An, B e  Q lM ttw  a Watty Cbm t, B e  
Monkttni a MifMy Ha<*. 23* Qlfl«iMte V t o u W  B e  
M eukltcc a M l»kty d r ip , B e U f l M f W s t t m U H a k l k u ,  28fl

□  A n | 11— k a f« r  9U 0
S a m e .....
A d th eea

Age...

126



$200 1“  W eek
In OWN Business!
L. A- I q t e  look in 9200 hit fln t w ek. ELurrr Hill w rite :
"Paid for borne with Aux-Waabar. C aned  190 flnt day."
ML O. Malm In waned 8 tinea coat of bis machine the flr* 
two months. F. R. Bonner write*; ‘ ‘blade J70 tn It 
hours." Many other* make $125 to $200 per week Elec
tricity does the work. Ftntahea rut* and carpets like 
n c«. on customer'* floor. A proem, permanent buslnm of 
YOUE OWN. Thousaoda ean ln f quick, 
easy prom*. Write today for booklet.

C m v  T a m e  Seasonable down pay- EO»V I b u m  meoi — balance 
monthly. No ah op necessary. Hundreds 
Hi customer* to your vicinity and near
by town, tlsed on floor* of the United 
States Government and Sutler Hotel 
System. Manufactured since 1918.
Every machine •oaraateed.

r r i i  B jw ilr Send today (no obUgittoa) for booklet lUustraUnx 
r iO V  K r v v l  Bus-Washer and tolling how you can earn large 
profit* at price* below other methods; how you can build a per
manent year anmnd bu*lnea*, and how you can pay on easy terms. 
Enjoy a larger Income. Mall a postcard or letter today—NOW.
VON SCHRADER M F«. CO.. 993-0 S. I . Bldg.. Raslne. Wla.

r
, D E  A  R A IL W A Y

Ill i iD ir .R A F F IC  IN S P E C T O R
i ■ j i. I'l i1 ■ jiim  ii-ii i.

TRAINED 1CEN— 19 to 59— find ■ well- 
paid place Id tbla growing Bold of Jtoitocv
and Bn* routnoer Trade IntpedUm. Com
plete our few week*' home-itudy course, and 
w* will place yoo at op to $135 per montb. 
plue espeniea. to etsrt, or refund tuition. 
Your Job li watting for you— you'll like the 

work— and advance quickly with experience. Free Booklrt.
Standard B n ls m  Trail!** Iwtlnrt*. Dtar. 0012. Buffale, H. V.

QUIT W H IS K E Y
The Health Remedy Product* o f Kanwui City is now 

offering a NEW ecientlflcally prepared treatment to aid 
p q p F  men and women banish all desire for drinking. 
■ K t t  Thousands have already proved success o f this 
New Easy Way. Can be given secretly. Write today for 
Free Booklet. Accept no substitutes. Write
Heattb Remedy Products. S2.rifiSSMS£.e*::

DON'T BE GUT
Until You T ry T h is  

W onderful T re a tm e n t
■  lo r  pile suffering. If you have piles In
■  any form  write for  a FR E E  sam ple of 
—  P age 's  Pile Tablet* and you will blesa 
the day that you  read this. W rite  today. E. R. 
Page Co., 421-A3, Page Bldg., Marshall, Mloh.

S TO P  Your Rupture 
W orries!

Why worry and auger with that rupture any 
tenser? Learn about my perfected invention. 
It has brought ease, comfort and happiness 
to thousand,  by assisting In relieving and 
curing many cases of reducible hernia. It 
baa Automatic Air Cushions which bind 
M d  draw th e  brok en  p arts  tog e th e r  
o e  y o o  w ou ld  a  broken  lim b. No ob
noxious springs or pada No salves or 
plasters. Durable, cheap. S e a t  on  trial to 
prove it. Beware of imitations. Never sold 

lo stores nor by agents. Write today for full information 
sent free in plain, sealed envelope.
M .C .M O O K S , I M A  * t a ts  S t . ( ia r g h a ll ,  M ich igan

126

(Continued from Page 124)
The subconscious is that part of our 

metaphysical makeup which can see be
yond the ordinary range of the brain. Some 
people call it the soul. When our sub
conscious mind endeavors to register 
hunches in our brain, it takes various 
forms. Some people get this intuitive 
knowledge through dreams at night. 
Others, usually women, can sense a certain 
form of premonition. In other words they 
just feel it.

The human body is so constructed that 
it responds automatically in times of dan
ger. People will blink their eyes when 
something is thrown at them even when 
they don’t see it coming. And the subcon
scious automatically sends out a warning 
when coming events cast their shadows be
fore them. The more pronounced your 
subconscious, the more danger you can 
avoid.

Every day, hundreds of lives are saved 
through this subconscious— but we don’t 
realize it. You may be driving along a 
road and something will attract your at
tention so that you slow down. You never 
realize that had you not slowed down you 
would have had an accident when a cer
tain car passed you a little further ahead.

If we only had second sight to see what 
would have happened had we done a cer
tain thing we had planned to do or wanted 
to do. we would realize how lucky we are. 
While, of course, accidents will continue 
to happen— still somewhere along the line 
previous to an accident, had we followed 
a certain little hunch we had, the actual 
consequences could have been avoided. It 
pays to try to develop your subconscious 
and try to understand it. Those who are 
fortunate enough to have a natural devel
opment of it are very lucky indeed.

It is one of nature’s gifts to man.
— CHAKRA.

Can Killing Be Contagious.*

To HORROR-SCOPES:
My brother-in-law for many years 

worked in a slaughter house. He killed 
thousands of animals. Recently he retired 
on a pension but my sister reports she is 
afraid of him for he is always talking about 
wanting to kill things, even people.

The other night he picked up a knife 
and rushed at her during an argument, but 
he seemed to come back to his senses just 
in time. Do you think the lust to kill has 
become so strong in him that he will have 
to continue to shed blood in order to keep 
his reason? A. L. T.



T o  A . I* . T . :
T h is  to *  M rio u i p rtb le n . T h e . shed

ding o f blood dqes grow  on aqthe ipem 
By repressing tttts babft f ia t  has M du 
form ed in  your brother-in-law 's 1tn04pafn 
through -years o f slaughter— it  m ay mean 
t£at it  w ill suddenly break loo^r in  a Bloat 
fero cio us m anner. Conanlt a peycbo^sgtot 
o r a doctor at once. U n less yonr W ot^er 
is  a v^ry strong m inded nton, be la not 
safe even to h im se lf. B ette r to have him  
vyd t t9e slaughter boose once a week) a fte r 
exp la in ing  the deta il* secre tly  to h is fo r
m er em ployer.

T h e re  is  som ething about the sight of 
Wood w hich  dim s the ostial v is io n  o f in 
te lligence and causes men to go m entally 
b lind fo r a moment. These m ental cata
racts have caused m any crim es although 
the person who com m itted the crim es was 
a ft  a w illfu l c rim in a l.

Each  being the case— you should face 
your problem  w ith  inte llig ence and take 
steps to protect your loved ones,

— C h a k r a .

Are Bat Wings Lucky?

To HORROR-SCOPES:
M any people have told me that if  1 ca rry  

bat w ings in  my pocket I  w ill he protected 
against e v il fo rces. Is  there anything -in 
th is?  C. C. L.

To C. C. L.:
This idea of bat wing protection is quite 

a common one, especially in Haiti. It is 
baaed on the old story that when God 
threw Lucifer ont of heaven— God gave 
lnm bat wings to enable him to fly back 
in time to the angelic regions when Luci
fe r had learned his lesson.

In other words, bat wings are a symbol 
o f aid in flying above evil environment. 
L ik e  all lucky charms, a lot depends upon 
your belief in them. If your subconscious 
hnnch seems to tell you that you will be 
safer by carrying a pair of bat wings in 
your vest pocket— by all means do so.

Confidence is one of the greatest aids in 
achieving desired results.

— CHAKRA.
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M AJOR TIRE & RUBBER C O .. Dm L 9A -8  
•»rd AMD 58QROAN 1 TWEETS, CHICAGO. ILLINOIS

PROSTATE GLAND RELIEF 
Or No Pay

NUht rlBlnr l<* ind btck p»ln». n.rrmmnrM. Iom of rtior cm  bo 
orcixome. Don t giro uo. Our ru%* drugles* home UraUaent brines 

WLti t / rrvnot ^  .b,c*' Write for FKKK ROOK.•LANRAV CORF. Oe»L TQ. LOS ANGCLE9, CALIF.

BLOOD IN THE NIGHT
( Concluded from Page 71) 

tr ied  to p o iso n  y o u r  broth , w hen , o f  
course , she had no p oss ib le  m o t iv e  fo r  
m u rd er?  Y o u  to o k  too  m u ch  care to 
see that every  c lu e  p o in ted  away f r o m  
y o u — alm ost en ou gh  to  c o n v ic t  y o u  
w ith ou t  any th in g  else. E v en  that 
p oor , mad H e len  . .

IT was as th ou g h  m en tion  o f  that 
nam e had ca lled  up an apparition . 

W i ld - e y e d ,  her hair tangled , she 
s to o d  at the k itch en  d o o r  w ith  o ld  
M artin  M o g r i d g e ’s W in c h e s te r  .40-.60 
m ad ly  f lourished  in her hands.

She s ig h ted  the w e a p o n  tow a rd  the 
little  g rou p , lau gh ing  shri lly .  V a l 
iant leaped  tow ard  her. T h e  barn 
sh ook  to the h eavy  rif le ’s exp los ion .  
Harlan Pratt scream ed . W h e n  V a l 
iant je rk ed  about, he saw  Pratt sw a y 
ing  d ru n k en ly ,  saw him  p itch  to  the 
floor.

“ S le e p ! "  the crazy  g ir l  ye l led .  
“ S le e p !  R e la x — d re a m !”

Still  scream ing , she flung d ow n  the 
rifle and ran into  the n ight, her v o ice  
re ced in g  in the d istance, an eerie  c r y  
on the ris ing  wind.

J o e l  B re e d ’s v o ice  trem bled  as w ith  
palsy.

“ H e was a lw ays  a -teasin ’ her," he 
said. " H e e r d  h im  o n ce  te l l in ’ her  to  
g o  t ’ s leep— looks  m ig h ty  l ike  a je d g -  
ment o ’ G od  A ’m ig h ty .”

“ A n d  o f  man, at the end ,”  V a liant  
sober ly  am ended . “ C om in g , V e r o n 
i c a ? ”

H e to o k  the g i r l ’s hand. T o g e t h e r  
they  w a lk ed  out into  the w in d -s w e p t  
n ight.

NEXT MONTH
•

W H E N  D E A T H  
C O M E S  C R A W L I N G

By G T. FLEMING-ROBERTS

— and many other gripping novelette* 
and stories o f eerie mystery
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DĈ lWCV B̂afiqfta. ̂ DfONnxMk
- M t lk N r t p E M . AN. A OO.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL

B O Y S !  T H R O W  Y O U R  V O IC E
*  a  teteatnwfcyiiwriertfM M e r  

f2(f aRjfertMiSa LaetefSsilial|ii|tncfisrvpofloeinan or friends.

T H E  V E N T R I L O
• Bttie ieetneBOO. StB iw OtAieoelS eoS 
aU. Aayqpc a*ay*> h a , A

v iiS R .1 «u"a a  ̂ iJ n w m o !*
Radio Book 10c
AOS No and we wmaead yowabaof •NTim*
CIEKT RADIO SETS." 
TeUp bow to make lna*« pedate* radio receiving 
■eta, i f  I a* well melectrical, bow to make [PRIZEItn

Tfow ta wm PRIZE CONTESTS
,3fc

frowToS

lORNSON SMiTH& co!IBetOT ■Acim.wia.
lA csjs js a  s s tt^ ^ ^ x A ^ z .̂ o S ;ssrjs ssL5 gas ag SsrSS: asraaS

ISO



What Diseases are caused by

PILES
and other Rectal Afflictions?
TheM dangerous ailment* undermine die 
health in many way*. Thousands of suffer
ers from such common complaints as Head
aches, Nervousness, Constipation, Stomach 
and Liver Disorders, Bladder Disturbances, 
Heart Troubles, Despondency, Loss of Vigor, 
general "Tired Out" feeling have found the 
real cause of their 111 health to be Piles or 
some more complicated rectal trouble.

This New Book
gives you the facts!\

Read how 46,000 Sufferers 
were permanently cured!
Send for this new FREE Thornton &. Minor 
book which explains how even cancer may de
velop If rectal troubles are neglected. These 
Cacti are based on 5 7 years' experience in the 
world's oldest rectal clinic. With the book, 
you'll receive a Reference List giving names 
and addresses o f  former patients, with state' 
tnents telling how they were restored to 
health without loss o f  time, hospitalization or 
use o f ethers chloroform off other dangerous 
anaesthetic*.

fEBi and m ail
THORNTON &. MINOR CLINIC 
Suite 1956, 926 McGee St., Kansas City, Mo.

Please send me, without obligation or charge, 
your new Descriptive Book and Reference Liter
ature. I am troubled with
□  Plies □  Fistula □  O ther Rectal Disorders

Nn

A fK ir rn

Crty_ State
Please mark X  indicating your trouble*

Many Common

Ailments 
Disappear

after cause
is removedf

If you suffer from any of 
the disorders on the chart 
and nothing gives relief— 

don’ t neglect your rectal 
trouble—minor as it may seem—It may be 
tbe cause. The new, Illustrated Book tells 
of many cases where patients had teeth 
or tonsils removed, or abdominal opera
tions without benefit —but regained their 
health when given proper rectal treatment. 
The facts now may save you from long 
suffering, worry and heavy expense. Feel 
free to ask any questions about your own 
case. There Is no obligation, and FREE 
literature comes In plain wrapper.

Thornton & Minor Clinic
Suite 1956

9 2 6  M cG ee SL, K ansas C ity , M o .

Coupon Brings Book FREE
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‘ It’s iier f ! ViThc holt* st. most .se nsational, 
most gripu ing selling idea o f the- age!
T H E  PO R TR A IT RING th. ring nun 

? und Nvomefv everywhere. rich and poor, 
young and old want to wear and keep 
their whole lives long. Why V Because 
on this beautiful ring is permanently 
reproduced any photograph, snapshot 
or picture o f  some loved one. Yes- 
reproduced clearly and sharply and 
made part o f  the ring itself so it 
can't rub ofT, come off or fade off.
This Sensational now idea is making 
an unbelievable hit. W»-n and 
women -even those without an 
hour's selling experience- are 
taking dozens o f orders a day and 
making dollars o f  profit by the hand
ful. And now. ' in your territory. YOU 
can cash in big every day with this exciting 
sure-fire profit maker and earn money so easily 
will seem more like play than work:

S E L LS  TO EV ER Y O N E*
A Treasured Rem em braw  

Its Value Beyond Price
Once women carried pictures o f  their loved ones in lockets; 
and men carried them in watch cases. Those days are gone, 
but th<- desire to carry th<- portrait o f  a loved one is as 
strong as ever. Not until th* amazing secret process for 
transferring pictures to rings was discovered, was it pos
sible to revive this grand old custom and to satisfy the 
hunger o f  every human being to express again this grand
est o f  all sentiments. How mothers and fathers will wel
come this opportunity to wear a ring with th* most pre
cious setting o f all a picture o f  their beloved child. How 
happy every man and woman will be to keep alive the 
memory o f the departed one by carrying with them always, 
night and day. this beautiful Portrait R ing!

Order Your Sample Ring Now!
You Don't Risk a Penny!

Never before has anything like this come your way. No 
competition from anyone no looking for prospects (they 
are all around you) no carrying a big stock or putting 
any money into goods. Simply showing your sample ring 
a few times a day. if you only start with your friends and 
neighbors, will be enough to give you an endless chain of 
orders. We cut away all red tape and are ready to send 
you a SAM PLE RING. The minute you take it out o f  its 
beautiful Gift Box you are ready to go after the orders. 
Rush the coupon below for YOUR sample ring N O W ! 
That’s all the outfit you need. It will do all your selling 
for you. And we make it easy for you to obtain this sample 
ABSOLU TELY FREE OF A PE N N Y COST under our 
liberal offer.

BEAUTIFUL! 
PERMANENT!

Portrait Ring Made 
from any Photo or Picture

For only $2.00 retail -look what you o f
fer: a made-to-measure onyx-like ring 
adorm-il with the most precious setting 
in the world—a reproduction of the pic- 

tun of a loved one. The ring Itself can't 
tarnish. It will wear forever with ordi

nary care. The picture of the loved one Is 
clearly, sharply reproduced with surprising 

faithfulness and becomes an Inseparable 
part of the ring. It can't wear otT. rub oft. 

or fade off.

Make Pockets Full of Dollars 
Just Wearing Ring!

fan  you imagine a more novel, more unusual 
gilt than the Portrait King? llovv can any 
man or woman fin*I a more beautiful way to 

express the Holiday Spirit than giving a wife, a 
child, a parent, a friend, a sweetheart a Por

trait King with the donor's picture expertly 
reproduced: What a surprise: 10 orders a day

is an easy goal from now until Christmas—20 
orders a day are not too much to expect. Only 
10 orders a day pay you $00.00 a week clear profit:

•  P R O F IT S  RING!
Hundreds of customers write they wouldn’t take a fortune for their 
rings if they couldn't get others. $5.00 and even $10.00 would be a 
small price for the PORTRAIT KINO but we have put a price of 
onlv $2.00 on it' Think of it and. In-re's the most astounding news 
of all of tliis $2.00— YOI* fO l.I.K fT  IN WJVA.NTE 
ANT) I\KKP $1.00 as your profit! Don’t waTfw Rush 
the coupon at once for the sample ring on our NlM tlSK 
plan ami see for yourself what a whirlwind money 
maker this is for you. ACT RIGHT NOW'

F A T H E R M O T H E R B A R Y

9 0 9

SEND YOUR RINC SIZE NOW

RING
S IZE

P O R T R A IT  R ING CO.
Dept. D -26, 12th & Jackson St.
Cincinnati. Ohio

Enclosed is photo. Please rush my individually 
made Portrait Ring ami starting equipment. 
Will pay postman $1.00 plus few edits postage. 
It Is understood fnat if I am not entirely satisfied 
1 can return ring within ■» days and you will 
refund m.v money in full.
( ) Send full details only.
Name .............................................................................
Address ..........................................................................

2  Tity ........................................................ State.



PUSH-BUTTON TUNING 
(Noiiat Suppressed)

N ow , Push- Button Silent T u n in g  is 
offered fo.- first time! Sim ply p u sh ing  
Silencer Button hushes set between 
stations . . . suppresses noises. Press- 
ing Station h inder B utton autom atic
ally indicates proper dial posit._.n for 
bringing in extrem ely weak, stations.

Acoustl-Tone V.Spread Desig*
(Patent Pending}

. . .  Eitabluhc* new radio style overnight! The 
V-Ftont Dispersing Vane* were developed by 
Midwest engineer* at a reiult of a ttudy of 
directional effect of the Midwest Full Scope 
High Fidelity Speaker. These Vane* tpread 
the beautiful laccwork of the "high*" through
out the entire room in a scientific manner... 
directing the High Fidelity wave* uniformly 
to the car. Send for new FREE (0-page 
catalog. It picture* the complete line of 
beautiful 19)6 Acouiti-Tone V-Spread con
sole* . . . and chain* . . .  in four color*.

FULL SCOPE HIGH FIDELITY 
Brilliant 

Concert Tone
Now, get complete 
range of audible 
frequencies f r o m  
) 0  t o  1 6 .0 0 0  
c y c l e s ,  b e in g  
tra n sm itte d  by 
four new High Fi
delity Broadcasting 
stations— WlXBS. 
W9XBY. W 2 X R  
a n d  W 6 X A L .
G lo r io u a  new 
Aeousti • to n e  i* 
achieved . . .
alluring life-like, 
c ry s ta l • c l e a r  
"concert" realiim.

^ ^ V -FR O N T

at a positive saving of 3 0 %  to 50% . (This state
ment has been verified by a Certified Public 
Accountant who conducted an impartial survey 
among representative Ohio, Kentucky and Indiana 
raido retailers.) Before you buy any radio, write 
for FREE 40-page 1936 catalog. Never before so

T £ R H $ « u>wAs

much radio for so little money. W hy pay more? 
You are triple-protected with: One Year Guarante "  
Reception Guarantee and Money-Back Guarantee*!

ln ll’l '. 'lH

per Midwest will out-perform $200 to $500 *eta on 
a point-for-point comparison. That i* why nationally known 
orcheitra leader* like Fred Wiring. George Olten, J»ck Denny. 
Ted Fio Rito, and other* u*c Midwctt act* to itudy type* of 
harmony and rhythouc beat* followed by leading American 
and Foreign orchettrat.

80 ADVANCED 1936 FEATURES
Score* of marvelou* feature*, many exdutive. explain Midwctt 
tuper performance and thrilling world-wide all-wave reception 
. . . enable Midwcit to bring in weak dittant foreign station*, 
with full loud tpcaker volume, on channel* adjacent to local*. 
Only Midwest offer* *o many feature* . . . only Midwest 
tune* a* low at 4'/^ meter* . . . only Midwest live* the 
temational new Push-Button Tuning feature, etc. See pages 
12 to 21 in FREE catalog for description of the 80 features. 
Read about advantages o f 6 Tuning ranges . . . offered for 
hist time: E, A . L. M . H and U. They make this Super 
De Luxe 18-tube set tbe equivalent of six different 
radio* . . . offer tuning ranges not obtain
able in other radio* st any price!
DEAL DIRECT WITH Cliff 

LABORATORIES
N o middlemen's prof- _
its to pay —  you buy _ _  
at wholesale price di- f g )  
rect from laboratories 
...saving 30% to 50%. Increasing costa 
arc sure to result in higher radio prices soon, 
before the big advance . . . N O W  . . . while
you can take advantage of Midwest's *cn*itional values. 
You can order your Midwest 19)6 Full Scope High Fidelity 
Acousti-Tone radio from the 40-page catalog with at much 
certainty of satisfaction a* if you were to come yourself 
to our great radio laboratories. You aave 30% to 50% 
. . . you get )0 davt FREE trial . . . aa little aa $5.00 
put* a Midwcit radio in your home . . . Satisfaction 

iranteed or money back. Write today, for FREE catalog.

CIN CIN N A TI . OH IO  U .S .A

Thrill to new explorations in sections of radio 
spectrum that are strangers to you. Every type 
of broadcast from North and South America, 
Europe, Asia, Africa and Australia is now 
yours. Send today for money-saving fact*.-------*-------

GEORGE OLSEN PRAISES 
LIFE-LIKE TONE REALISM

Long Island, N. Y .— After comparing 
many different make*. I finally decided 
upon Midwest. It out-perform* other 
radio* costing almost twice as much. The 
crystal-clear tone i* *o life-like that it 
sound* a* though I am 
in the *tudio*. actually 
bearing artiau performing.

TODAY'S FINEST RADIO 
SAYS TED FIO RITO

M y new Midweat ia finest radio I have 
had pleaaure of hearing. Bass-Treble con
trol ia marvelous . . .  “  “
enablei one to hear every 
instrument in orchestra.

M E T A L
This Midwest is engineered from the ground up to 
tee either the new METAL tube* or glass-metal 
counterpart tube*. Octal socket* and newest circuit* 
permit use of cither type . . . just a* you desire.

DEPT. 6 2 F
Established 1920 Cable Address M1RAC0 All Codes
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