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ESTABLISHING new mileage record* on can in d l *ee- 
tions of the country, the Vecu-enedc *g*in M R * In ■ 

new tpeed record established by Bob McKcnJ* tn n e n o  
tlnentel automobile champion. L »  Angela to Chicago — 
2,322 Mil#* In 39 bau* and 42 minutes— driving 75 and 80 
to maintain a speed average of 59.7 mike per hour l  
Here is speed—a gruelling grind where quick aecdantEn, 
greater top speed —  and las (tops for gasoline mean those 
precious moments saved that make new speed records possible 
Tbs i s m  Vaeo-matic that Wiped Bob MeKaaele eetsblbh Ale apaad 
UpDld and g in  bln inch fin* gai wring* U ncvw inflabli for d l 
Vtf owntrt. ft Is poahively eutoraatio—simple to bsolWoopciH 
the tad ptji tor It»d< mm/ times orer La gas wrings

aU SfnoO B  • • NatUttg lik e  Itt
Vacu-matic is rnlirtlw dHftm tl It operala on the super* 
charge principle by automatically adding a charge of cam  
oxygen, drawn fra  from the outer air, into the hart of th« 
gss manure. It is entirely A U T O M A TIC  and allows the 
motor to "breathe" at the correct time, opeaang and clonng 

automatically as required. No idl
ing troubles-' no  carburetor adjust
ments necessary. It is so simple it 
will amasa you— so practical it will 
save you marry dollars on gas costa

Vita AH Can
VACU-MATIC Is cssw iseSs# U  da 
parts, assembled and fused into mm m U,, 
correctly adjusted and Vi*
fatgrj. NwMm  to a ĵaltoi 
idacUl In top Jnsto

I h iV S C V t o l lC t e  W txw atM a, W li.

VACU-MATIC ofen 
S eplesdld opportunity 
fist OflSMlI.ubs ud 
piufita. Valuable lent. 
Sods* now betas as
signed. Cheek end mail 
coupon. r

VACU -M ATIC muse prove itself on every o r *  If Cs 
guaranteed to give worthwhile gae savings, quicker pick-up 
and more power, or it costs you nothing. “On my V-fl 
Ford it works miracles” , says Ralph Fidds. Jama Seeley 
—"O b an Internstronal T r a d  no a round nip to Clevo- 
had. 385 miles, it aeved 19 gaOoaa of g o ."  A. V. Grove 
—“On the Buick it showed 5 mi la  more per gallon." F* 
8- Peck— "I avenge 22 nales per gaL on my Plymouth, 
an increase of 7 miles, for a saving of $15.00 a month, or 
(180.00 a year." W n  Lyons—"Averaged 25 mflra oa • 
gaL with a Model A Ford at 40 miks per hour.”

Itrw Details
You owe it to yourself to know all shout this remarkable
discovery. Mad the coupon below. Stan saving gas with 
VACU-M ATIC and enjoy a new driving thriul Them’s 
no obligation—a  get the facts now I Write today I

m -  -  - r t u  or ram coupon -  —  1
'  m  VACU-MATIC COMPANY I
I «9I7- *®  w  Bate K  W u » i* u , Wh.( OnilMto: Flew wnd toe fall aartknlati mnctialng lb » 

Vacotodc aad detaflt of joir Frtt Ofvt*. TVs of obmh a 
| don not obtigata a t  in, to / way., v

| Na im ...................................................     1
| Addon ........................................................................  j
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Eight Gripping Mystery Thrillers
S L A V E S  O F  THE D A N C IN G  D EA TH  - - John H. K„o« 14

An Unearthly Snare Catapults M en into a M aelstrom  o f Fury and 
H eadlong D estruction  in this N ovelette  o f W hirling H orrorI

STEPCHILD O F  S A T A N ...........................David X. Manners 33
Jealousy Prom pts a H einous D eed, and the W ord  o f Guilt Comes 
from  the Lips o f a Strange A ccu ser! A H orror S tory

C H A R N EL  H O U SE - - - - - -  Andrew Holliday 38
W olves  H ow l a Chorus o f Ghoulish D irges  as a B estial Thing Points 
the Clammy Hand o f Death at Cauldwell H all! A N ovelette

C R A W LIN G  D O O M ....................................... Joe Archibald 56
Polin, Carnival Strong Man, is Pursued by the W rithing Tentacles o f  
T error as H e Cringes from  a F orce  B eyond H is P ow er!

H E L L ’S DARKEST H A L L S ..................................HuSh B. Cave 66
The R esurrection o f a Fiend in the E erie  Chambers o f the Chiteau  
Dom inique Brings an Invasion o f Unspeakable Sadism! A N ovelette

THE M A N  W H O  C O U LD N ’T DIE - G . T. Fleming-Robert. 85
N o Human, but a M onster W hose Flesh Could F eel N o Pain, H e R e 
turned from  a Living Death to Claim H is B ride! A Spine-Chilling S tory

KISS O F  D E A T H ...........................................................Dale Clark 94
An Invisible Veil o f H orror Shrouded the M ysterious E vil that Raged  
through a D ark H ou se! A W eird  Com plete N ovelette

THE D W ELLER IN THE TOM B - - - - Henry Kuttner 110
The D ust o f  Centuries Gives H orrid  Birth to a Thing o f F lesh ly C or
ruptionI A S tory o f  a N ight Thick with M enace!

H O R R O R -SC O P ES ..................................................................Chakra 122
Page 128 fo r  Special F R E E  Crystal-Scope Reading OfferI

THRILLING! MYSTERY, published monthly by Beacon Magaslnes, Inc., at 21 W. 48th S t, Nsw 
York, N. Y. N. L. Pine#, President Subscription yearly, IU 0 ; single copies. 1.10. Foreign and 
Canadian postage extra. Entered as second-class matter July 12, 1886, at the Post 
Office at New York, N. Y.. under the Aot of March I, 1870. Copyright, 1886, by Beaoon<̂ 0 B ^ % 
Magaxtnes, Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned unless accompanied by self- ’ *
addressed, stamped enrelopee, and are submitted at the author's risk.

Read our companion mag ami net: Popular Western, G-Men, Thrilling Western, Thrill
ing Detective, Thrilling Adventures, Thrilling Love, The Phantom Detective, The 
Lone Eagle. Popular Love, Sky Fighters. Popular Detective, Thrilling Ranch 
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tomnojoB
I HAVEN'T MAO A RAIM  
IN Y U M -  H u e s *  I 

. NEVER V«LL —  I'M READY 
TO GIVE UP

TUCK UR t a x  WHY NOT> 
f  try am M o r o n  th at*

I—  lllltR E  THERfclJ
OPPORTUNITY

MAJORS RIGHT— IM NOT
orm w a anywhere. i
. OUGHT ID  TRY A  NBW ] 

FIELD TO AAAKS 
MORE MOMBT

[ LOOK AT THIS-RADIO It CERTAINLY 
GROWING FAST —  AND THE 

NATIONAL RADIO  
INSTITUTE SAYS THEY 

TRAIN NVEN FOR RADIO 
RIGHT AT HOME 

in sp a r s  Tim e

I DON'T THINK I COULD LEARN 
RADIO THAT W AY--RUT THEY'LL 
SEND ME A SAMPLE LESSON 
FREE. GUESS I'LL 
MAfL THE COUPON 
AND LOOK INTO 
THIS

K% /  w itt send my 
firs t Lesson FREB  
fathom how easy it is fa
* * ^ 6 0 0 0

RADIO JOB
Ip tow mom torn US t gee/Sdlo fab 
that ril mod i n  a ttrnoim lomm ahao-

Paying op to M .W  a raar.
toad pay

(0 caadart axzMrtmanlB and build drool tg 
whfeh flfciatrste important Radio principle*. 
My training fleet 70a pramtoai Radio 
WPtoi»oa while learning.
Otd M y Lesson  and M - P i f e  B ook  

FREE. Mall Coupon 
Zb addition to my Sample Lesson, T will 
mmd roa my 64-rag* Book. "Rich Rewards 
fak Radio.”  Both are Brae to an/ fallow 
onr 10 rear* old. Ky book describes 
Radio's spare time and full time oppor- 
totoltlus and those coming In TelevlMon: 
talk about mj Training tn Radlo and TVa- 
obtoa : tell* aboat 1117 Rob*7 Back Agree
ment: shows 700 actual Utters ftum m«n 1 
kaw train*d, laQtng what they are doing 
y d  earning. Ftad am. what Radio offers 
YOU I MAIL THE) COUPON In an m - 

or paste ft on a penny poatoard—I
#. B . S M ITH . Prwaldwn*
MatJeasI Radis testltota. D aft
WMblnrton, D. 0*

atom on thins gat 
world bmidm.d bakto. ig tHBohlk nanrtal RaS^andk peUoa. aviation.
tame offer good oppartanlltga 1 
the future. TeUtlaian promises 10107 to d  
fobs soon. Mao I have trained are bold'
Ini rood fobs in aQ thaw branches atEtta.

Many Make I M l i  |U 
a Week Extra In Spare Tima 

WhlU Lnamipg
Practically trsry neighborhood need! a 
good spare tin* serviceman. The day 70a 
enroll I start sending you Extra Money 
Job Sheet*. They show you how to do 
Radio repair fobs that you can oaah tn cn 
Quickly. Throughout your training I sand 
you plana and Ideas that have made good 
Spare time moony—front tlW  to SAOO a 
year—for hundreds at foBowe. I send you • 
fpedal Radio sQulpmant and show you how Imsnmnsk------ ■ iiirin  nfn_

on M i -  m  in &lao  
loucorrm iRAT 
H U I LISSOM AMD 
OR0VED ID YOUR' 
SSIS THAT YOU 
COULD LEA*** 
RADIO AT UOMI

*

i .  K. S M IT H . rrMldant, D«at. TOES 
N ational R a d io  inoU tnte, w u h l s i t O A  D . 0 .

Dear Hr. Smith! Without obligating me, wmd the sample_______
which tells about the spare time and fall time unpegtuiiitIsa tn R adio___
roar 00-30 method of training non at bene is spare time to become Radio 
(Pl*4*o write plainly.)
NAMB.......

ADDQXMI 
CITY..........

▲OB.

v rs£ &  i
»dIo Rrtwo. |

„  I
I
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READ HOW SKIN 
GAWKY MEN GAIN
10*25POUNDS
THIS NEW  QUICK W AY

Thousands gaining normal husky 
pounds— In just a few weeks!
SK T N N T , frlend leas m en w h o  n ever cou ld  gain  an ounce can  

take new  hop e  from  the experien ce  o f  thousands o f  other* 
.Trlth th is new  scien tific  trea tm en t that la sw eep ing the cou n 

try . T hese o th ers  have gained  10 to  25 pounds o f nolld. nat
u ra lly  a ttra ctive  flesh th is new , ea sy  w a y —in just a few  werksl 

W h a t  Is m ore, th is new  d isco v e ry  has given  them  natura lly  
Q leor sk in , fre e d o m  fro m  Indigestion , con stip a tion  and nervous
ness, new  pep  and  p op u la rity  f o r  socia l and  business success.

Why it builds up so quickly
BdAiists recently discovered that groat numbers of people ire thin and run
down for tbs single reason that they do not set enough dlgestion-fttrauthcolng 
Vitamin B and blood-enrlohlag Iron in their dolly food. Now the richest 
known eouroe of this marvelous body-building V Item In B Ln cultured ale yeasL 
By ft new process ths Onset Imported cultured ftle yeast is now con ecru rated I 
times—made 7 times mors powerful. Then It La osmblned with 3 kinds or blood* 
building iron, pasteurised whole yeast ftnd other valuable ingredients In 
pleasant little taDiets known as Ironixed Tesst tablets.

ir yon._too. need these vital elements to build you up, tst these new "T-povw** 
I TOUT d ru g g is t  to d a y . T h e n , d a y  a f te r  d a y , w a tc h  fla t 

limbe round out to natural, bosky at tract! v
Tesst tablets from :

dsrslop and skinny j__________  .
Upetlon and Indigestion from the same cause quickly vanish, skin clean 

to normal beauty—you're an wxtlrsly new perton.

Money-back guarantee
No matter bow skinny and rundown you may far, try these new lionised Yeast 
tablets kut s snort time, and note the marvelous change. See if they don't
build you ud ln lust a few wvuifei. as they have thousands. If you are not 

i with the benefits of the very first package, your money back instantly.

T o start you balldtnj up your health rl 
w .  nrehase a package of lionised 
oa tbs box and mall it to ns with a
B n fosotnatiny nrw book an health. 

Teen Us with the r m  Apt risifiig aUed Tm  Ga. lo*., Dvg*. TT1,

Special FREE offerl
I away, ws mob* thu absolutely r a n

W e S B E  j o s h l \

s



W h y Trained Accountants Command
High Salaries—and how ambitious men are qualifying 'll 

by the La Salle Problem Method J|

G et this straight.

Btulnatt
Control

By “ accountancy”  we do not mean “ bookkeep
in g /' For accountancy begins where bookkeeping 
leaves off.

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed 
him by the bookkeeper, and anolyies and intrrpnts 
them.

H e knows how much tho costs in the various 
departments should amount to, how they may 
be lowered.

H e knows what profits should be expected from 
■ given enterprise, how they may be increased.

H e knows, in a given business, what per cent of 
one’ s working capital can safely be tied up in mer
chandise on band, what per cent is safe and ade
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the way, 
are but two o f scores o f percentage-figures where
with he points the way to successful operation.

H e knows the intricacies o f govern
ment taxation.

H e knows how to survey the trans
actions o f a business over a given 
period; how to show in cold, nard 
figures the progress it has made and 
where it is going. H e knows how to 
vs* these findings as a basis for con
structive policies.

In  short, the trained accountant is 
the controlling engineer o f business—  
one man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a 
■alary two to ten times as great as 
t h a t  o f  th e  b o o k 
keeper. Indeed, as an 
independent operator 
(head o f  his own ac
counting firm) he may 
earn as much as the 
president o f the big 
and influential bank 
in hit community, or 
the operating man
ager o f a great rail
road.

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example— one 
man was a plumber, 32 yean  old, with only an 
eleventh grade education. Today he is auditor for 
a large bank and his income is 325 per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at £30 a week. Now  
he heads his own very successful accounting firm 
with an income many times as large.

A  woman bookkeeper— buried in details o f a 
small job— is now auditor o f an apartment hotel, 
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work.

A  credit manager— earning £200 a month—  
moved up quickly to  £3000, to £5000, and then to  
a highly profitable accounting business of his own 
which nets him better than £10,000 a year.

And What It Means to Yon
W hy let the other fellow walk away with the 
better job, when right in your own home you can 
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit 

able profession?
Are you  really determined to get 

ahead? I f  so, you can start at onoe 
to acquire— by the LaSalle Problem 
Method— a thorough undemanding 
of Higher Accountancy, master its 
fundamental principles, become ex
pert in the practical application o f  
those principles— this without losing 
an hour from work or a dollar o f pay.

Preliminary knowledge o f  book
keeping is unnecessary. You will be 
given whatever training, instruction 
or review on the subject o f book!

Through
Accountancy

Some Examples
Small wonder that ac
countancy offers the 
trained man such fine 
opportu n ities— op
portunities well illus
trated by the success 
o f  t h o u s a n d s  o f

LaSalle Extension University
)K P T . 2329-H R  CH1CAOO

______ a In ArraM t aacy—q w e lt k lw  and w  win
you & oopy of "Aooounteacy, the Profession that 

Pays." without obligation.

Batin Oi 
r fleldaa

Other LaBi 
oi the other 
n  Business Management 
Q Modern Salesmanship 
J Trtffls M a u lem u a t 

"  " . B .] Law; Detree of LL.
U Commercial Lew 
n  Industrial Management
□  Business Corre

spondence
□  C&edlt and Collection 

Correspondence

Higher Accoantsncyi
D pportupltlesf Tf more I me 
oi business Imflcated M ow , c 

O Modern I
□  P ersonnel M an age '

O Ktpert Boofcfceeptot
□  C. P. A. Coach ing
□  Dullness English

g S te n o t jp y
Effective Speaking  

□  R a ilw ay  A ccou ntin g

Name__________

Pressnt Position . 

Address . . . . . . . .

"Names arailabls on request.

mg you may i 
ly need— ana without 
any extra expense to
you.

I f  you are dissatis
fied with your present 
eq u ip m en t— if  you  
recognize the oppor
tunities that lie ahead 
o f you through homo- 
study training —  you 
will do well to send at 
once for full particu
lars. The coupon will 
b rin g  t h e m  t o y o u  
without  any obliga
tion , a lso  details o f  
LaSalle’s convenient 
payment plan.

C h e c k , s ign  and  
m a i l  t h o  c o u p o n  
NOW.
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Acid In Your Blood
Kills Health and Pep 

Kidneys Often to Blame
There is noth in g  that can so qu ick ly  underm ine 

y o u r  health, strength, and energy as an excess o f 
A cid  In you r b lood. E verytlm e you  m ove you r hand, 
tak e a step, or use even the slightest am ount or 
en ergy , cells  are broken dow n In tho b od y  and create 
A cids. T h is  process  goes on oven when you  are 
asleep.

F ortun ately , nature has provided  an autom atic 
m ethod  o f  getting  rid  o f these exctssB A dda . T o get 
r id  o f  theso A cids nature provides that you r b lood 
circu late  200 tim es an hour throu gh  9 m illion tiny, 
delicate tubes, o r  filters, In you r K idneys. It Is the 
fu n ction  of tho K idneys to filter out those health- 
d estroy in g  A cids, and to pu rify  the b lood  so that it 
can take energy  and vita lity  to every purt o f  you r 
bod y . Dut If you r K idneys s low  down and do not 
function  p roperly , and rem ove approxim ately  3 pints 
Of A cids, 1’ olBons, and liqu ids from  you r b lood  every 
24 hours, then there is o gradual accum ulation o f 
theBe A cids and W astes, ana slow ly  but surely your 
system  beeomoB poison ed, m aking y o u  feel old  before 
y o u r  tim e, run-dow n, and w orn-out.

m edicines to ofTset the A cid ity , T he on ly w ay you  
can really get rid  o f  the A cid ity  la by help ing you r 
K ld n evs  to fun ction  properly  and thus rem ove the 
A cid  from  you r system . The A cid  is bound to stay 
there unless the K idneys fun ction  properly .

Thousands o f d ruggists  and doctors  In over 22 d i f 
ferent countries throu ghou t the w orld  recom m end 
C ystex fur ilb purity  and prom pt action aa a K idney 
diuretic. F or  Instance, Dr. T. J. IU stelll, fam ous 
D octor , Surgeon, and Scientist, o f  L ondon , say s: 
"C y stex  1b one o f the finest rem edies I have ever 
know n In m y m edical practice. Any d octor w ill recom - 
inund It fo r  Its definite benefit In the treatm ent o f  
m any functional K idney and B ladder d isorders. It 
1b safe And harm less." Dr. C. Z. Iteudelle, another 
w idely  know n physician  and M edical E xam iner, o f  
Ban Francisco, recently sa id : “ Since the K idneys
p u rify  the b lood, the P oison s co llect In these organs 
and m ust be prom ptly  flushed from  the system , other
w ise they reenter the b lood stream  and create a toxio 
con dition . I can tru th fu lly  recom m end the ub«  o f  
C ystex .”

CAUSES MANY ILLS
I f  p o o r ly  fu n ction in g  K idneys cause you  to  suffer 

from  A cid ity , (Jetting Up N ights, N ervousness, L eg 
Pains, D izziness, Frequent H eadaches, Ithoumatlc 
Pains, Swollen J o in ts , C ircles Under Eyes. B ack 

ache, L obs o f  V ita lity , or  Burning, 
Itch in g  and Sm arting, d on ’t waste 
tim e w orry in g  and w aiting. Tho 
natural th ing  to do Is to help you r 
K idneys with the d o c to r s  special, 
guaranteed K idney diuretic p rescrip 
tion , called Cystex (pronounced  Blss- 
to x ). Cystex workB d irectly  on the 
KinneyH and B ladder, find helps the 
K idneys In their function o f w ashing 
Im purities and Acids from  the s y s 
tem and In m aintaining the purity  
o f  the b lood. D on 't try  to  overcom e 
A cid ity  In you r b lood  by tak in gDr. T. J. Raauin

GUARANTEED TO WORK
Beo&uje of Its world-wlds u d  unusual encoeee. Cystex It offered 

under a written guarantee to do the work to your ootnpleto satisfac
tion In 0 days or money back on return of empty package. Under this 
written guarantee you can put Cystex to the teat end see exactly what 
It can do In your particular case. You must feel

founder, stronger and better than you bare In a 
ong Uroe—you must feel that Cyatex lias done the 
work thoroughly and completely, or you merely 

return the empty package and It ooala you noth
ing. You are tho sole judge of your own aatisfac- 
tton. With Cyatex there la no long waiting for 
rraiihs because It la scientifically prepared to art 
directly on the Kidneys ag a diuretic. For that 
reason moat people report a remark a bio lm- 
proremant within the Aral 48 lioun, and com
plete BatlgfajUon within 8 days. Cystax coeta 
only 3c a do»o at druggtatx. and aa the guar- 
tntee protect* you completely, you should 
not lake chance* with cheap. Inferior or 
Irritating drug* or delay. Telephone your drug
gist for guaranteed Cystex (Pronounced 81ss-t< 
today.

R ea d  O ur M a ga zin e o f  W ar*A ir T h rills !

SKY FIGHTERS
A  T H R I L L I N G  P U B L I C A T I O N

featuring
GEORGE BRUCE 

ARTHUR J. BURKS 
FREDERICK C. PAINTON 

AND OTHER ACE WRITERS

10c A t  A ll  Stands —  —  —  Every M onth

$



START
$1260 to $2100 a YEAR 

MANY 1937 APPOINTMENTS
Common Education Uaually Sufficient—Influence Not Needed
City Mall Carriers, City P ost O ffice Clerk Pile C lerk — Clerk

Clerk) and carrier* cow get $1,700 the Bret year 
regular and automatically Increase flOO a rear to 
$3,100 and $X800. Open to men—women, 18 to 48.

Ballwar Postal Clerks get $1,900 the Bret year reg
ular, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each 
month. ($79.17 each pay day.) Their pay Is automat
ically Increased yearly to $3,460. A dvance may be had 
to Chief Clerk at $*.700 a year. ($112.60 each pay day.) 
Open to meD, 18 to 85.

Cunts sis  Inspector
Salary $2,100 to start. Hen 2$ to 40. Work con. 

Dacted with examining baggage and merchandise en« 
taring the country from foreign parts covering boots, 
trains, roads, automobiles, etc.

Open to Men—Woman IS to 00. Entrance aalary 
■1^00—11,440 year. Appointments as File Clerks an) 
Clerks In the Departments at Washington, D. C„ are 
bade from thla examination.

Qst Ready At One*
Many other positions are obtainable Juice 
nance la usually unnecessary and political 
lnluenee la not permitted. Let na show /  *-
yon how to get a government Job. /  la

Free List o f Positions
Fill oat the following cou
pon. Tear It off and mail 
It today—now, at once.
This Investment may 
resalt In your >
getting a big- / , vv  
paid govern- 
meat job
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Over 7 0 0 ,0 0 0  People
have studied music this easy way

Now You Can Learn to Play 
Your Favorite Instrument 

Without a Teacher

£asyasA:Y>mC
YES, over seven hundred thousand delighted  men 

and w om en all over the w or ld  have studied  
m usic th is q u ick , eaav w ay.

Seven hu ndred  thousand —  what a g ig a n tic  o r 
chestra they w ou ld  m ak e! Som e are p la y in g  
on t^e  ttage, others In orchestras, and m any 
thousands are da lly  e n jo y in g  the pleasure and 
p op u la rity  o f  b eing  able  to  p lay  som e Instru 
m en t

Surely this Is con v in cin g  p ro o f  o f  the success o f  
the new , m odern m ethod perfected  by  the U. 8.

fchool o f  M u sic! A nd what these p eop le  have done, 
OU. too , can d o l
M any o f  these seven hundred thousand students 

d id n 't k n ow  one note from  another— others had never 
touched  an Instrum ent— yet In an am nslngly short 
tim e they learned to p lay  their favorite  instrum ent. 
Heat Of all, they fonn d  learn ing  m usic nm aaljig lj’ 
easy . N o m on oton ou s hours o f  e x e r c ise s — no 
ted iou s scales —  no expensive teachers. T h is  s im 
plified  m ethod m ade learn ing  m usic as easy as
A - n - c .

I t  Is like a fa scin atin g  gam e. F rom  the very  
start you  are learn ing  n » l  tunes by  note. You 

sim ply  can 't go  w ron g , fo r  
every step, from  b eg in 
n in g  to end. Is righ t b e 
fo re  you r eyes In print 
nnd p icture. F irst you  
are to ld  h ow  to do a 
th ing , then a p i c t u r e  
•hows you  how , then you 
do ft you rse lf and hear It. 
A nd Alm ost be fore  you  
know  It, you  are p lay in g  
you r fa vorite  p i e c e s  —  
jnzr, ballads, c lassics. No 
private  teacher c o u l d  
m ake It clearer. L ittle  
th eory  —  plen ty  o f  accom 
plishm ent. T hat’ s w  h y 
s t u d e n t s  o f  the V. 8. 
School o f  M usic get shead 
so  fa s t !

W hat Instrum ent 
fo r  Y o u ?

Plans Guitar
Visits Saxophone
Orgsa Mandells
Cam at Ukblele
Trtmbene Harp
Pleas Is Clarinet
Fists ’Cello

Hawaiian ttasi Guitar 
P tears Aoesrdlas 

Tronpst
I tail as A Oenssa Assardtss 
Vsias sad Saeeek Osltsre 

M afisay sad Osapssltfss 
D n s i  sad Tram 
■■sis (Plseim n. 

8-StriM #r Tee or)

You don’t need any special "talent.’ ’ Many o f our stu
dents who have already become accomplished players never 
dreamed they possessed nfusical ability. They only wanted 
to play some Instrument — just like you —  and they found 
they could quickly learn bow this easy way. Just a little 
o f  your spare time each day Is needed—and you enjoy 
every minute o f  it. The cost Is surprisingly low—averag
ing only a fe V  oents a day for whatever instrument you 
choose. There ore no extras. And remember, you are 
rtudying right In your own home— without paying big fees 
to prfeate teachers.

Don't mist soy mjre good times J Learn now to play your favorite 
In* tram act and unwise all your frlands. Chugs Prom a wallflower 
to the etatsr of attraction. Miulo la the bait thing to offer at a 
ptrtr—muelolax* are invited everywhere. Enjoy the popularity you 
have* been miming. Get your share ot the musician's pleasure and 
profit! Stan now I

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson
If you are In earnest about wanting to loin the crowd of enter- 

Ulnar* and be a “ big hit" at any party—If you really de want to 
Dlav your favorite ln*lrum*nt. to become a performer whose services 
will be In demand—fill out and mall the convenient coupon asking 
for our Free Booklet and Free Demonstration Lesson Thme explain 
our wonderful method fully and ihow you how easily and quickly 
you cen learn to play at little expense. Instruments are supplied 
when needed—cash or credit. U. 8. School of Music. 3949 Bruns
wick Bldg., New York City.

Thirty-ninth Year ( Established 1898)

U. «. SCHOOL OF MUSIC.
2942 Bmonvbk Bldg., New York City.

Please tend mo your free book. "How You Can Master Iloilo In 
Your Own Home." with Inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane. Free 
Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy paymmt plan. 
1 am Interested in the following course:

Have you 
Inst rum entf

Warns

Address

........................................................................... Bute

i t
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The TORCH of DOOM
A Full Book-Length Novel Taken from the 

Case-Book of Richard Curtis Van Loan

By ROBERT W ALLACE
Author »f "The Silent Death," aThe Sipn o f the Scar,' eto,

:■• ’ . " . ' a  , ' ■

•

in  the F e b r u a r y  Issu e  o f

The PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE

A THRILLING PUBLICATION

•

EVERY MONTH -  10c AT ALL STANDS
12



« #

t X f l o CT raoM m t if t , .
•; r f i 3 M P i #  IllB n a  ®*Qs

MAIL COUPON "T lo n ?  FOR NEW 
£ J t£ £  4 0 -PAGE CATALOG

M ail coupon today for new, F R E E  40-page 
catalog. ..and learn how you can save up to 60% 
by buying direct from Midwest factory. See 
fo r  y ou rse lf that M idw est offers today's
greatest radio values, and scores of exciting 
features, like D ia l-A -M a tic  Tuning, plus 
Electrik-Saver. With the sensational Dial-A-Matic 
PTuniog feature, for example, even a child

4P l 8 TUBES
can bring in ten perfectly tuned programs in 
,ten seconds. Z ipl . , . Zip I .  • . Zipl , . . stations 
coma in instantly, automatically, perfectly . . . 
-as fast as you can push buttons. The exclusive 
iMidwest Elect rik-Saver cuts radio wattage 
consumption 60%, enables Midwest radio* to 
use no more current than ordinary 7-tube sets* 

ONLY IN MI DWES T DO YOU OET 
DIAL-A-MATIC TUNINO pi** ELECTRIK-8AVER

EATREMIOlIcI I SIX’WAVE BANDS
4\ 'to  2400 METERS

Eifl*r . better, mare p o 1 
MutilW. th»a m m t  aeti

30
D AYS
FREE t r i a l "

fuL mar*
* m m t  iU u *  Mid 
flf id  M taoa a po*ot-fc*- 

ntm l w w p ir iw .  Am uingly aal«eti«% 
daiicglaly Mmiliv*. it brinyiia daalaat 
fa r n n  (Uliana with full load 
r o l a a i  on cb«D neU  a d i i c t a l  14 
powerful l o n b .  You 'll tbrul <r*or Us 
■urrtVra mper-per<bnsiaoci..4rfo«**0
c n n U l-d w r  "con cw t raallna" . . • 
n a ■ aifioamt w orld • w ide forW g* 
raceptiqn. Powerful Tritdo-Twia tabs* 
(two tu b *  in one) f ir s  U i i M  roonlts. 
Y n a u  twitch ln«t*otly b a a  A s w i  
o u  p n f n m i . . .  to C «M o i* « (  pdliagt

Toa Uot______ ______
< U y ...| r o «M n r «p n r il i| iD n O iiji ' PRK-E.I 
la yoor own b o a * , la  addition. you i n  triply 

with F o n iia  Roceptioa C m n o lH ,  
and M on ^ -IU ck  G u ir u l i* .Cloctod i .. Y a rV ii

. . .  to Co nodian. >■!*«■

(a r ia a lia g  m i l l  (T ix p u u . N w w  
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raooar. W br pop o o n f  k n  « p  to  
60%  by buying at wfaaiaoala . . d i m *  
Iran  lifto fT j. p ra fen a J W  l l n a a o b  
o f  corofal ruB o p w t b m n  d a w l m

OlAL-A-M AYlQ  TUMIMO 
flow, • * child ran bring la
So* ptrffdlr tunad program* to 
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60% . . . raaulla in M’dwcal 
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SLAVES OF THE
A  Complete Novelette

By JOHN
Author o f "T w in  o f  the B east,’'

CHAPTER I 
Formless Shadows

UT Oren,” Eve Standish said 
in a hoarse whisper, “ I tell 
you there are men in those 

shadows. 1 can see—”
This time Oren Deverney jerked his 

head from beneath the hood of the 
ailing motor to stare. The hary and 
confusing light of dusk still lingered 
between the black walls of the can
yon. Rocks and stunted trees on 
either side of the road's pale ribbon 
were black smudges against the grey 
monotone.

“But I don’t see—” he paused, and 
stiffened.

Eve stiffened too and a cry caught 
like a burr in the tender channel of 
her throat. In the murk of shadowed

Aims with the grip of steel 
cables reached about her, 
crushing the breath front her 

lungs

A n  Unearthly Snare Catapults Men Into A
14



DANCING DEATH
of Whirling Horror

H. KNOX
"D ead Hands on the M oon ," etc.

rock and shrub, gravel crunched to 
the scrape of dragging feet; formless 
shadows were flowing in a continuous 
blot into the grey-white road.

“Who’s there?” Oren called 
throatily.

No answer. The flashlight in his 
hand flung a white lance of light to
ward the dark huddle and Eve’s 
nerves crawled with fear. They stood 
in the center of the road, a full dozen 
of them—Mexicans—scarecrow fig
ures. Some old, some young, but all 
ugly as dead monkfeys, ragged, be
grimed, they stood like upright 
corpses, their dumb pock-marked 
faces leering grotesquely into the 
light.

“ Well?” Oren growled. “What do 
you want?”

The silence that met his words was

Maelstrom of Fury and Headlong Destruction
15



If THRILLING MYSTERY

more terrible than any answer. Glit
tering black eyes blinked but did not 
falter in their gaze. They made no 
move forward. One grizzled apish 
brute in the front ranks licked hie 
cracked lips with a pink tongue; a 
huge moon-faced moron with matted 
hair shifted his lumpy weight. It was 
terrifying; it mas like facing some 
ghoulish army of the dead.

Eve could hear Oren’s breath com
ing in harsh pants now. He stepped 
to the car, reached in and drew out 
the revolver which he carried in a 
door pecket. Its bright nickeled finish 
glittered in the light as he faced the 
silent watchers again.

"You damned scum,” he flung at 
them, "speak up or I ’ll give you a 
dose of this!”

BRAVELY begun, the threat 
seemed to peter out, fading like 

vapor-wave flun^ against beetling 
cliffs. The squalid scarecrows stood 
unmoved, like dead things—adamant, 
impassive.

"Then, by God, scatter!" Oren 
yelled wildly, and he swung the gun 
up to eye level.

Eve caught the note of hysteria in 
his voice then and she grabbed his 
arm.

“ Don’t, don’t !” she begged. “ If you 
do that—"

His arm fell limp. “ You’re right,” 
he husked. “They’d be on us like a 
wolf pack. The lodge is only about 
a mile from here. W e’ll walk—-take 
the short cut. I ’ll keep the gun on 
them while you lock the car.”

Eve hurried to obey. The reven- 
ant pack made no move to come 
nearer. When she had finished, Oren 
snapped off the light, took her arm 
and they started up the road.

“Oren,” Eve gasped, “what does it 
mean? In the last little town, the 
same vapory things gathered around 
us at the filling station, gathered like 
vultures about something dead. They 
looked at you as if they knew you 
and they looked at me as if—as if 
they could devour me alive. I be
lieve some of the same ones are in 
that pack back there. They’ve fol
lowed us— "

"They hate me,” Oren grated
hoarsely, “ they bate my whole family. 
It dates from\long ago, when Father 
and Uncle JatkBon first came to this 
country as prospectors. They did 
something — some sacrilege against 
the superstition of the Mexicans. But 
I never knew them to be so openly 
hostile. This is the first time they 
ever dared—”

He stopped, turned. There had 
been no sound of pursuit. Now Oren 
flung the light back again. There, at 
almost the same distance as before, 
stood the grim and silent watchers.

“ Damn!”  Oren Bwore. “ Damn their 
souls!” He flicked off the light and 
his hand wag like a steel vise on Eve’s 
arm as he urged her to a brisker pace.

Panting up the slope, Eve felt cold 
tentacles of dread close round her 
throbbing heart. W hy had she come, 
why had she let him lead her into this 
dreadful place? What did she really 
know of this strange, dark, silent man 
who had suddenly loomed so large, so 
tremendously important in her life?

It had been love at first sight when 
he had come to coach the football 
team in the small junior college where 
she taught. Blissful months had 
passed, and even after school was out 
he had lingered, reluctant to leave her. 
Then the telegram had come from his 
brother on the home ranch in New 
Mexico, summoning him to the bed
side of an uncle who had been his 
guardian and foster-father.

Oren had begged her to marry him 
at once and come with him. She had 
not wanted to rush into marriage, but 
she had consented to come, to meet 
his brother and the dying uncle—his 
sole remaining relatives.

OW  she wondered if it had been 
wise. Something was wrong 

here, dreadfully wrong. She had 
sensed it in Oren’s anxious preoc
cupied manner aa soon as they had 
neared the place. Now it had become 
a certainty, with the soft footsteps 
of those furtive shadows of evil creep
ing behind them, following them, 
dumb and silent, charged with soma 
inexpressible hate. Had Oren told 
her all he knew?
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His voice broke in upon her 
thoughts—a steely whisper: “Here’s 
the trail that branches off past the 
spring. Maybe we can give them the 
slip.’’

It was dark now, but the moon, a 
wan disc tangled in scudding clouds, 
had brightened the thickening murk, 
and as they walked silently up the 
shadowed trail, the vast and somber 
landscape of cliff and crag opened be
fore them. They paused on a ridge 
to stare down into a shadowy ravine, 
slanting from above like a furrow 
some Titan ploughshare had gouged 
in solid rock. A low, throbbing 
rumble now filled the air, and the 
leprous moonlight danced weirdly 
on the sparkling torrent of a waterfall 
tumbling from the heights in a cloud 
of pale, hot mist.

“ That’s the mineral spring,” Oren 
whispered. “They call the pool 
where it falls the ‘Mirror of Toveyo,’ 
and the throbbing sound you hear is 
the ‘Drum of Toveyo.’ ”

It was weird, unearthly. They 
clambered to a jutting shelf of rock, 
moved single file toward the macaber 
scene.

Smeared by thin moon-glow a 
chalky cliff surged upward in ragged 
terraces, and in its sheer face was 
the black hole, belching clouds of 
steam out of which the shimmering 
ribbon of the cascade fell. From the 
boiling basin below came an angry 
hissing that mingled with the drum
ming rumble from the cavern above.

“Why the fancy names?” Eve asked, 
making a forced attempt at gayety. 
“Who was Toveyo?”

"An ancient sorcerer-god of the 
Aztecs,” Oren answered huskily. 
“With a magic drum he once forced 
the people of King Huemac to dance 
madly until they tumbled over a 
precipice. The Mexicans, to this day, 
believe that to gaze into the Mirror of 
Toveyo and listen to the phantom 
drum-beats brings on an ancient mad
ness."

“Listen!” Eve clutched at Oren’s 
arm. Above the rush of the falls a cry 
had drifted; plaintive and birdlike, it 
rose from the vapors about the basin:

“ Geofredol Geofredo!”

Oren laughed nervously. “Thought 
at first she was a ghost. It’s only the 
housemaid at the lodge calling her 
sweetheart, the stable boy.”

THERE was something in the deso
late ululation which caused Eve 

to shudder, huddling against Oren*s 
powerful body. The woman had 
stopped and was staring up at the 
thundering falls. Then her cry rose 
again, shrill now with a sharp edge 
of fear.

“ Geofredo! Geo—”
It broke, swallowed by a sound that 

broke, cataclysmic, above the din of 
rushing water. It was closely followed 
by a medley of wild shrieks and shouts 
that seemed to knife through some 
crack that gave on hell. Then the 
horror appeared.

It came from the dense vapors be
hind the falls, a howling, shrieking 
shape that seemed to cry not with 
one voice, but with the voice of seven 
devils, and while it howled in a con
fused cacophony of pain and diabolic 
mirth, it tumbled, rolled and somer
saulted down the slope. For an instant 
it came upright, and, leaping, lurched 
crazily toward the cowering woman 
on the basin’s rim.

The woman stood paralyzed before 
the monster’s rush. Then the beam of 
the flash in Oren’s hand shot out and 
the thing was limned in a white mist. 
It was the naked figure of a man. 
Black hair tossed about his pain- 
twisted face, and the slavering mouth, 
dilated nostrils and bulging eyes 
swam like a demon’s visage in a night
mare. The hideous thing had reached 
the woman.

With a cry, Eve jerked forward. 
But Oren seized her, dragged her 
back from the brink of the chasm. 
And there, cut off by the gulf that 
yawned between them and the basin’s 
rim, they stood helpless while the 
horror was consummated.

The woman had swayed, ducked, 
but too late. The reaching arms of the 
shrieking dervish had seized her, 
gripped her, and the two bodies now 
lurching, dancing weirdly in one 
single lump of screaming flesh, 
toppled to the ground. The two
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bodies rolled to the bu in ’s rim and 
jerked convulsively as they vanished 
in the swirling currents.

THE descent from the ledge was a 
blur in Eve’s mind. She came to 

her senses on the rim of the pool. 
Ghostly vapors swirled about them, 
and Oren, on hands and knees, was 
reaching for something that tossed 
Hmp and gleaming in an eddy near the 
spillway.

He grasped a bobbing limb, dragged 
the thing out upon the gravel. It was 
the body of the man. Its twisted face, 
now frozen In death, sent waves of 
nausea twitching through Eve’s 
frame. Then she noticed the peculiar 
color of the corpse. A mottled bluish 
tinge shone through the yellowish 
pallor. The bluish tinge seemed to 
deepen as she stared.

Eve turned her eyes away. “The 
woman?” she gasped.

Oren swung the light over the pool ; 
it played through the mist that over
hung the churned waters. But the 
woman was not there; she had 
vanished as if some abysmal monster 
had seized her and carried her down 
into lightless depths!

"Merciful God I” Eve breathed. 
“The woman was waiting for her lover 
and this monster seized her, murdered 
her! Who iB he, Oren?"

The light went out. Blackness and 
the roar of the waters surged around 
her.

“The monster,” Oren said In low, 
hollow tones, “was the man Geofredo 
himself—the woman’s lover. That, 
say the legends, is the way the curse 
of Toveyo works. The victim seizes 
the thing he loves, destroys it, casts 
it into the devil-god’s waiting arms!”

CHAPTER II 
The Hanging Corpse

A FTER the first numbed interval 
of terror had passed, Eve felt 

her anger rising, boiling like a hot 
cloud under her ribs, forcing itself 
into her throat. She pushed away from 
Oren’s arms.

"W hy did you bring me here?” she 
demanded. “ You knew— I’ve seen it in 
your face—the worry, the fear. You’re 
still hiding something.’ ’

The fingers that had gripped her 
arms relaxed; his head dropped.

" I ’m sorry, Eve,” he said slowly, 
miserably. “You’re right. I shouldn’t 
have brought you, shouldn’t have 
asked you to share the peril, the curse 
that hangs over my wretched family. 
I ’ve lied to you, but now I’m going to 
make a clean breast of it.

"My mother was not a Spaniard, as 
I told you. She was an Indian, an 
Aztec—of the royal strain of Mon
tezuma. For generations the daugh
ters of that family had been pre
ordained Virgins of the Sun. My 
father took her against the wijl of her 
family—against the will of the old 
gods. He and my Uncle Jackson pros
pered here, became rich in this 
strange new land.

“ But the native Mexicans never for
got. To them we are still accursed. My 
mother died when I was bom ; my 
father killed himself out of grief a 
few years later. My brothers, Guido 
and Malcom and I were reared t>r 
Uncle Jackson.”

“Malcom?" Eve asked.
“ I’m getting to that,” Oren said. 

"Yes, there was another brother, the 
eldest. A few years ago he decided to 
marry; he brought his fiancie here— 
just as I have brought you. But in the 
night the doom of the Deverney’s 
claimed them. They were found dead 
next morning in this very pool.

"That’s why the Mexicans stared at 
us tonight—stared at you especially. 
They believe that tonight the old dark 
god will claim his duo.”

Eve shivered. Then an emotion 
stronger than fear gripped her; a 
warm wave of love and pity rose 
toward the man she was accusing bit
terly. He had told her all now, and 
what she had been unwilling to face 
blindly, she could now face with open 
eyes. Impulsively, she put her arms 
around him.

‘T m  sorry, Oren. I understand 
now. I ’m not a coward, and I love 
you. W e’ll face It together!"

She felt a tremor run through his
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body aa his arms reached hungrily 
around her and hugged her close.

“Darling! How I love you for that. 
But I can’t accept the sacrifice—not 
now. I ’m going to take you back.” 

“ But I won’t go," she said firmly, 
smiling up at him now through tears 
that misted her eyes. “ I have a will of 
my own, you see. I ’m staying with 
you—now and for all time!”

He started to protest again, but a 
sound rose above the water’s din—a 
scrape of footsteps on the trail that 
led down from the basin in the other 
direction. Oren fished the Hash from 
his pocket, shot the beam down 
through rocks and brush, spraying 
white mist over a figure that had come 
to a stop and was staring up.

“ Guido I”
“ Oren!”

A  TALL young man was clamber
ing up with quick, powerful 

strides, and Oren was rushing to meet 
him. They clasped hands, and in the 
moment’s silence Eve surveyed the 
newcomer.

He was lean and tall as Oren was, 
but his face was darker, handsomer 
even. He wore riding breeches and a

Eolo shirt; the short sleeves revealed 
is brown and muscular arms. His 

dark eyes were piercing and hlB voice 
was musical and perfectly controlled.

“ Oren, old man,” he greeted his 
brother, “ it’s good to see you. But 
how did you get here?”

“ Good to 6ee you, too, Guido,” 
Oren echoed. “ Our car stalled; we 
took the short cut, and—”

“ Yes, I’d better tell you now that 
I ’ve been eavesdropping."

“ You heard—"
Guido nodded. "And I gathered 

from your talk that something hor
rible has happened here.” He looked 
at Eve, half invisible in the shadows. 
Then he came toward her, holding out 
a slender brown hand. “ And this Is 
Eve? I ’m going to like you, Eve. 
From what I’ve heard, you not only 
have beauty but courage as well.” 

Eve smiled, taking his hand. Some
how she felt comforted by its strong 
and confiding grip.

“ But let'ii hear what haDDened.”

Guido had turned back to Oren. 
“Uncle Jackson just came back to the 
lodge and had gone out walking, 
against my advice. He was terrified; 
he blurted out something about hear
ing screams, then went straight to his 
room and locked himself In.

He turned quickly. Without a word 
Oren had flung the beam of his flash 
toward the edge of the pool, limning 
the horrible discolored body on Its 
marge.

“ Geofredo!” G u i d o  exclaimed, 
frowning. “ And Maria? They were 
together, I thought.”

Oren shrugged. “ Gone,” he said, 
“vanished. We saw them fall into the 
pool together.” Ho described what 
they had witnessed.

Guido strode toward the body, 
stared down at it. His dark eyes 
wandered absently to Eve’s face. 
“Horrible,” he muttered. “ But we 
must make the best of it—not let it 
bluff us. I sent for you, Oren, bo that 
we could fight this thing out to
gether.”

Oren took a deep breath, seemed to 
absorb something of his brother’s de
fiant manner.

“ Well then, tell me, Guido— ”
“ I don’t know much," Guido re

plied. “But there’s some human fiend 
at work here; in fact he has been here 
for some time. He’s incited the Mex
icans against us, he’s scaring Uncle 
Jackson to death, and I believe he’s 
the same one who was responsible for 
Malcom’s murder two years ago.”

“ What about these people you men
tioned in your letter?” Oren asked.

“ They’re the most recent puzzle,” 
Guido told him. “ They’ve been at the 
ranch for weeks—unwelcome, as far 
as I ’m concerned. There’s a certain 
Senor Picada who says he’s a rich 
rancher from Mexico, interested in 
investing in American holdings. His 
daughter is with him—a sloe-eyed 
vampire type. Then there’s Captain 
Vautrin and his wife. They came 
here months ago, settled In a deserted 
cabin, made some pretense of pros
pecting, but recently they’ve both 
moved to the lodge. The difficulty is 
that Uncle Jackson insists on keeping
them there.”
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“But why?"
“That’s just the point,” Guido an

swered in a gruff undertone. “ I think 
he’s afraid of them. I think that's all 
that’s the matter with him now. He’s 
robust, strong beyond his years; yet 
I believe he’s dying — dying of 
nothing on earth but sheer terror!”

OREN swallowed, frowned. “Are 
there any other guests?”

“No, no guests, but there’s Dr. 
Blade,” Guido 9aid. “ He’s a specialist 
from the city, but he’s posing as an 
archeologist. I brought him here 
under that guise because Uncle Jack- 
Bon has positively refused to see a 
doctor. Blade hasn’t been able to find 
anything wrong with him. But let’s go 
on to the lodge now. You’ll meet all of 
them there, and, Oren, I want your 
reactions.”

They left the body where it lay. 
Guido 6aid that he would send a Mex
ican servant out to cover it with a 
sheet and they would not disturb it 
until the officers from town arrived. 
They threaded their way in silence 
down a little slope, rounded a shoul
der of the hill, and came upon the 
lights of the hacienda.

It was a long, rambling place, built 
of adobe in the old Mexican-pueblo 
tradition. Guido opened an axe-hewn 
door of oak and they entered an at
mosphere of ancient days. Massive 
carved furniture filled the rooms, and 
the floors were covered with colorful 
Indian rugs. Save for an old Mexican 
servant, a wizened, evil-looking crea
ture named Oceol, no one 6eemed to 
be about.

“Our guests,” said Guido sig
nificantly, “are absent. Great walkers, 
these guests of ours—especially at 
night.”

He led them to a huge and heavy 
door in the left wing of the hacienda, 
rapped on the carved panels.

“He’s probably in a blue funk,” he 
whispered. “He does that often—locks 
himself in and refuses to open the 
door.” He rapped again. “Uncle 
Jackson I"

There was only silence and the echo 
of the knocking through the empty 
house. “We’ll have it out with him

tonight,” Guido went on. “He knows 
something, and we’ll force him to 
speak.” He raised his voice. “ Uncle 
Jackson! Oren is here! Let us ini” 

Still no answer. Oren had paled. 
“Something’s wrong!” he blurted. 
“He may be—dead. Quick, get an 
axe!”

GUIDO went down the hall 
toward the kitchen and returned. 

Running, Oren snatched the axe from 
him and began battering down the 
weathered door. There was still no 
sound from the room, and they were 
certain that something had happened 
to the old man.

Presently a panel gave way and 
Oren’s hand darted in and slid the 
bolt. He pushed the door open and 
they plunged in with a rush, but 
halted a few steps inside the thres
hold, halted with terror clutching at 
their throats.

A dim light burned in a shaded 
lamp beside the bed. But the bed, with 
rumpled covers, was empty. Its usual 
occupant was in a shadowy corner of 
the room—the tall wiry figure of old 
Jackson, Deverney was grotesquely 
upright in a white nightshirt. His 
head lolled strangely to one side, his 
mouth was twisted and his tongue 
protruded from between yellowed 
teeth. His eyes were wide, glassy. 
The toes of his feet barely touched 
the floor, and he was hanging by a 
rope which encircled his neck and ran 
up to a rafter above him. An over
turned chair lay on the floor nearby.

CHAPTER III 
D a n ce  W i t h  th e  D y in g

O one spoke at first, a cry 
stopped Eve’s throat. Then Guido 

stepped forward. Half crouching, 
with a look of fearful bewilderment 
on his sharp features, he peered at the 
gruesome cadaver.

“Dead!” he said thickly. “And it’s 
my fault for leaving him alone to 
brood. The fear got him, he couldn’t 
stand it and he took the only way 
out!”
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Oren nodded dazedly and stared 
about the room. He went to the room's 
deep windows. They were protected 
on the outside by steel bars—mute tes
timony to the old man’s fears. He 
examined the bolt of the door, then 
turned back to Guido.

“ Yes,” he muttered, “ he must have 
done it himself. But, somehow, I can’t 
picture him doing it.”

“ You haven’t known him these past 
few months,” Guido said. “ He hasn't 
been the same man at all." He had 
drawn away from the hanging corpse 
as if he were afraid of it. “ But we’d 
better leave that for the coroner to 
decide. In the meantime we won’t 
touch anything. I ’ll phone for the 
sheriff while you two see if you can 
find Dr. Blade.”

They went back into the hall and 
closed the door of the death room be
hind them. Guido hurried to the tele
phone in the library. Oren grabbed 
Eve’s arm and drew her toward the 
door at the end of the ball.

THEY stumbled out into the night, 
brilliant with the silver and ebon 

clarity of high altitudes. They circled 
the stables and outbuildings and came 
back to the narrow bridle path that 
skirted the rim of the canon. Every 
dozen yards or so Oren paused to cup 
his hands and call:

“Dr. Blade, Dr. Blade!”
There was no response. They 

dipped over the ridge, trampled down 
through massed junipers on the other 
slope, then silently headed back 
toward the lodge. Leaf mold muffled 
their footfalls, and as they rounded a 
rock outcropping that jutted between 
them and the lighted house, Oren 
pulled Eve to a halt. A soft guttural 
voice was speaking beyond the 
shadow of the rock.

"—I ’m going to cut into that 
corpse,” the voice said. “Get it to the 
basement unseen if possible. I ’ll have 
to get back now.”

Feet scraped—two pairs of them— 
then they moved off in opposite direc
tions. A tall stooped shape soon be
came silhouetted against the light, as 
it stumbled toward the hacienda. 
Then a figure appeared in the em

brasure of the front door—Guido’s. 
He stepped out, hailed the approach
ing man.

“Doctor, Uncle Jackson is dead. 
W e’ve been trying to find you.”

“ I thought I heard someone call,” 
the other replied.

Huddled in the dark, Oren grasped 
Eve’s arm. “G od!”  he gasped. “The 
fellow is Dr. Blade! What could he 
have meant ? Anyhow, we’ll keep quiet 
about it for the present, and wait and 
see what he does.”

Guido had taken the tall doctor’s 
arm and was starting back into the 
house. Then both men paused. Two 
figures were running up from the di
rection of the trail to the springs. 
Slightly In the lead was a small man 
in riding boots. A woman in a tweed 
■ports suit followed.

“ Hello. What’a up? W e heard—”
Guido faced them belligerently. 

“ Where have you been, Vautrin?” he 
growled.

“Just walking,” the man stam
mered, out of breath. “You seem up
set. What’s— ”

“ Uncle Jackson is dead,” Guido 
said. He turned back into the house 
and the others followed him.

O REN and Eve came out of the 
shadows and hurried toward the 

house. They found the others still in 
the hallway and Guido brusquely in
troduced them. Dr. Blade was gaunt 
and tall, with a sallow cadaverous 
face and black secretive eyes under 
thick brows. Vautrin and his wife 
were even less appealing. She was a 
slight woman with faded comsilk hair 
and eyes pale blue and cold. Vautrin 
was youngish, but his flabby, neurotic 
face, thin sandy hair and jaded eyes 
gave him a look of premature age.

He wore well shined riding boots, 
and Eve’s eyes lingered on t^em. She 
had suddenly remembered a detail 
glimpsed in the death room. Now she 
wished for a glimpse of the soles of 
those boots.

“ Perhaps the others had better stay 
in the hall,” Dr. Blade was saying to 
Guido, “while we make our examina
tion. W e must disturb things as little 
as possible.”
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Guido nodded, turned to Vautrin. 
“ I advise you not to leave, Captain,” 
he said pointedly. Then he followed 
Blade to the door of the room The 
doctor had already pushed the door 
open, but he had stopped.

Guido shoved past him, halted too 
with a harsh gasp.

“ What is it?” Oren stammered.
Guido turned, his dark features 

drained of blood. “ My God!” he 
grated. “ It wasn’t suicide—he was 
murdered! The body's gone!”

Eve felt her nerves tighten as the 
sockets of her eyes burned strange
ly. With the others she stepped into 
the room. Nothing had been changed, 
except that the rope had been cut— 
sliced off as with a sharp knife—and 
the gruesome cadaver had vanished! 
It no longer dangled grotesquely.

But was nothing changed? While 
the others stared in blank amazement, 
Eve stooped quickly, stared under the 
bed. The shadowy space was empty. 
She straightened, looked at Guido.

“ The murderer,” she said slowly, 
“was in this room all the time, Guido. 
He was still hiding here when we 
came in; he was under the bed.”

Guido frowned and the others 
looked startled. “But how—” he 
paused. “By gad, you’re right. It’s the 
only way it could have been, since 
the door was locked on the inside. He 
hid here, waiting until we left, then 
he carried the body away while I was 
in the library phoning.” Suddenly his 
eyes were on Vautrin, burning into 
the man's pasty face.

“Don’t stare at me,” Vautrin rasped. 
“ You were in the house alone. You 
had the best opportunity to do it.”

Guido’s long hands fisted and he 
took a step toward Vautrin.

But Eve interrupted again, playing 
her second card. “ Wait,” she said, 
catching Guido’s sleeve. “ Wouldn’t it 
be best to search the house at once? 
If the murderer is among us he 
wouldn’t have had time to take the 
body far. Wouldn’t the basement be a 
likely place?"

Dr. Blade shot her a quick, search
ing glance, and Eve knew that she had 
scored. “ I hardly think—” the doctor 
began.

But Guido cut him short. “ It's 
worth trying,” he said. “But we’ll stay 
together while we search.”

THEY followed Guido along the 
hall and down the dark basement 

stairs. A quick search of the furnace 
room proved it to be empty. They 
turned then to a door that gave on a 
storeroom in the left wall. Blade had 
stepped ahead of the others now. A 
key flashed in his hand and he thrust 
it into the lock, twisted it and swore.

“Damn! The key seems to have 
broken. But then the place was locked 
and—”

Oren shoved him aside. He lunged 
against the door with a rush. A single 
impact of his muscular shoulder 
cracked the lock; the door swung 
open, and Oren lurched in, swaying 
to recover his balance. The beam of 
Guido’s flash 6hot past him, and sud
denly there . was a revolver in his 
other fist.

“Stand where you are,” Guido 
grated, “and reach up!”

Two cowering figures blinked into 
the light and raised their hands slow
ly. One was a short, squat man with a 
round swarthy face and a dark mus
tache over a small mouth that now had 
a puckered gape of a hooked fish. Be
side him was a slender girl with sleek 
black hair and shadowy eyes. She was 
dark as a gypsy and huge golden ear
rings dangled against each olive 
cheek. Behind them a bulky mass lay 
on the floor covered by a grey blanket.

“ Picada,” Guido growled, “you’ve 
tried one murder too many. Stand 
aside there. Pull the blanket away, 
Oren!”

“ But you are mistaken—” the Mex
ican began to protest.

But Oren had seized a corner of the 
blanket, yanked it away.

“ Good Lord!” he drew back with a 
start. An amazed gasp from the whole 
group echoed his exclamation. There 
was a corpse beneath the blanket, but 
it was not the corpse they expected to 
see. Instead of the body of Jackson 
Deverney, this blackened, naked 
thing, sprawled in the revealing glare 
of the light, was the body of the serv
ant, Geofredo, who, spinning in his
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weird death dance, had dragged hia 
lover into the watery pool!

"W ell, Picada?’’ Guido waa the firat 
to recover.

Dr. Blade stepped up before the 
Mexican could reply.

“This has gone far enough,” he said. 
“ 1 take the responsibility for this. 
W hile walking tonight I discovered 
this body beside the pooL I guessed 
something of the horror which had 
taken place, and I wished to in
vestigate—alone.

“ Quite by accident I stumbled on 
Sehor Picada and asked him to help 
me bring the body here. The first step 
in an investigation seemed to perform 
an autopsy and discover what manner 
of poison or drug had been used on 
this victim. That was what I intended 
to do, secretly. Incidentally, Picada is 
cleared of suspicion by the very fact 
that he was willing to help me.”

He smiled calmly as he finished, and 
Picada and his daughter smiled too. 
Eve stared at Picada’s feet. He was 
wearing hiking moccasins. She turned 
to Vautrin.

“ Captain," she said evenly, “ I 
wonder if you would let me look at 
the soles of your boots?”

f f M M Y  boots!” Vautrin gasped
X vJL after a long moment and 

took a step back. But his face was no 
more startled than the faces of the 
others.

“Yes," Eve repeated, “ your boots.” 
She turned to the others. “ When we 
first came into the room in which the 
murder was committed,” she ex
plained, “ I noticed something which I 
don’t think Guido and Oren saw. 
There was a pair of boots under the 
bed. I thought nothing of it at the 
moment, but later I wondered if those 
boots might not have contained the 
murderer s feet and legs.

“ Just now when we were in there I 
noticed that the boots were gone. 
But I remember the look of the soles
__a certain worn spot. Look out there,
Guido I Your gun—"

But her warning came too late. 
Vautrin had suddenly acted. One leg, 
outflung, had kicked Guido’s wrist, 
knocking the gun from hia hand. Be

fore he could make a move to recover 
it Vautrin’a right fist had emerged 
from beneath his coat gripping a Urge 
and very busineaalike Lttger.

“ Stop 1” he grated, shoving his wife 
quickly behind him with one band, 
while he moved the weapon from side 
to side with the other, covering the 
group. “The first one to make a move 
dies!” His face was the twisted mask 
of a maniac now, and he was backing 
slowly toward the door.

“Then you admit—” Oren flung at 
him.

“ I admit being under the bed,” 
Vautrin Bnarled. “ I had been hiding 
there for hours, waiting to witness 
something I anticipated—a murder. I 
did not murder Jackson Deverney, but 
I know,” he checked himself, “well, I 
know everything—entirely too much 
to feel safe in this house. I ’m going 
now. Don’t try to follow me, and 
don’t make a move until five minutes 
have passed; that is, if you value your 
lives!”

He had backed outside the door. 
Gripping his wife’s arm and dragging 
her with him, he darted off into the 
darkness.

A growl broke from Oren’s throat, 
and he started after them. But Guido 
pulled him back.

“ Don’t be foolish," he said tensely. 
“ They can’t escape. The only road 
that leads out of these mountains goes 
through town. They can’t get any
where afoot. I ’ll phone the officers; 
then we’ll divide up and look for 
them. There are plenty o f guns here. 
One of us can stay at the lodge and 
wait for the officers while the others 
comb the woods. Agreeable?”

A LL agreed, and tense, fevcriah 
excitement now mingled with 

the fear that gripped them. At least 
they were no longer completely in the 
dark. Even Picada’s daughter took a 
rifle, accompanying her father, who 
chose a repeating shotgun. Guido, it 
was decided, should stay at the house. 
The others separated at the door of 
the lodge, struck out in different di
rections.

Eve and Oren took the trail to the 
mineral springs. Beth carried light
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.30—.30 carbines. They went slowly, 
pausing often to listen. The lights of 
the hacienda dropped away; the dark 
shadows of the junipers swallowed 
them. A cold uneasiness began to tug 
at Eve’s heart again. Oren was 
strangely silent.

“Why did Vautrin do it?" Eve sud
denly whispered. "You believe he’s 
guilty, don’t you?”
' “Yes,” Oren answered, “and yet 
that matter of motive bothers me too. 
What does he hope to gain? This 
place isn’t valuable. The gold pockets 
Father and Uncle Jackson worked 
were exhausted years ago. I can’t 
get it.”

In his voice Eve detected that hol
low note of fear again—fear not for 
the menace of flesh and blood, but 
for the dark shadow of that ancient 
curse hanging over his doomed house.

Softly they crept on, leaving the 
trail occasionally to crouch in am
bush and wait when they heard the 
slightest sound. It was thirty min
utes before they rounded the hill 
where the cataract was visible. A 
smoking ribbon of silver tinsel, it 
glittered in the moonlight, and punc
tuating the steady rumble of the 
water was another sound—a vibrant 
throb, rhythmic like a drum-beat. 
Eve shuddered, gripping her rifle, 
staring from side to side into the 
gloom, then up at the falls spilling 
over the churned cauldron—the haun
ted Mirror of Toveyo.

“Eve!” Oren had suddenly clutched 
at her, drawn her back into the 
shadows of a rock outcropping.

She followed the direction of his 
gaze, and saw a figure emerging into 
the moonlight that spilled into a clear
ing at the foot of the trail. It was a 
woman’s figure. She moved slowly, 
eyes fixed on the falls above. It was 
Vautrin’s wife and the nickeled barrel 
of a revolver in her hand gleamed mo
mentarily.

“ Shall we call to her,” Eve whis
pered, “or follow— ?’’

SHE didn’t finish. The words died 
on her suddenly frozen lips. 

Above the water’s dull monotone a 
scream like the whine of an angry

siren suddenly burst, knifed into her 
ear6 with a shrill vibration. Savage, 
maniacal, it came from the shelf 
above the pool and seemed to increase 
in volume like the wild crescendo of 
a falling shell. And then she saw—

Down the sloping trail the black 
shrieking object was rolling, bounc
ing and howling with agonized bleats. 
It struck the lower level, floundered 
up, began to weave from side to side 
like a top that has spent its force and 
is running down.

The woman had started toward it at 
first, but now she retreated. The 
thing flung itself at her. She scream
ed; the gun exploded and fell from 
her hand. Oren had shoved Eve back, 
was plunging out to meet the mon
ster’s rush.

Afraid to risk a shot because of the 
woman, Oren had gripped his rifle 
club-wise. Flinging himself toward 
the spinning maniac, he swung the 
rifle in a wide arc. Eve screamed 
then. For a lurch to one side had 
slung the madman’s body beneath the 
swing of the clubbed gun and the next 
instant the creature had seized Oren 
about the waist, hurled him to the 
ground. Then, dancing weirdly over 
his body, the beastly killer had seized 
the fleeing woman.

Quivering with terror. Eve forced 
herself out of the shadows, staggered 
toward Oren’s body. The gyrating 
monster had hugged the woman to 
him now, and his screams blended 
horridly with her own crazed cries. 
Reaching Oren’s body, Eve dropped 
to her knees, grabbed frantically at 
Oren's coat, tried to drag him up.

“ Oren, Oren!” she sobbed wildly. 
Then she stiffened and whirled. A 
shriek tore at the raw tissues of her 
throat. The monster had flung the 
woman to the ground and still spin
ning, was hurtling toward her in a 
crazy zigzag motion. The naked 
phantom thing advanced toward her.

Too late Eve tried to dodge. A 
swinging arm slapped across her face, 
flung her back; a rushing body col
lided with hers. Arms with the grip 
of Bteel cables reached about her, 
crushing the breath from her lungs, 
and she too was whirling, whirling . .  f
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Red flames of agony and terror 
•eared Eve's brain.' Once, as con
sciousness flickered, she jerked back 
her head, stared into the twisted 
maniac-face with wide slavering 
mouth still pealing its awful cries. 
Vautrin’s facet And it was Vautrin’s 
vile naked body against which she 
was pressed, hugged tight in a deathly 
grip.

“Let it be swift," Eve prayed, “ let 
death be swift 1"

Her lungs were-bursting; her brain 
was throbbing against the walls of her 
skull. She felt her body becoming a 
limp, inert bundle, swung by a naked 
madman in this macaber dance of 
death. Then black nausea claimed 
her and she was sinking into dark 
depths, beyond fear, beyond pain.

CHAPTER IV 
The Demon of the Falls

EVE came to her senses in a bed
room in the hacienda. Her whole 

body ached with bruises. Oren was 
standing by the bed and behind him, 
near the door, were other figures— 
Guido and Dr. Blade talking with two 
men whose badges identified them as 
officers.

Eve took a deep breath and sat up. 
The nightmare fog was clearing from 
her brain. “They got here in time 
to save us?” she stammered.

Oren shook his head. She noticed 
now that his left arm was in a sling. 
He seemed otherwise uninjured.

“The only thing that saved us,” he 
said, "was the fact that Vautrin died 
before he succeeded in strangling you 
as he did his wife. He broke my arm 
when I fell, and at the Bame time he 
knocked me out. When I came to my 
senses he was dead. He had the 
strength of two men his size. I can’t 
imagine what—’’

“ It must have been some maddening 
drug,” Eve suggested.

“ Possibly," Oren agreed, “but there 
seems to be some other devilish power 
too. First the victim Is turned into 
a human Juggernaut. Then after a 
certain time it kills him.”

He turned, stared somberly out the 
open window. A curtain fluttered In 
the light breeze. Faint and far away 
came the drumlike throbbing of the 
falls. Eve noticed the greyish pallor 
under the tanned skin of Oren’t  lean 
strong face.

“ Oren,”  she said, taking his hand, 
“ don’t let it get you—that nonsense 
about the curse. There’s a human 
being at the bottom of it all. I f it 
wasn’t Vautrin, it was someone else. 
Where’s Picada and his daughter?”

"I don’t know," Oren replied ab
stractedly. “They haven’t showed up.’’

“ Then it must be Pleads,” Eve 
said, “he and that slinky gypsy crea
ture he calls his daughter. Let’s go 
and find them, Oren—now. I ’m not 
afraid!”

He stared at her, scowling. “ Don’t 
even suggest such a thing," he re
plied, almost harshly. “ Don’t you see 
what happens — what happened to 
Vautrin and his wife?"

“ But what’s to be done? W e can’t 
surrender in blind panic to this devil- 
god myth 1"

“No,” he said, and hig jaw set 
grimly, “no, we can’t surrender to 
it. I’m going out again, and I ’m go
ing to get to the bottom of it. Dr. 
Blade is going to perform an autopsy 
on Vautrin’s body. W e’ve already 
brought it in and put it in the morgue 
in the basement. The rest of us will 
take up the search again. W e were 
just waiting to see that you came 
around all right."

“ I feel all right now," Eve said 
I want to go with you,

“That’s out!” he answered firmly. 
“ You’ve got to understand, Eve, that 
I won’t take any more chances with 
you. I was a fool to bring you here, 
but now that you’re here, I ’m going 
to see that you’re safe.

“ You’re going to stay right in this 
room. The windows and the door 
will be locked and I ’ll leave a loaded 
revolver with you. Blade will be 
downstairs in the basement and a 
deputy will be with him. They’ll hear 
you if you call. But If anyone trie* 
to enter the room by force—nO matter 
who It is— shoot, and shoot to kill 1”

quickly.
Oren.’*
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EVE nodded, she 6aw that argu
ment with him would be futile. 

Blade and the two officers had left 
the room. Guido stood waiting. 

“Ready?” he asked.
Oren went to the windows, lowered 

and locked them. He brought a load
ed revolver and laid it on a chair be
side the bed. Eve followed him to the 
door to bolt it. Guido stepped into 

j the hall. For a long moment Oren 
held her in his arms and she clung 
to him fiercely.

Finally he pushed her gently away. 
"I ’ll be back, darling, and I hope I’ll 
have the answer. For my sake, don’t 
take any chances. You won’t, dear?” 
He turned quickly then an.d was gone.

Eve closed the door and bolted it, 
and stood listening to their footfalls 
become fainter and fainter. Alone 
now, the courage she had felt seemed 
to drain from her body.

Excepting Oren there was not one 
of them that she felt she could trust. 
Now Oren was gone—back into the 
night that had spawned those fright
ful horrors. She felt an impulse to 
run after him, beg him to come back, 
to stay with her and let the others go. 
But she mastered that impulse and 
went back to the bed and sat down.

The house was utterly silent. Even 
the distant throb of the waterfall was 
shut out now. Eve shivered. The 
emptiness of the room tormented her 
like a tomb's closed silence. She 
stared at the shaded windows, felt 
the illusion of eyes staring, spying at 
her from the cracks beneath the 
blinds.

She tried to banish the obsession, 
but couldn’t. She got up and put out 
the light, raised a shade. A blue shaft 
of moonlight slanted through the pane, 
lay in an irregular square on the bed. 
This was better than the glaring light, 
exposing her to the imagined stare of 
demon eyes. She lay down on the 
bed, her head propped high, one hand 
touching the cold steel of the re
volver.

How silent it was, how utterly, 
tormentingly silent! Shadow shapes 
beyond the moonlight’s reach began 
to assume queer shapes, to move and 
shift, advance and retreat. She fixed

her eyes on the window to keep from 
looking at them, Btared at the pale 
sky above the treetops, at the shadows 
along the patio wall.

Where were Oren and Guido now? 
Had they stayed together or had they 
separated? The latter was more like
ly. She shuddered, thinking of Oren 
alone in that haunted darkness. 
Would he go toward the falls again, 
braving that peril for the very reason 
that he feared it?

Her thoughts scattered. She sat up, 
breathless. Had she imagined it or 
had a dark shape moved, there in the 
shadows of the patio? Yes, something 
was moving there. Quivering in every 
nerve and muscle, she slid from the 
bed and crept to the window.

Through the moon glazed pane she 
saw the figure clearly now. A man, 
stooped, so that 6he could not see his 
face, was sidling furtively from 
shadow to shadow, moving toward 
the house. He passed out of her 
range of vision.

Softly Eve unlocked the window, 
slowly raised it. Then cautiously she 
thrust out her head. Moonlight 
washed the hacienda wall. The figure 
had vanished. The barred window of 
the death room was next to the win
dow from which she stared. Beyond 
that was a door. Had he gone in 
there?

A thin shaft of light splashed sud
denly against the bars of the next 
window. It vanished quickly. The 
man had gone into the death room and 
was in there with a flashlight!

EVE crept back to the bed and got 
the revolver. Her immediate 

impulse was to fire it, sound the 
alarm. But that would warn the in
truder and he would escape. Quietly 
she tiptoed back to the window, and 
climbed through. With pounding 
heart she crept along the hacienda 
wall, stole to the window, and peered 
in through iron grill-work.

Chill fingers of dismay clutched at 
her throat then. The man crouching 
in the shadows of the death room was 
Guido!

Near the wall to the left of the bed, 
he stooped Intent on somethin*. He
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moved slightly and Eve saw his fin
gers twirling the dial of a wall safe 
which a painting on the wall had con
cealed. Now the safe swung open and 
he thrust in his hand, began to draw 
out documents—ancient looking pa
pers with faded seals. Some he pushed 
back into the safe. Others he thrust 
into his pocket. Presently he closed 
the safe, replaced the painting, and 
snapped off the light.

Scuttling to the shelter of a shrub. 
Eve crouched in the shadows, quaking 
with indecision. If she ran to the 
basement for Blade and the deputy, it 
might be too late. Guido would have 
made his escape. Should she follow 
him?

The door into the patio opened 
silently, and he was coming out. 
Quickly he cat-footed across the 
moonlight patio and went through the 
gate. Eve tiptoed silently after him. 
She saw him taking the trail that led 
up to the springs.

Creeping out silently, Eve followed, 
leaf mold muffling her footfalls. 
She caught sight of Guido again as 
he mounted the steep climb that led 
to the basin. Crouching behind a 
boulder, she stared up. He had passed 
out of her range of vision now. Hud
dled low, digging her feet into the 
loose rocks, Eve began to climb. As 
her head rose above the level of the 
shelf, she halted. The rumble of the 
falls dinned in her ears. The swirling 
vapors from the cave’s mouth billowed 
out in dense clouds. Then her eyes 
became accustomed to the floating 
spray and she made out Guido’s shape 
again—his dark shadow was dissolv
ing in the mist, vanishing into the 
mouth of the cave.

Eve pulled herself up to the basin's 
rim. The cave! Why hadn’t they 
thought of it before? Beyond its 
black fog-belching mouth must lie the 
answer to the whole ghastly enigma.

Eve straightened. At her feet, 
silvered by the moon, the Mirror of 
Toveyo churned and boiled. Staring 
into it, listening to the weird throb
bing, Eve’s brain spun too. Should 
she go back for help?

Doggedly, taking a grip on her wan
ing courage, Eve forced her reluctant

feet toward the jagged rocks that 
formed rude steps up to the cave’s 
lower lip. She reached the narrow 
ledge, slimed with moss. Poised pre
cariously there with the warm cur
rents rushing past her feet, she stared 
into the tenuous veils of mist that hid 
the hollow vault of darkness. Clutch
ing a moist splinter of rock with a 
shaking hand, she hesitated. Could 
she possibly go in?

A shrieking gust of hysteria froze 
her body. Out of the boiling mist a 
shape was materializing—a nightmare 
shape that seemed spawned in the 
twisted dreams of lunacy. A horrible, 
corpselike face, leered from tossing 
black hair, and beneath it loomed a 
hunched body^shadowy, batlike. It 
was splashing toward her through the 
warm currents of the shallow stream.

All reason deserted Eve then, swal
lowed by a wave of intolerable terror. 
With a shriek that beat pitifully 
against the thunder of the cataract 
she staggered back, lost her balance 
and slipped. Lurching out, she went 
hurtling down into the darkness.

Her body struck the surface of the 
deep pool and sank like a plummet as 
darkness enveloped her. Then she 
was up, choking, spitting, tossed like 
a chip in the spinning current. Fight
ing against the pull of the whirlpool, 
she flung herself toward the graveled 
edge. Her fingers clawed desperately 
at the slimed rim. Choking, she lifted 
dazed eyes, and too late tried to push 
herself back.

The ghastly shape from the cav î 
was crouched now on the pool’s rim. 
Bony fingers clutched at her, pulled 
her with a jerk through the fringe 
of foam to the shore. Then some
thing soft and heavy like a sandbag 
slugged dully against her skull. Her 
body went limp, her spinning brain 
whizzed off into darkness.

CHAPTER V 
The Whir] of Death

IT was the screaming that aroused 
her—the screams and the horrible 

throbbing sound which beat against
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her ears. Eve opened her eyes. 
Clouds of sulphurous fog enveloped 
her ? the humid heat was stifling. She 
wag sagging limply against the slimy 
walls of a cave. One of her ankles 
was fastened by a heavy chain to a 
rock. The warm current flowed past 
her, and a bluish haze lit the cloudy 
darkness.

Eve moved, sat up. Beyond the 
current a pallid face shone through 
the bright blue fog—the face of 
Picada’s daughter! The girl lay half in 
the current, half out, still, as if dead. 
But as Eve splashed toward her to the 
and of her chain, the girl raised her 
head. Her wild eyes focused with 
an effort, and she screamed:

“Madre Maria! I thought I was 
dead. Cannot I die?”

The pitiful wail curdled Eve’s blood, 
but she fought against the hopeless 
despair that threatened to swamp her.

‘‘Who brought you here?” she called 
above the throbbing din and the wild 
cries that gusted through the haze.

“ But I do not know,” the girl’s 
choked voice replied. “ Some monster 
thing captured us, beat us, and 
brought us here.” She paused, listen
ing to the fearful cries. “ He is tor
turing Father now.” Her words 
dwindled to a shriek.

“Stop it I” Eve yelled. “ We must 
get out of here. Tell me all you know 
about this awful business. W hy did 

ou and your father come here any- 
ow?”
“ Father came here from Mexico,” 

the girl 6obbed, “ to buy the Deverney 
place. It is the spring he wants—this 
accursed water. Somehow he heard 
of it. It is valuable—a priceless 
mineral water.”

Eve’s brain was clearing. This 
much was plain : the mineral water, its 
value unguessed for years, had sud
denly become the prize in a bloody 
game. But who? She could not an
swer that. But she was now certain 
that the fiend behind the horror was 
human, and since he was human he 
could be beaten.

The Picada girl was screaming 
again, and struggling with the chain 
that held her.

“ Stop it,” Eve cried, “save your

strength. If we can only bold out 
until Oren finds us.”

“ Orenl” the girl was scornful. “But 
he is here too. While you were un
conscious the monster dragged him 
in. You see, there is no hope!”

Eve jerked back. The weird throb
bing which had come from a branch
ing tunnel where the blue light burn
ed, suddenly ceased, but the horrible 
screams rose higher. Then, into the 
blue aura of the light, a maniacal 
figure was leaping— Picada!

Naked now, his short squat body 
was a twitching, spinning thing that 
seemed alive with some diabolical 
power. Pitching forward, he somer
saulted into the water, flung himself 
upright, and with wild yelps went 
lurching and spinning toward the 
cowering figure of his daughter.

Eve flung herself against the cavern 
wall. Hiding her eyes and stopping 
her ears with her palms, she tried to 
shut out the fearful sounds; the wild 
scream of the girl, the thud and splash 
of grappling bodies, the madman’s 
abysmal yammering.

A FTER an eternity of terror she 
looked up. One glance was 

enough. The girl lay limp beside the 
convulsed, jerking body of the man, 
her head lolling weirdly in the water, 
her dark hair flowing with the current. 
Picada lay pitching and heaving in 
death spasms, but a new horror had 
taken his place.

The hideous monster Eve had seen 
stood in the lighted opening to the 
torture cavern. Smeared by the eerie 
bluish glare, his hunched form looked 
a figure out of some concealed myth— 
a feathered demon-thing from the 
grisly lore of the all-powerful Aztecs. 
A dark breech clout girdled his lean 
loins and over his shoulders was 
thrown a cloak of woven feathers 
which spread out in a wing effect 
when he moved his arms. The hor
rible twisted face with the lank black 
hair straggling over it was leering at 
her now out of beady reptilian eyes.

“ You will be next,” a harsh voice 
spoke. “ Come nearer and you shall 
see me prepare your lover for 
Tovayo’s dance of death.”
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Oren! Oren was in there. In a few 
moments he would be like Picada, 
would lurch out, a howling madman!

Fearfully Eve stumbled out into the 
current, stared past the monster into 
the lighted off-set. Hanging from 
the ceiling of the small chamber, a 
carbide miner’s lamp shot a jet of 
blue flame into the air. Its weird 
glow splashed over two bodies on the 
floor. One of them was the bruised, 
half-naked body of the servant-girl, 
Maria. The other was Oren, uncon
scious, his arms and ankles bound. 
Then Eve saw something else.

On an axle protruding from the 
solid wall of stone hung a giant wheel. 
From its iron hub huge spokes of 
wood spread out to a heavy rim. Be
hind it a belt ran out to a small gaso
line engine a few yards away. The 
purpose of the deadly contrivance be
came clear at once.

The grotesquely garbed fiend had 
stepped back into the cavern. Stoop
ing, he lifted Oren’s unconscious 
body, propped it upright against the 
wheel. Then, as Eve stared in a help
less terror, he began to bind it fast 
to the mammoth spokes.

Finished, he stepped back. Oren 
hung there like a figure on a crucifix, 
his head lolling, still unconscious. 
The fiend had reached back to a pro
jecting shelf of rock and picked up a 
large hypodermic syringe filled with 
some blackish substance.

“This,” he said, leering at Eve as 
he fingered the gleaming instrument, 
‘ ‘is filled with a preparation of magi
cal properties—it changes human be
ings into beasts. Long ago the ahkins, 
or devil-priests of the Aztecs mixed a 
powerful medicine, teopatli, from the 
tuberous roots of the vinagrilla and 
other secret herbs.

“Arrows or knives tipped with this 
potent drug induced in their victims 
a murder-madness that make the rav
ages of hashish tame by comparison. 
I have improved on this ancient for
mula. I have added to it the venom 
of the rattlesnake and doses of the 
poison of the Black Widow spider. 
As a result, I am able to destroy my 
monsters after a fixed time by varying 
the doses of poison.”

Leering hideously, he stepped to 
the giant wheel. "This,” he said, "is 
my final touch of artistry. After in
jecting the drug, I spin the victim on 
my wheel. That creates the beauty 
of the death dance. The delicate 
organs in the ears which control 
equilibrium are upset.

“When my victim is released, howl
ing alternately from the pain of the 
poison and the madness of the drug, 
he cannot stand on his feet, can only 
spin, lurch and roll. He thus becomes 
a human Juggernaut of incredible 
strength, seizing, crushing, destroying 
everything in his path, until finally 
the tissue-destroying snake venom 
brings the death convulsions which 
leave him a hideous, discolored 
corpse.”

“You beast!” Eve heard herself 
shrieking. “You monster!” The 
words choked in her throat. Words 
would not help now.

M ADLY she stared at the stream 
flowing past her feet, and her 

brain grappled desperately with an 
idea. The stream could be used to 
carry a message to the others outside, 
if only—

While the fiend hesitated, watching 
her, she suddenly stripped off her 
suede jacket, tossed it in the current; 
her blouse followed. Then, stifling 
her shame, she tore her skirt from her 
limbs, stood with the pink and white 
of her lovely body clad only in thin 
underthings gleaming seductively in 
the eerie light.

The fiend had paused, was devour
ing her with eyes in which lewd 
yellow lights were crawling shame
lessly. Eve lifted her head, stretched 
out her arms toward the hunched 
lecherous figure. Out of the corner 
of her eye she saw that the clothing 
she had discarded was being carried 
by the current toward the cave's 
mouth. Someone would be searching, 
someone would find them, and would 
follow the clue into the cavern . . .

Huskily, from deep in her throat, 
Eve’s voice forced itself out, plead
ing: "Spare him, only spare him, an4 
you can have me. I ’ll do anything 
you order.”
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The fiend had moved nearer; now 
•he cowered before the flitter of his 
avid eyes. W ith a quick step he 
reached her; she could hear his hot 
breath rasp behind the carved mask. 
One of his arms slid about her waist 
and pulled her in a savage hug 
against his body.

“ No, no,” Eve screamed, “you must 
release him. You can’t—”

He held her, struggling. “ Can’t I? ” 
he mocked, his left hand brandishing 
the hypodermic. “But, I'll not bar
gain with you. What I want I take!” 

Half smothered by his horrible em
brace, Eve flung herself away from 
him. He let her go, stared at her 
cackling with hellish laughter. Then 
he turned and darted back to the 
wheel. Eve saw his purpose then and 
screamed, tugging wildly at the chain 
that held her ankle.

The gasoline motor sputtered into 
life, the great wheel groaned and 
creaked as it began to turn. A hoarse 
cry volleyed from Oren’3 throat. The 
motion had awakened him. But now 
the wheel was moving and he was 
spinning with it, round and round in 
the mad whirl of death.

The fiend was splashing toward her 
again. This time he seized her at 
once, held her with the gleaming point 
of the hypodermic needle pressed 
against the flesh of her arm. “ Strug-

fle against me now,” he growled, “and 
11 plunge it in.”
Paralyzed, Eve stared at his hide

ous face, dropped her eyes to the glis
tening needle. Better the needle than 
the horror of the fiend’s embrace, then 
death at the hands of her own mad
dened lover.

Abruptly she jerked back. The 
crash of a gunshot reverberated above 
the throb of the engine, and a yellow 
blob of fire exploded in the swirling 
vapors. Then a figure was lunging 
out of the misty shadows— Dr. Blade, 
a leveled pistol in his hand.

The fiend had whirled, but instead 
of running, he lurched nearer to Eve, 
dragged her against him. Blade stag
gered to a halt.

“ Shoot now if you will,”  the fiend 
snarled. The point of the needle 
pricked the flesh of Eve’s arm. “Have

you discovered the secret of my 
poison by your autopsy?"

“ I ’ve discovered enough,” Blade 
growled hoarsely. “ I suspected the 
rattlesnake venom from the first."

“ Then,” the fiend cackled, “ if you 
wish to see this woman die as the 
others have died, try shooting at me!” 

Blade simply stared, stunned by 
this horrible alternative.

“Shoot anyhow!” Eve screamed. 
“ At least save Oren!”

But she knew that he wouldn't. 
Then an idea flooded her mind. She 
could still sacrifice herself. Once 
Blade saw that the fiend had done 
his worst, he would kill him and Oren 
would be saved!

With all her strength. Eve flung 
herself against her captor. She felt 
the bite of the needle strike like a 
scorpion’s sting. Then a blow struck 
her face. She lurched back, scream
ing, and her last conscious impression 
was the sight of Blade charging for
ward, the pistol spitting orange jets 
of fire.

IT seemed to Eve that she was lying 
in some pit of hell and demons 

were tearing at her arm. Someone 
was screaming at her from a distance. 
With a jerk she came awake.

She was lying on the ledge at the 
basin’s rim and the night was bright 
with stars. The flames came from a 
lantern on the ground and the demons 
tormenting her were Oren and Dr. 
Blade. Oren was holding her tight 
with his uninjured arm, and Dr. Blade 
was twisting a tourniquet between 
her shoulder and her elbow.

“ Steady, darling,” Oren’s voice 
flowed over her like a caress. “ Steady 
now, you didn't get a full charge of 
the poison—only a little of it. Blade 
shot the fiend before he could press 
the plunger. You’ll be all right.” 

Blade had twisted the tourniquet 
tight, and was now pressing a whiskey 
bottle to her lips.

“ You’re not hurt, Oren?” she 
gasped.

“ I was sick and shaky,” he an
swered, “but they got me off the 
wheel in a hurry. I shouldn’t have 
let him capture me, wouldn’t have, if
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It hadn’t been for this broken arm. 
He slipped up on me with a sandbag 
while I was looking for Picada.” 

“And the fiend," she asked, “was it 
Guido?”

“Guido?"
“Yes, he—” Her glance had wan

dered to the shadows beneath the cliff 
and she jerked up with a sudden 
scream. “There—look!"

Lolling against the cliff wall were 
the ragged, haggard-faced Mexicans 
who had accosted them on the road, 
and standing in front of them was 
Guido.

Now he came toward her, smiling. 
“My dear sister-in-law to-be,” he 
said, chuckling. “ Is that the sort of 
greeting— ?”

“But,” Eve said bewildered, “ I saw 
you in the death room, rifling the 
safe!”

He had stopped beside her. “ So 
you saw that? Yes, I rifled the safe, 
I found out what I wanted to know 
there. Then I came directly to the 
cave. I was rather hasty and foolish, 
I ’m afraid. The monster took me by 
surprise, as he did the others, slugged 
me and dragged me into his lair, 
where I’d probably be now if it hadn’t 
been for your courage.”

Eve’s head was spinning with be
wilderment. “ But who?”

“The fiend,” Oren said gravely, “was 
Uncle Jackson."

“ But he was dead! He was hanging 
there, we all saw him.”

“ What we saw,” Oren said, “was a 
clever 6et-up. He fooled us. He 
placed the noose about his own neck 
and tied it to a rafter. But the tips 
of his toes, if you remember, were 
touching the floor, and he was leaning 
against the wall. He was a good 
actor, and he knew that we would run 
for the doctor at once and that would 
give him the opportunity to escape. 
When he had finished with his diabol
ical work of murder, he would have 
claimed that some fiend—probably one 
of us—carried him away half dead, 
and that he later recovered.”

£? M  ND it was the mineral spring 
X m  he wanted?” Eve asked. “ But 

I thought that was already his.”

“So did we,” Guido put in, “until 
I found those papers in his safe to
night. The place had been the prop
erty of our dead father and we were 
legally entitled to it, as well as to 
other property which he had em
bezzled.

“ I learned too that the myth about 
our Indian ancestry was a lie. Our 
mother was Spanish, of a fine old 
family. Uncle Jackson had invented 
the other story for a sinister purpose. 
Malcom must have discovered the 
truth two years ago, and Uncle Jack- 
son must have killed him to silence 
him. It fitted in with the myth of the 
curse, and later, when he discovered 
the value of the spring, he used the 
same legend to cover what he planned 
as a thorough eradication of the rest 
of us.”

“And the others—Picada, Vautrin?”
“Vautrin,” Guido said, “was the 

man who discovered the medicinal 
value of the waters. He and Uncle 
Jackson had a written agreement 
about that, but Uncle Jackson broke 
it when Picada came from Mexico 
with a fabulous offer for the springs. 
Vautrin swallowed his anger and 
waited for a chance to get the old 
man where he wanted him. He must 
have known that Uncle Jackson had 
swindled us.

“After hiding under the bed and see
ing Uncle Jackson pull his little stunt 
tonight, Vautrin, I suppose, went to 
the cave and threatened him with ex
posure. We know what happened to 
him. Picada and his daughter must 
have stumbled into the cave''while 
searching for Vautrin.”

“ And the Mexican servants,” Eve 
said. “ Why did he kill —them?”

“ Because they knew too much,” 
Guido answered. “ Geofredo had help
ed him install the motor. But he let 
the secret leak out, and that’s what 
excited those Mexicans who were on 
the road tonight. Aroused by the 
rumors, they were suspicious of all of 
us. But it’s fortunate they were 
around, for it was one of them who 
found your clothes when they floated 
out and summoned Blade to the 
rescue.”

Eve lapsed comfortably back in
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Oren’B arms, stared silently at the 
silver ribbon of the falls. “ And it’s 
really as valuable as all that?" she 
asked.

“ W e don’t know just how valuable,’’ 
Oren said, “but Guido found among 
the papers in the safe an opinion from 
a noted chemist who says there's noth
ing else like it on the continent. At 
any rate, my dear, it’s worth enough 
that you and I will never have to teach

school again. Isn’t that wonderful?”
“Darling!”  she said softly and look

ed up into his face in time to see him 
wink at Guido.

Guido discreetly picked up the lan
tern and moved it a few yards away. 
Dr. Blade turned and stared at the 
swirling pool. As Oren bent to kiss 
her, Eve thought she heard one of the 
Mexicans chuckle softly, but he was 
quickly nudged into silence.
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STEPCH ILD  O F  
SATAN

"Paul," th e whispered, " I ’ve com e again to see  you ."

Jealousy Prompts a Heinous Deed, and the Word of Guilt 
Comes from the Lips of a Strange Accuser!

By DAVID X. MANNERS
Author o f "M urder Addition,”  "C orpse Crack-U p," etc.

I T was a pretty gay affair, this 
wedding of Grace Foster and 
Paul Linwood. That is, gay for 

everyone but me. You see, I was the 
one left out in the cold. Naturally I 
felt pretty blue. Blue? W hy not be 
frank? Now that it’s all over there’s 
nothing to hide. I may as well say I

felt as miserable and as let down as 
any man ever has on this earth.

When I saw Grace Foster climb into 
Paul Linwood’s swanky cabin plane 
beside her groom, I couldn’t restrain 
myself any longer. I broke down and 
began to cry like a child. Maybe 
after you see what follows you’ll
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think I'm some kind of a monster de
void of human feelings. Maybe 
you’ve a right to that opinion. But 
losing a sweet girl like Grace was no 
fun for me, and I felt it.

I choked back my tearB and crowd
ed through to the door of the plane. 
Paul Linwood was already at the con
trols and the propeller was whirring. 
There was a smile a mile wide on his 
face.

"Good luck, Paul, you luckv stiff,” 
I said, extending my hand that was 
trembling with emotion, to him. I 
was the loser congratulating him— 
the winner. And wmat a prize he had 
won!

"Goodby, Grace,” I said, the tears 
blurring ray eyes as I took her soft, 
white hand. Through the blur I was 
seeing a vision of loveliness. If Grace 
Poster had been beautiful before, she 
was a hundred times more beautiful 
now. I couldn’t say any more.

She trilled a musical laugh, and I 
felt that I could hear a note of pained 
sympathy for me in it. "Aren’t you 
going to kiss the bride?” she ban
tered.

I held her steady in my gaze for a 
moment, and then I bent over and 
kissed her lightly upon her lips. I 
could feel the warm flush of her face 
close to mine, and I was conscious of 
a heavenly, delicate fragrance of 
orange blossoms. Then and only 
then did I feel the true depth of my 
loss, and I cursed myself for the fool 
I was. Now it was too late for re
grets.

The door of the cabin plane closed 
slowly, and the crowd that was round 
about fell away to make room for the 
take-off. I buried my face in my 
hands and turned away. I didn’t 
want to see what was happening. My 
grief and remorse was already more 
than I could bear.

The celebrating throng about me 
was having its fun, cheering and 
shouting goodbys and throwing rice. 
I didn’t care to make a public display 
of myself, any more than I had to, so 
I took my troubles and myself off to a 
far corner and tried to be calm.

Jack Pixley saw me and caftre over.
"What’s the matteT, Steve?” he

asked. "You’re white as a ghost and
trembling.”

I didn't answer, but I guess be 
judged what was wrong by the help
less way I shrugged my shoulders.

“ I see,” he sympathized. "Some 
guys get all the breaks. Though what 
she Sees in that homely mug, Paul 
Linwood—’’

A sudden roar sounded from down 
the field.

“Look! They’re taking o ff!”
I turned mechanically, and then 

quickly I turned my face away. I 
didn’t want to see the take-off, I 
couldn’t. . . .

THE drone died softly away as the 
plane taxied down the field, and 

craned necks bent upwards as it took 
the air.

Jack Pixley was pulling on my 
sleeve. “ Look. That guy Linwood's 
hardly In the air and he’s going to 
loop the loop. That’s what I call—” 

A sickened, anguished cTy broke 
from the crowd. I jerked my eyes 
upward. The plane was halfway up 
on the first part of the loop, and it 
was faltering. A wing was crumpling 
and falling away!

A second later it was plunging 
earthward, and I was watching it 
with a sort of hypnotic fascination.

A greyish wisp of smoke went up 
from it as it crashed into the ground. 
There was a dull boom and it burst 
into flames. The crowd surged for
ward, and I raced madly through it.

“ It’s no use!” somebody cried out. 
“ Stand back or you’ll all get burned!” 
The plane fuselage was a raging fur
nace of flame.

I ran forward till the heat beat me 
back. I was shouting with wild grief. 
“ Grace! Grace I Oh, my God I”

And then suddenly I saw her. She 
wasn’t in the plane. She was on the 
ground, and she was trying to crawl 
away from the intense heat that was 
licking behind her.

By some miracle she had been 
thrown clear of the wreck!

IT ’S strange how things happen.
The same accident that snuffed 

out Paul Linwood’s life left Grace
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Foster completely unharmed. She 
hadn't even a scratch on her, but she 
was never the same again. I often 
thought that it might have been bet
ter, even for her, if she, too, had lost 
her life in that crash. But the sinis
ter fate had ruled otherwise, and so 
it was.

I must confess I felt no grief that 
Paul Linwood was gone. I had never 
cared for him, and when I realized 
that he was taking Grace from me, 
my affection for him was in no way 
increased.

For a long time I left Grace Foster 
to herself. It was an awkward situa
tion. I did not like to put myself in 
the position of profiting from the 
dead. But still there was that pas
sion within me that wanted Grace 
more than any man ever wanted a 
woman.

I bided my time, and when I felt 
that it was completely proper I be
gan to once again call on her.

She was beautiful. Jet-black hair 
that fell in soft, silky waves, and blue 
eyes. What man’s heart could be still 
when she 6miled on him? Was there 
any wonder that I was crazy about 
her? I recall now the first time I went 
to her home. It was a warm evening 
in early fall, and the leaves were just 
beginning to turn into their red and 
gold colors. We sat together on the 
veranda, looking quietly down over 
the broad valley that Btretched below 
us.

“ You’ve come,” she had said sim
ply, in greeting me, and she threw her 
arms about my neck and kissed me. 
Naturally I was surprised, but I 
didn't see that I could object.

She seemed very solicitous about 
my health, and asked me in detail 
what I had been doing. Then I real
ized what she was up to. She was 
trying to forget. I considered my
self no bad bargain. I had money, 
and it's no great compliment to my
self if I say that I was better-looking 
than Paul Linwood.

Grace made it easy for me. We 
went around quite a bit, and when I 
asked her to marry me, she readily 
assented. W e started on our honey
moon on December 15th, exactly six

months to the day that Paul Linwood 
had been killed.

And then it started. When the red
cap was getting our luggage together 
at the station she called me Pauli

It sent chills up my back, and my 
feet went icy. I almost told her, but 
then I saw that she hadn’t noticed the 
slip of her tongue, and I let it go. I 
was rather glad that she hadn’t no
ticed her own error in calling me 
Paul. It was no time for sad memories. 
And then it happened again, and 
again!

And on our wedding night as she 
lay in my arms, 6he ran her slender, 
white fingers through my hair, and 
whispered tenderly in my ear, "Paul, 
I do love you so much!”

THAT was just the beginning.
Consistently now she called me 

Paul until she set me nearly half 
crazy.

“ Grace dear, my name Is Steve,’’ I 
reminded her quietly at first, and fi
nally as I grew more irritable I 
shouted at her, “ Paul Linwood's 
dead t Dead and buried t Did you 
marry him, or did you marry me?” 

And then half insanely I began to 
wonder if Grace Foster, too, hadn't 
been killed in that airplane crash, and 
that I had married a ghost. A ghost 
that had come to haunt and plague 
me.

Grace didn’t seem to understand. 
“ Yes, I know,” she would say, and 
then a moment later she would be 
calling me by that damned name 
again.

I had done no wrong in marrying 
her. Paul Linwood was dead, and she 
was free to do as she pleased. And 
then I began to curse myself for ever 
thinking that she loved me. It was a 
dead corpse she was in love with, not 
me! Those passionate kisses of hers 
were meant for him, not me. Those 
ardent protestations of love were for 
his ears, not mine!

And then every time I reproved her 
she grew sad and her blue eyes would 
grow wide with tears. She was more 
beautiful than ever then in a wistful, 
ethereal sort of way, and I felt like 
a beast for making her unhappy.
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Finally it did begin to sink into her 
that I was Stephen Andrews and not 
Paul. And then, strangely enough, I 
was sorry that it had. Now she be
came melancholy and cold. I didn’t 
exist for her at all. She looked at 
me without seeing me. And her em
brace was lifeless and without 
meaning.

So I began to humor her. It waB 
better to have her love and affection 
in an in-between sort of way than not 
at all, but something had now been 
lost between us. The spell and illu
sion were broken.

She took to sitting in the dark with 
me, with only a red light for illumi
nation. And I sat with her hours at 
an end at a ouija board, and she would 
read off imaginary messages to her
self. Messages that were always from 
Paul, of course.

One night I awakened from sleep 
to find that she was gone. Her place 
in bed was cold, and I knew she had 
been gone some time. Quickly I got 
out of bed and switched on the lights, 
and there she came walking in 
through the door, her face flushed, 
and her eyes wide with a happy ex
citement that she could not hide.

“Grace, where have you been?” I 
asked.

“Just down to get some air," she 
said calmly. “ It was so warm up 
here.”

I looked at her, and then at the bed
room windows. They were both open 
wide, and through them was coming a 
cold crisp blast of January air. And 
I looked down at pink-trimmed mules 
she was wearing. They were thick 
with the muddy clay of country 
fields.

Like a flash my mind went back to 
my seeing her slippers muddy like 
that on more than one occasion in the 
past. I had thought little of it then. 
Now I realized that she must have 
been going out on these midnight ex
cursions frequently. I, being a very 
sound sleeper, had never before no
ticed that she had gone.

The following night instead of 
dozing off the moment my head 
touched the pillow, I stayed awake. 
When the old Tower Church clock

struck twelve I felt her stirring be
side me. She was listening raptly for 
a moment to hear my breathing. Ap
parently satisfied that I was asleep, 
she slipped quietly out of bed. Clad 
only in her sheer, linen gown, she was 
leaving the room.

I waited, then followed her.
Stepping quickly, she cut across 

the fields, the wind flouncing past her.
Long before she reached that long 

stone wall that dipped and rose along 
the hills, had I guessed her destina
tion.

When she came to the wall she 
stopped. Then quickly she climbed 
over it. In a moment she was lost 
among the gravestones, that reared 
gaunt and white in the moonlight.

Sickening horror and dismay 
clutched my heart. My head was reel
ing and my feet were numb as I vault
ed the wall after her. And then I, 
too, was with her there in Sycamore 
Hills Cemetery 1

BRIGHT moonlight shone. With 
ease she was picking her way 

past the headstones. Dressed in her 
long, white gown she seemed a ghost 
hovering there among the dead. Sud
denly she stopped as if she had lost 
her way, and a cry broke from her 
lips.

“Pauli Paul, where are you?” 
Good Lord, she was calling him! 

And now, once again, she was head
ing for the grey granite mausoleum 
that held his bones.

From somewhere a key had ap
peared in her hand. She was thrust
ing it in the lock that closed the way 
into the tomb. Then with a harsh, 
grating sound the iron-barred door 
had been pushed open.

“Paul. Paul, I ’m here, my darling!” 
I stumbled toward the tomb’s door 

after her. My clenching fists grabbed 
the iron bars, and like a madman I 
looked inside. High up on one wall 
was a grated opening through which 
the moonlight streamed brightly, 
casting its fiendish glare upon a sight 
that I pray I may be struck blind, 
rather than see again.

Grace was standing beside the 
vault that was carved with the name
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of Paul Linwood. She had shoved 
away its top-piece, and now she had 
opened the black lid of the coffin be
fore her.

"Paul,” she whispered, “ I ’ve come 
again to see you.” And with that she 
raised her leg as if to climb in beside 
him!

I didn't know what I was doing. 
Everything had gone black before 
me. I swung open the iron-barred 
door, and a cry of horror and warning 
anguish tore from my throat.

'‘Grace/”
She wheeled about, her eyes flash

ing fire. With a whimpering moan 
she fled past me, out of the tomb, out 
into the open stone-flecked field.

And one after another screams 
were bursting from her lungs. With 
one final despairing shriek t»be was 
gone. Gone from before my eyes. It 
were as if the earth had opened up 
and swallowed her!

I staggered limply forward after 
her. If the earth had swallowed her, 
let it swallow me too! And then my 
head cleared, and I saw what had hap
pened.

There was a newly dug, open grave 
there. I climbed up the little mound 
of earth and looked down into it. 
There she lay in the frost-bitten pit, 
whimpering painfully to herself. She 
had broken both her legs in the fa ll!

How I ever got her to the hospital 
I don’t remember. My mind is a 
blank, perhaps blessedly so. At day
break Grace died, but not before she 
had given birth to a child. The acci
dent had precipitated her condition. 
The child, they said, was premature.

I was completely broken up, I knew 
no comfort. The doctor tried to con
sole me.

“ Yes,” he said, “ your wife is gone, 
but you have a son.”

Slowly I saw the futility of my 
grief. I did have a son that was hers 
and mine. A son that would always 
be a living reminder of her.

And then I thought, “ I shall call it 
Paul. Paul was dead a year and a 
half now. For Grace’s sake I would 
give it that name. I knew she herself 
would have it so. Perhaps it was 
ironical for me to give it that name,

but I felt that I owed something to 
both Grace and Paul, and I wanted 
to make amends.

I knew the baby must be dark
haired. Both Grace and I were dark, 
I only hoped that it might have her 
sparkling, dancing, blue eyes.

“ Let me see the child,”  I asked. 
“ May I?”

I was shown the way to it. It was 
a large baby. I could tell that imme
diately by its form beneath its blan
ket. It was perfectly still, and slow
ly I pulled back the covers so that I 
might 6ee its face.

My heart stood still, and then it be
gan a wild, palpitating beat.

The baby had mouse-colored hair, 
a stubby nose, and a sharply forward 
thrust to its jaw that was unmistak
able.

"Paul Linwood 1” The cry jerked 
involuntarily from my lips. Tfaia was 
not my child. Those night excursions 
away from home to that tomb. This 
child was something that. . . .

I spun about. I was leaving. I was 
getting out. I was—

“ Steve!”
The sound of a voice calling my 

name stopped me. There was no one 
in the room to be calling me.

"Steve!” The voice was firmer this 
time, and it came from the. . . .

Yes, I killed the baby. You’ve prob
ably seen my picture in all the papers. 
They call me a fiend, a monster. 
They’ve compared me to some kind 
of a poisonous spider that kills its 
young for no reason.

I’ve never told them the real reason 
for my doing it. I ’d rather spend the 
rest of my life in the penitentiary 
than in some insane asylum. Un
doubtedly that’s where they’d put me 
if I told the truth.

That kid would probably banre died 
anyway. Something was wrong with 
it. Babies don’t normally talk when 
they’re bhrn. And it wasn’t just my 
imagination. When I heard that 
voice, it was the voice of Paul Lin
wood that I heard. And it said:

"Steve, why did you do it? Why 
did you weaken those wing-struts on 
my plane, so that it fell to pieces 
once I got in the air?n
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CHARNEL HOUSE
Wolves Howi a Chorus of Ghoulish Dirges as a 

Monstrous, Horrifying Thing Points the Clammy Hand 
of Death at Cauldwell Hall

By ANDREW HOLLIDAY
CHAPTER I

M an or B e a s t ?

EIL CLARK ground his cigar
ette into the ash tray. The 
place was getting him. pjom 

the first, three years ago, when Thad- 
deus Cauldwell became his guardian, 
he’d hated Cauldwell Hall. Now his 
feeling was more than hate for the 
ugly old pile.

Day by day it had grown in spite 
of him. There was nothing he could

3*

put his finger on—and that worried 
him more than anything else. If 
Paula would only come away—

He whipped around suddenly. Tad, 
Paula’s younger brother, stood in the 
doorway, a loose smile about his slack 
lips. He drew close.

“Got a pair of rifles since you were 
here last,” he said. His voice was 
low, hi3 eyes warily on the door. “ I 
know you like hunting Want to 
come along?"

Neil stared at him. Thaddeus Cauld-
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well’s Father had been too radical even 
for the Sodomites. He’d gone off, 
built the Hall here, where it was still 
nine miles by a narrow footpath from 
other human habitation.

Thaddeus was even more fanatical. 
The strictest rule of his belief was 
against killing. And here was Thad
deus’ son asking him to go hunting!

“You’re kidding me,” he said. 
“Your Father wouldn’t let you.”

“He doesn’t know,” Tad said. “ I’ve 
got the guns cached in the woods.” 

“What about the reports, even so?" 
Tad winked slyly. “Silencers.” He 

shrugged, half in apology. “Some
body’s got to get rid of the wolves. 
Coming?”

Neil nodded. The wolves did need 
attention before they invaded the 
night. Odd, though, for Tad to have 
such a simple unselfish motive.

Not for the first time Neil thought 
what a queer lot the Cauldwells were. 
Grannie climbing the stairs as they 
went along the hall—a creaking bag 
of bones in black crepe, deaf as a door
nail, almost voiceless, like a shadow 
in need of oiling.

Paula’s elder sister, Isabel, on the 
veranda—dark, statuesque, more man 
than woman. And there with her, 
Agnes Cauldwell and Guy Ferris. 
Agnes, a sweet, nunlike woman, un
lucky enough to have become Thad
deus’ second wife.

Guy Ferris, her son, a meek little 
duck—more like an office clerk than 
the mining engineer he was. He had 
a mother complex if any man ever had 
it. Paula just didn’t belong—

The dark wall of trees loomed ahead 
of them like a thing alive. Under
foot, coarse weed grass scraped their 
shoes with tough razor-edged blades. 
It was the only plant that really 
thrived on the greasy black soil.

Tad laughed suddenly. “ Got to be 
careful we don’t pot Hugo,” he said. 
“Think of what Father d say if a 
Cauldwell was nipped while gambol
ing about on all fours!”

Neil knew better than to reply. 
Hugo Cauldwell was Tad and Paula’s 
cousin. The big, hulking half-wit 
was supposed to be harmless. But 
who knew what he did durjng his long

absences into the woods? For that 
matter, if he was harmless, why was 
there a special room for him in the 
basement—a room with an iron-barred 
window and a massive oak door that 
locked from the outside?

The rifles were cached in a hollow 
tree. Tad busied himself removing 
them from their aluminum case. The 
silencers had to be fitted and the guns 
loaded. He preferred doing it him
self.

Neil stared into the brackish stream 
alongside. There was a thick film on 
the water, especially along the slow- 
moving edges. He kicked a pebble 
into it. The film broke, let the pebble 
sink. Sunlight knifed through the 
dark leafy pall overhead, gave the 
stagnant surface a moment of rain
bow-tinted splendor.

THERE was only the faintest rus
tling of the undergrowth. Neil 

heard Tad gasp. He wheeled around 
to find him crouched, the gun in his 
hands leveled. Neil’s gaze left Tad’s 
petrified figure, sped out along the 
rifle's line-of-fire.

Was it human or beast? Hare-lip
ped Hugo in his worst gibbering mo
ments never looked like this thing 
crawling toward them. Neil's stomach 
revolted, but his eyes remained fixed 
with morbid fascination.

Long grey hair, ragged beard, both 
of them matted and filth-ridden. Mad. 
beady eyes, barely visible through the 
overhanging hair. Drooling mouth, 
flecked with froth. And the body, its 
shriveled, wrinkled nakedness torn 
and bleeding from the brambles.

It must be human! Any place other 
than in this nerve-destroying hole, 
Neil wouldn’t have hesitated. It was 
an old man, a pitiful old man in sore 
distress. His aged frame writhed con
vulsively. Neil flung forward.

Tad’s voice pulled him up short: 
“ Don’t touch him, you damned fool!” 

Neil hesitated. His gaze went from 
the trembling old man to Tad with 
unspoken question. Tad said:

“He’s got some filthy disease. I had 
enough medical school to know that 
much. You don’t want to get it, give 
it to the rest of us, do you?”
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The old man crawled toward Tad. 
His lips moved but no sound passed 
them. His breath came In rasping 
sobs.

Tad pulled away, said: “ What’s 
wrong with you? What d’you want? 
Keep back from me! D’you hear?”

Tad’s voice was pitched high. His 
finger tightened nervously on the 
trigger. Neil kept his voice quiet, 
said:

“Easy, Tad. He needs a hand. 
We’ve got to get him to the house.”

The old man reared himself up on 
his knees like a dog begging. A bleat 
came from his voiceless lips. His 
gnarled fist pointed to the gun muz
zle, then rapped his chest. His eyes 
pleaded.

"God!” Tad said. “He wants me to 
shoot him!”

Neil’s lips tightened. "We've got 
to get him to the house,” he repeated. 
“Quick."

Tad shook his head. “Not as he is! 
I ’m not putting my hands on him. 
Here. This’ll do it.”

Before Neil could move, Tad 
grasped his rifle by the barrel, swung 
it. The walnut stock caught the old 
man back of the ear. His limbs col
lapsed under him like matchsticks.

“ Give me your jacket and shirt,” 
Tad said. He stripped off his own. 
“ Wrapping him up may save us from 
infection. God, what an awful-look
ing mess!”

The rifles were cached again, the 
old man swathed in the makeshift 
wrappings. Tad led the way, taking 
his share of the burden by the legs. 
Neil gripped the old man by the 
shoulders.

He was surprisingly light—not 
heavier than a small child. Even 
though unconscious, his muscles still 
stiffened spasmodically in their 
strong hands. He would've been im
possible to handle if Tad hadn’t 
knocked him out.

As they rested once before they 
reached the clearing, Neil looked into 
the old man’s face. The hair had tum
bled back. Neil started as he saw the 
man’s lips. Saliva had them flecked 
and wet. They were drawn back on 
his yellowed fangs—cruel as a wclf’9.

CHAPTER II
From the Grave

PRINCE, Hugo’s ungainly mastiff.
was dozing near the back porch. 

They were nearly to the door when 
the dog’s nose twitched. He leaped 
toward them before Neil could shout 
a warning to Tad. A guttural whine 
gurgled deep in the animal’s throat. 
His tongue licked avidly over the old 
man’s face. The chain was long 
enough to let him bar the way to the 
door.

“Cal!” Tad called. “ C air  
Caleb was one of the Hall’a two 

servants. His pasty face showed at 
the pantry window. “Yes, Mister Tad. 
Coming.”

“Tie this damned hound back!” 
Tad said, and when the man had it 
done, added:

“ Get to town fast. Get a doctor— 
any doctor. Tell him it’s emergency.” 

Sybil, the cook, was in the hallway. 
Her dark eyes grew round as she saw 
what they carried. There was terror 
rather than any other emotion in her 
'face. She nodded dumbly when Tad 
told her:

“ Bring hot water—a lot of it—up
stairs.”

The sound of their steps brought 
nearly everyone in the house to meet 
them. Only Grannie didn’t come. 
Thaddeus directed them to the spare 
room on the second floor. Neil 
couldn’t make out whether he was dis
pleased or not. Even when he ordered 
Paula and Isabel to keep away, Thad
deus’ face was still a sour mask.

With the return of consciousness, 
the old man began to rock violently 
from side to side. His hands clawed 
the bedclothes. His lips twisted back 
from his teeth in a horrible grin. A 
sudden spasm arched his aged frame 
on head and heels. He moaned. His 
eyes were black beads of anguish.

Neil realized now they’d made a 
mistake in bringing the old man to 
the house. He’d forgotten that In 
Thaddeus’ harsh belief, suffering was 
a punishment for sin and had to be 
endured as such. Thaddeus hadn’t
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allowed them to do more than get the 
poor creature between sheets.

The old man was forcing out a 
whisper. It was halting, almost as 
unintelligible as Grannie's.

“ Do something—any thing,” he 
said. ‘‘End this— The wolf again—”

His eyes were glazed, far-away. 
Pain was racking his body; memory 
adding to it to give him the torments 
of hell.

Thaddeus Cauldwell’s jaw, if any
thing, hardened. ‘‘Pain and death,” 
he said, as if quoting, “come from the 
hand of God alone. We kill neither 
beast nor any other living thing. Pain 
is the penalty for sin.”

He stopped. Neil knew only too 
well that it wasn’t a pose. Thaddeus 
Cauldwell ran his own life by it. He’d 
make the same pronouncement if 
Paula were lying there !

The old man ceased his pleading. 
He’d realized it was of no use. Mad 
anger burned in his beady eyes. It 
threw him, twisting, into the most 
violent spasms he’d yet had. He re
covered, gasping.

“Curse you! Curse you!” he said.
He paused as the door opened. His 

eyes found Paula there, a water 
pitcher and basin in her hands. He 
devoured her slim blond body male
volently, broke out again:

“And curse your women— Your 
women!”

His voice cracked on the last word 
—cracked with the crack a phono
graph needle makes, crashing through 
a record. It echoed gratingly through 
the room, rasping the eardrums, leav
ing his throat a voiceless horror.

Thaddeus took the pitcher and 
basin from Paula’s hands. He didn’t 
utter a word, but Neil saw Paula pull 
back hurriedly. Hi6 eye must’ve stung 
like a lash, for she said:

“ I know you told me to stay away, 
but Sybil and Cal are gone. They 
aren’t coming back.”

THADDEUS turned, left her to 
speak to his back. Neil’s fists 
clenched angrily. He saw her lip 

tremble. She was very near crying as 
she hurried from the room.

“ Wonder when that damned doc

tor’ll get here,” Tad said abruptly.
“Doctor?” Thaddeus repeated. His 

tone was no different than usual. The 
displeasure in it had to be sensed 
rather than heard. “Did you call a 
doctor?"

Tad stood his ground. “ I did,” he 
said. “You can’t let him die as if he 
were one of your own family.” Thad
deus made no reply. Not even his ex
pression altered.

Neil was glad of an excuse to get 
away. He knew there was no sense 
finding Paula, trying to comfort her. 
She would only pull away. But at 
least he could get out of here. He 
wasn't any help, anyway—even less 
than the others.

" I ’ll go down and wait for the doc
tor,” he said. “ 1*11 bring him up as
soon as he comes.”* * * * *

The doctor’s name was Miller. He 
was also the coroner, he explained. 
He arrived a few minutes before the 
old man breathed his last. Neil de
tailed the circumstances to him on the 
way upstairs.

Thaddeus eyed the doctor coldly, 
said nothing. Neil’d had enough of 
it. He let Tad work with the doctor 
while he himself went to the window, 
stared out over the bleak expanse of 
weed grass at the dark shadows of 
the woods beyond.

“Dead,” he heard the doctor say 
finally. “Luckily, I was here before 
he died. I can certify to the cause. 
So there needn’t be an inquest.”

Agnes broke in gently: “ What was 
the poor man’s trouble, Doctor?"

The coroner shrugged, “Age, for 
one thing. Malnutrition, for another. 
He probably hadn’t eaten for days. 
But the cause I'm certifying is hydro
phobia. Bitten by a rabid animal, 
probably. There’ve been three other 
cases recently—two of them from 
wolves.”

Hydrophobia!
The doctor hesitated as he ad

dressed Thaddeus. “ It's advisable— 
more than advisable—that the body 
be buried as soon as possible. And 
the room disinfected.”

He paused. “It's a long way from 
here to town. While I can get men
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over tomorrow, we are still busy with 
typhoid. I was wondering if—”

Thaddeus checked him. “ I under
stand." he said. “We’ll bury him here. 
We won’t refuse a stranger a last 
resting place.”

Agnes couldn’t keep from inter
rupting. “Don’t you think we could 
have him placed in consecrated 
ground, Thaddeus?” 6he asked. “He’d 
wish it, I know.”

“Consecrated ground?” Thaddeus 
repeated. “All ground is consecrated 
by the hand of its Maker, save that 
desecrated by man’s sin. We’ll bury 
him here, Doctor."

With the sheets in which he lay for 
shroud and a length of canvas for 
coffin, Tad and Neil bore the old 
man’s body out. Thaddeus and Guy 
Ferris carried the spades. The mastiff 
leaped up as they descended the back 
stairs, bayed dismally at the end of 
his shortened chain.

Hugo burst from the woods as they 
reached the corner of the grounds 
Thaddeus selected. He looked worn- 
out, disheveled—as though he’d been 
searching for something he couldn’t 
find. His ear cocked to his dog’s howl
ing. He watched him lay their can
vas-covered bundle on the ground.

The next instant he was upon it. 
His big paws tore aside the loose can
vas. He stared down into the old 
man’s face. Neil felt a lump rise in 
his throat. The half-wit’s grief was 
the mad unreasoning grief of a dumb 
beast.

He hugged the old man's frail form 
to his chest, swayed back and forth, 
Neil realized now why the dog fussed 
over the old man : Hugo knew the old 
fellow. He'd just come in from search
ing for him.

Thaddeus and Tad pulled Hugo 
away, tried to quiet him. The half
wit was in deadly fear of Thaddeus; 
but so violent was his mad emotion, 
Neil expected him to break from 
their grasp at any moment.

T WILIGHT was setting in after a 
gloomy day when they took heavy 

flagstones from the walk and placed 
them over the grtve. It took both 
Guy Ferris and Neil himself to roll

each Btone into place, but they’d be 
all the more protection on that ac
count. The wolves might make short 
work of the grave, otherwise.

Hugo flung himself on the stones 
when they finished. They left him 
lying there, babbling—and made their 
way back to the house.* * * + *

The wolves came earlier that night 
than usual, Neil thought. He didn’t 
have to look out into the moonlit 
grounds to see their slinking shadows, 
cruel eyes. He could picture them 
easily enough as he lay there sleep
less in his bed, heard them wail, 
heard them tear at each other.

How long he lay awake, when he 
finally dozed off, he didn’t know. The 
voices of the wolves were still ring
ing in his ears when he opened his 
eyes. It was yet early morning. He 
was utterly weary. But he felt im
pelled to get out of bed, dress, go to 
the grave.

It was open—empty!

CHAPTER III 
The Virus Spreads

E VEN when the mastiff went mad, 
Neil didn’t feel such a forebod

ing of evil. The dog snapped his 
chain, ranged the grounds, mouth 
froth-flecked and drooling. When he 
barked, the notes broke in harsh dis
cord.

More than once Neil started toward 
his room to get the revolver he had 
in his bag, only to check his steps. 
Killing the rabid animal could only 
mean leaving the Hall, perhaps never 
seeing Paula again.

Agnes laid her hand on his arm. 
Her soft brown eyes were troubled- 
“You don't think—” she began.

Neil knew what she meant. He 
laughed. “ Scarcely,” he said. “Don’t 
take it too seriously. The old man 
didn’t curse Prince, did he? Prince 
just licked his face. That’s all. What 
bothers me is that I can’t put the 
poor animal out of his misery.”

She looked doubtful but reassured. 
Neil’s own thoughts, though, were
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far from confident. Eaay enough to 
tell Agnes not to take It too seri
ously—far easier than it was to keep 
himself from wondering about it in 
off moments.

She didn’t know he’d found the old 
man’s grave empty. None of the 
women did. He’d agreed with Thad- 
deus, Tad and Guy Ferris that it was 
better not to worry them with it.

Five days ago, but the scene still 
flashed vividly before him. The 
empty grave. The other men and 
himself scouring the grounds and the 
surrounding woods without finding a 
trace.

There’d been marks of clawed feet 
—wolves’ feet—in the soft earth. But 
the heavy flagstones: it’d taken the 
combined strength of two able- 
bodied men to roll each of them into 
place.

Dusk came; then darkness. The 
mastiff still ranged the grounds, his 
saberlike fangs dripping madness and 
death. The dog was weaker now, 
stumbling; his cries, harsher, more 
discordant.

Then, from the woods, rang the 
challenge of a wolf. And another. 
And the pack took it up.

The voice of the pack grew louder. 
The beasts were sweeping toward the 
house. Neil could imagine them; 
grey four-footed shadows sifting 
through the trees. He knew what 
was coming. He left the second- 
floor porch, slammed down the win
dows of his room; but he couldn’t 
shut out the shrieking horror of 
Prince’s end.

* * # *  #

The house was strangely quiet 
when the moon rose over the edge of 
the trees and bathed the grounds in 
silver and sable. Even the wolves had 
taken themselves off, so that their 
cries sounded only from afar. Neil 
thought he couldn’t sleep, but he did 
doze off.

Moonlight was streaming in his 
window when he awoke. He felt 
dazed. He looked at his watch. Five 
after one— Why had he awakened at 
that time?

The wall behind his head shook un
der the impact of a heavy object.

He leaped up, heart pounding. Gran
nie's room. It must’ve been a crash 
like that which’d startled him out of 
his sleep.

Tad was coming up the staircase, 
two steps at a time, as he got into the 
hall. They didn’t need to tell each 
other something was wrong. They 
burst into Grannie’s room together.

No need for a lamp. Neil could 
see the old woman’s body twisting 
convulsively in the moonlight that 
drenched her bed. He tripped over 
the night table that lay, overturned, 
on the floor. Nothing could compare 
in horror to the almost silent writh- 
ings of the old creature under the 
icy spotlight of the moon.

"Get Father,” Tad Baid. “I’ll stay 
here.”

Tad was lighting the lamp. Neil 
didn't have to go far. Thaddeus was 
coming out of his room. Other doors 
along the hall were opening, too. The 
house was as awake as if a gong had 
pealed through it.

THERE was no more to he done 
for Grannie than for the old man. 

Nobody dared suggest a doctor to 
Thaddeus—even if someone could win 
through the wolf-ridden woods to 
town. The old woman had to live or 
die as best she could.

Not a word passed her lips. Her 
old eyes were clear, knowing. But 
she was too far gone. She wasn’t able 
to move her jaw. It had locked. Her 
lips were blue and grinning. Every 
sound, every movement in the room 
threw her, gasping, into more violent 
convulsions.

Neil returned to his room. Death 
had been merciful in claiming her 
quickly. The wolves were howling 
outside the house again as he sat at 
the window. He heard them absently. 
He was still seeing before him Gran
nie’s wasted neck, the angry red welts 
across the wrinkled flesh.

Suddenly the significance of her 
death struck him. No need of a doc
tor’s diagnosis to know the cause. 
He'd seen the old man die. But 
Grannie hadn’t been in the hallway 
or anywhere near the old man. How 
had ebe become infected with the
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fatal virus of that dreadful disease?
Neil found Paula in the living 

room. It was the first chance he had 
to see her alone during the morning. 
There was a shaft of sunlight coming 
in the window beside her chair. It 
should, he thought, have made the 
menace of the night before seem un
real. Somehow, though, it didn’t. It 
seemed only to deepen the contrast, 
give the shadows substance.

He frowned as he looked at her. The 
night had taken its toll. The color 
was gone from her cheeks. The curve 
of her lips drooped. Her blonde hair 
was set in smooth waves, but he knew 
it for what it was—a gesture to defy 
weariness.

“ Paula,” he said. “You’ve got to 
listen to me. You've got to come 
away.”

Her eyes met his softly for a mo
ment. “Don’t keep asking, Neil,” she 
said. “You know I’d like to, as much 
as you’d like to have me. But it can’t 
be yet. Don’t make it any harder. 
Please!”

He shook his head. “You’ve got to 
come, Paula. I’m not asking what I 
asked before. If you don’t want me 
to. I won’t see you till you're twenty- 
one—hard as it may be. But you 
must come away. There's something 
here I don’t understand—something 
I can’t see to fight, menacing you and 
the whole place.”

The line of her lips hardened. 
“You’re not used to the Hall as I am, 
Neil.” She looked away. “ Even if 
there were any such thing, it’d be my 
job to stay here and see it out. I 
couldn’t leave my family in a lurch 
just because I felt afraid."

He smiled grimly. “ I knew that 
before I asked.” he said, “but I warn 
you that if things get any worse, 
you’re coming with me, whether you 
like it or not.”

+  H-- *  *  *

The whole day long Neil felt the 
tension increasing. Tempers were on 
edge. Isabel snapped at Tad for noth
ing at all. Thaddeus frowned at the 
least noise. And Neil knew that he 
himself wasn’t the best of company 
—even for himself.

It wasn’t just that Grannie’d died,

for her passing could scarcely be felt. 
It was more like the removal of a 
shadow from the wall than the death 
of a fellow human. Nominally she’d 
been mistress of the house, and now 
Thaddeus was its master—just as 
Thaddeus’ will would pass the own
ership of the house to Agnes when 
he died.

But no one commented on that or 
gave it a second thought because 
Thaddeus had been the real master 
of the Hall, anyway. It was the man
ner of Grannie’s passing that’d left 
its mark.

Toward midnight, though, the let
down set in. Nerve tension and 
weariness had reached the saturation 
point. Neil watched the others drag 
themselves off to their rooms, then 
went himself. His eyes felt heavy. 
Even the wolves crying outside in 
full pack couldn’t break through his 
lethargy. He drifted into a leaden 
doze.

T HE scream came as a shock. It 
cut through his troubled dreams 

like a knife, sat him bolt upright in 
his bed. There was no repetition. The 
echoes more than sufficed. He tum
bled from the sheets.

Paula and Isabel burst from their 
own rooms as he came out. They 
looked at one another.

“What is it?” Paula asked. Neil 
shrugged. No time for ceremony. He 
plunged down the hallway toward the 
open door there, letting them follow 
him.

Tad arrived ahead of him. When 
Neil entered, he was standing over 
his stepmother’s bed, a lighted lamp 
in his hand. He was scowling, wor
ried. Thaddeus was standing in the 
open doorway that joined his wife’s 
room with his own.

Agnes lay, half sprawled, across the 
disarranged bedclothes. Her eyes 
were closed. It gave Neil a jolt to 
see her face—the ghastly pallor of it. 
Her skin was pinched and drawn. A 
few wisps of greying hair clung to 
her damp forehead. Her breath was a 
series of rapid, irregular sobs.

Tad placed his lamp on the night- 
stand. Neil saw his lips tighten as
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he grasped her wrist, felt for her 
pulse.

"Get some coffee, fast,’’ Tad said. 
"She's almost gonel”

Paula nodded, hurried down toward 
the kitchen. Neil felt uncomfortable, 
waiting idly by. He wanted to help 
the woman on the bed as he knew 
she’d want to help him. But there 
was nothing he could do. Isabel was 
with Tad, helping him get Agnes 
back on the pillow, making her com
fortable.

Neil’s eyes strayed from the bed to 
the connecting doorway. Thaddeus 
hadn’t moved from the place. Neil 
was amazed to see the man. His eyes 
were unnaturally bright, feverish.

He seemed to have lost control of 
his muscles. He shrugged continu
ously, for no apparent reason. His 
face twitched. His strong fingers 
seemed uncertain of their hold on the 
door jamb. What was the matter with 
him?

Agnes’ eyes opened. Their gaze 
was soft, far-away. Her lips moved.

“Guy—” she whispered. “Guy— 
The wold"

Neil spun around. Where was Guy 
Ferris? To be missing at a time like 
this, when his mother lay stricken I 
Neil flung through the door. He 
didn’t get much further.

Guy Ferris met him just outside. 
The engineer rubbed his eyes, 
yawned.

"Something woke me,” he said. 
“ What’s up?”

Neil didn’t reply. He led the way 
into the room. Words couldn't soften 
the shock for a man who bore his 
mother the strong devotion Guy Fer
ris did.

The engineer took one look at the 
bed, broke. He threw himself across 
the room. Agnes’ eyes were closed 
again. The movement of her breast 
had ceased. The slow shake of Tad’s 
lowered head was only too significant. 
Guy Ferris buried his face in his 
mother’s arm, wept without restraint.

Tad put a mirror to the woman’s 
mouth in one last vain effort. It 
came away clear. He nodded to Isa
bel, and they both came away to leave 
Guy Ferris to his grief. Paula came

in a moment later. Neil took the tray 
from her, put it on a chair. They 
joined Tad and Isabel in a dumb 
cluster about Thaddeus.

Tad kept his tone decently lowered 
as he answered Isabel's sudden ques
tion.

“ I'm hardly doctor enough to say,” 
he said. “All I know is that her heart 
gave out. My guess is functional 
weakness, with sudden shock doing 
the rest.”

“There was a wolf,” Thaddeus said 
slowly, more to himself than the oth
ers. "I saw its head shadowed on the 
wall. It moved across the wall to 
this door. It was huge.”

His shoulders jerked spasmodically. 
"A halo of evil light surrounded it. 
Then your mother screamed.”

EIL could see the scene: Thad
deus suddenly awakened. The 

shadow limned in light on the wall. 
Thaddeus unable to take his eyes 
from it. Fright freezing him where 
he was, afraid at first the thing was 
coming for him.

Seeing It glide, phantomlike, to
ward his wife’s room. Agne9’ scream 
of terror. It had taken more than a 
little to rob Thaddeus of his courage 
and cool self-posse6sion. No wonder 
Agnes’ heart had given out 1

Isabel was 6taring out the window. 
Neil saw her eyes grow wide. He 
looked out along the line of her vis
ion. There was nothing to be seen 
but the moonlight silvering the weed 
grass, limning the fleet shadows that 
fled to and from the dark mass of the 
trees.

“There’s a full moon tonight,” she 
said slowly. “A full moon— Where's 
Hugo ?”

Tad forgot the presence of death 
in the room. His voice rose very 
sharply.

“ How many times do I have to tell 
you,” he said, “that the moon, full or 
empty, has nothing to do with insan
ity? Do I have to bring a whole 
medical faculty to prove it to you?”

Isabel seemed not to have heard 
him. “Hugo hasn't been in the house 
in nearly a week. I ’m going out to 
look for him.”
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CHAPTER IV 
Hugo’s Cell

ISABEL was out of the room before 
they could stop her. Her feet 

tapped a quick rhythm down the 
stairs. Neil saw her snatch a coat 
from the hall rack. She was already 
outside when they reached the rear 
door.

She’d taken one of the electric 
torches from the back supply cabinet. 
The light bobbed up and down as she 
threaded her way across the weed 
grass into the woods.

Neil raced back upstairs after his 
revolver. His fingers went automati
cally about checking its load. The 
wolves were gone from the grounds, 
their cries off in the distance. Any 
minute, though, might find them 
coursing back.

Thaddeus was holding Tad back 
when Neil came down again. “When 
Isabel is to be brought back,” Thad
deus was saying, “ I’ll do it myself. 
She’ll find Hugo if anyone can.”

“ If the wolves don’t get her first,” 
Tad returned bitterly. “Don’t you 
realize they’re all probably rabid now 
after finishing off Prince, even if they 
weren’t before?”

Thaddeus was imperturbable de
spite his twitching face and shoulders. 
"I realize fully,” he said, “and I my- 
self’ll go after her—if she isn’t back 
in fifteen minutes.”

Neil turned away, grim-lipped. It 
was all he could do to keep himself 
from knocking Thaddeus down. Fif
teen minutes! A lot of good even a 
revolver would be to the girl by then !

The seconds ticked off with inter
minable slowness. There was no sign 
of Isabel. The woods formed a black 
drop through which penetrated only 
the howling of the wolves and the 
voices of the night.

At last Thaddeus moved. On the 
threshold he turned as if to speak. 
His eyes were still feverishly bright. 
The twitch that jerked his shoulders 
hadn’t abated. For a moment he hesi
tated, but whatever he really intended 
to say remained unspoken. His only

words to the frightened group were:
“ I’m going. Keep the door shut till 

I return.”
Neil pulled the gun from his poc

ket. “Take this with you,” he said. 
“You’ll need it more than we will 
here."

Thaddeus stared coldly from the 
pistol to Neil himself. He didn’t 
speak, but his contempt was all the 
more cutting on that account. He 
took the second of the three torches 
from the cabinet, went his way.

Tad and Neil watched him cross the 
weed grass, shadowy back of his bob
bing light. He disappeared, as Isabel 
had, into the trees. And with the full 
moon hiding behind clouds, all was 
black again.

The howling of the wolves swelled 
in volume. They were sweeping to
ward the house. Tad’d been right— 
too much so! There was in the 
wolves’ cry, Neil noted with a shiver, 
the same broken note there’d been in 
Prince’s. It wasn’t a pack of wild 
but of mad beasts ranging the woods.

“We can’t stand here,” Neil said. 
“ We’ve got to do something!”

“You’re damned right we do,” Tad 
said. “ Father can risk his own stiff 
neck if he wants. I ’m going after 
Isabel.”

“There’s only one torch here,” Neil 
said. “I’ll get my searchlight. Guy 
can stay with Paula. I ’ll tell him.”

Bedlam broke out ahead as Tad and 
Neil approached the trees. They’d 
cut through the weed grass at double- 
quick time. Now they fell into a run. 
Neil grasped his searchlight in one 
hand, held his pistol ready in the 
other.

The wolves ceased their howling, 
began barking savagely, discordantly. 
Once Neil thought he heard a scream 
—the scream of a woman, high- 
pitched with terror. The wolves’ 
barks became yelps. The sounds that 
followed—of a desperate scuffle, of 
human voices—were unmistakable.

The light of Thaddeus’ torch finally 
came glimmering through the trees to 
guide them. Scuffling broke out anew. 
Neil heard Thaddeus’ voice raised in 
anger. There was a sharp cry of pain. 
And the torch was blotted out.
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EIL played his searchlight to
ward the place. It was a mo

ment before its sharp eye picked out 
a moving target. When it did, both 
men stopped dead in their tracks.

"God!” Tad said. "Give me that 
gun!”

Not forty yards away, in a brief 
clearing, just visible through the 
trees, was Hugo. He’d turned half 
around as the light spotted him, but 
his feet kept moving. There was no 
mistaking that heavy face of his or 
the grim burden he carried in his 
arms.

Neil couldn’t see her face; but the 
dark flow of hair to one side, dangling 
legs to the other, compelled recogni
tion. Isabel!

Hugo was carrying her deeper into 
the woods. Neil gave his pistol to 
Tad without realizing it. He awoke 
to find Tad firing. Neil held his light 
steady. Two shots, Tad fired. Then, 
running forward, he triggered out two 
more.

Hugo didn’t pause. If hit, he didn’t 
show it. There was no faltering in 
his pace. The trees swallowed him.

Neil caught up with Tad. The two 
panted along, side by side, picking 
their way through the trees and un
derbrush that covered the uneven 
ground. No word passed between 
them. The evidence they’d seen was 
too clear, too damning.

“Stop! Stop!”
They jerked to a halt. The voice 

was hoarse, insistent. Neil swung his 
light about.

“Father!" Tad whispered.
Thaddeus lay on his back, his head 

supported by the bole of a tree. The 
glass lens of his torch glinted a half 
dozen feet away. The feverish look 
in his eyes was become a glassy stare. 
His hand drew them weakly to him.

Tad was impatient. “Hugo’s got 
Isabel,” he said. "W e’ve got to—”

Thaddeus spoke with difficulty. 
"She’s dead,” he said. "He had her— 
torn—bloody.” He paused for breath. 
"Stabbed me. Don't leave me here—■ 
for the wolves!”

Thaddeus Cauldwell’s chin fell for
ward on his chest. Tad ripped aside 
his clothing. There was a bloody gash

near his left armpit. Tad used a hand
kerchief to staunch the flow.

“Got a first aid kit with my guns,” 
he said. "Not that itTl be much good 
for this. Keep this swab as it is.”

It was some minutes before Tad 
followed the sound of his steps into 
the light. Under his arm was the 
four-foot aluminum gun case.

“How is he?” he asked. "I tried to 
hurry.”

Neil realized that the throb beneath 
his fingers was stilled. He pulled 
aside quickly to let Tad get close. But 
after a minute, Tad swung back on his 
heels. His eyes dropped; hiB lips 
moved silently. Neil didn’t have to 
be told.

They hunched Thaddeus’ body atop 
the aluminum case, staggered through 
the trees under the double burden, It 
seemed to Neil that it took them 
hours to make the trip.

Guy Ferris was waiting at the back 
door. The moon had come clear of 
the clouds; it revealed him to them 
when they were still a distance off. 
The man seemed to have recovered 
from his grief. Had his mother’s 
sudden death shocked him out of his 
mild ways? He looked straighter, 
more purposeful.

“Paula,” Neil called to him. "All 
right, isn’t she?”

Ferris’ face darkened. He waited 
till they were at the steps, then said :

“ Didn’t you meet her?”
“ Meet her? Man, what d’you mean?"
Ferris shrank back, blinking at 

them. "Don’t tell me you didn’t I” 
His voice shook.

“ She left right after you did. I 
tried to stop her, but she broke away. 
I couldn’t catch her in the dark. 
Didn't you see her?”

PAULA gone! The stark finality 
of it crowded out every other 

thought.
“ I’m going back,” Neil said quietly. 

“Take my end here, will, you, Gutf?"
"A couple of minutes can’t mwVei 

now,” Tad said. “Let’s get set, and 
we’ll all go. Guy and I'll get Father 
in the house. You can go down to 
Hugo’s room and get h is ’cuffs. W e’ll 
need them. Give me your pistol. I ’ll
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load it with the rifles. Then, we’ll 
each have a gun.”

Guy Ferris had already taken his 
place behind the case. Neil hesitated. 
Anything might happen in a couple 
of minutes. Still, Tad was right. 
They’d have a far better chance if all 
three went—went armed. He slipped 
the revolver into Tad’s pocket, held 
the door open for them.

The basement stairs led down un
der the back porch to a pair of doors. 
The one on the right opened into a 
single room—Hugo’s cell. It was a 
massive panel of solid oak, fitted with 
a spring lock that worked only from 
the outside.

Neil’s searchlight found the lock. 
A turn of the little ridged knob pulled 
back the bolt. It rasped into place 
again as he released the knob, threw 
the door wide. He played his light 
over the walls.

Only the iron-barred window over 
to the right broke the whitewashed 
expanse. There was an iron bed and 
a chair. The handcuffs were hanging 
over the chair’s back. They glinted 
dully in the harsh white light.

The door refused to stay open of 
its own accord. Neil put his search
light against the panel to hold it 
back; there was enough glow from 
the moon to show the outline of the 
chair.

The bare floor echoed his steps hol
lowly. His fingers contacted the clam
my steel of the handcuffs. They 
clinked mutely. They were more like 
heavy shackles than ordinary 'cuffs.

Something scraped the stone near 
the door. There came a harsh whir 
of metal rolling over the floor. His 
flashlight was loose. He could see 
the dark mass of the door swinging 
in upon him, blotting out the blur of 
moonlight back of it.

He dropped the 'cuffs back on the 
chair, flung himself at the door. His 
feet brushed his searchlight, sent it 
rattling away, as he tore forward. The 
door slammed heavily into its frame. 
He heard the click of the spring lock 
as the bolt snapped into place. He 
crashed against the unyielding oak 
with a shock that knocked the wind 
put of him.

He picked himself up, fumbled 
about the floor for his searchlight. It 
was still in good order. He shot its 
beam up and down the door.

The oak panel fitted its frame snug
ly. The lock was on the outside, out 
of reach. There were only the minu
test of cracks in the masonry of the 
walls and ceiling. His lip curled 
grimly when he found that the center 
of the three window bars moved in its 
socket; hands far more powerful than 
his had strained it.

He would’ve liked to think that his 
searchlight had merely slipped under 
the weight of the door. But there was 
no use clutching at a straw. He knew 
how securely he’d propped the door 
back.

CHAPTER V 
S tr y c h n in e !

EYES were boring into his back.
He became conscious of it sud

denly, spun himself about, faced the 
window. The beam of his searchlight 
darted out through the bars to help 
the moon.

He fell back a pace, then edged for
ward again. Hugo was outside the 
window, blinking in at him. A slow, 
stupid grin overspread the half-wit’s 
face. He was sitting on his heels, ba
boon-fashion. As Neil watched, he 
took a paper envelope from the tin 
container in his hand, emptied its 
contents into his loose-lipped mouth. 
His face turned sour as he swallowed 
it.

Hugo was waiting for him to come 
within reach of his powerful arms. 
Neil was thankful that at least the 
simpler way—through the door— 
hadn’t occurred to the half-wit.

Tad, though—what about him when 
he came down to open the door? There 
was no way to see him coming, warn 
him off. The window was far out of 
sight of the back door. Hugo would 
be upon him before he knew it. If 
there were only some way to hold 
Hugo at the window—

The handcuffs might do it! Neil 
snapped off his light, moved, as if
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aimlessly, toward the chair. He was 
careful to keep the heavy links from 
clinking as he went over them, made 
sure they were open and ready.

He stayed just out of reach of the 
window, pointed to the container in 
Hugo’s hand.

“ What’s that?’ ’ he aBked.
Hugo eyed him a moment, said 

thickly: “For wolves."
“Wolves?" Neil said. “Give you 

this searchlight for some.”
Hugo started to shake his head, 

hesitated. Neil held his breath while 
the half-wit eyed the searchlight and 
considered the three envelopes left in 
the container. He was having it diffi
cult, making up his mind.

“Maybe we’d better forget the 
whole thing,” Neil said.

Hugo grunted, thrust a pawlike 
hand through the bars for the search
light.

Neil shook his head. “Not so fast,” 
he said. “ Put out your right hand 
with the wolf food in it, and your 
other hand empty. Close your eyes 
tight. When you open them, you’ll 
see the searchlight.” Hugo was eying 
him warily. Neil added:

“Maybe you’re not strong enough?”
Hugo couldn’t stand anyone ques

tioning his strength. He shut his eyes, 
thrust his hands through the bars. 
The ’cuffs went on without a hitch. 
It was easier than Neil’d thought— 
easier and more cowardly.

A growl came from deep in Hugo’s 
throat. His eyes seemed to grow 
enormous. The muscles of his neck 
and shoulders bunched. The iron 
bars looked puny as he loomed in 
the window, filling the opening with 
his bulk.

A shot rang out.* + * * *
Hugo’s hand went slack on the bars. 

His rage was gone. He strained out 
as tar as the shackles let him. His 
head was cocked to one side. He was 
listening intently.

Neil had to stay away from the win
dow, out of reach. He kept his eyeB 
on Hugo. The half-wit was bound to 
see or hear anyone coming along the 
side of the house.

The shot had been fired within the

house. That much, Neil was sure. 
But what did it mean? He gave up 
speculating shortly. It led to no con
clusion. Only facts could supply a 
definite answer.

Anxious minutes dragged by before 
Hugo moved. Neil saw him snap to 
attention, saw his big head cock fur
ther to the side. Neil drew as close 
to the window as he dared. The moon 
was shining, but the side of the house 
was shadowed. He darted out the 
beam of his searchlight.

GUY FERRIS was caught in it.
He stopped short. In his one 

hand, he carried a rifle; the other, he 
threw up to shield his eyes from the 
glare.

Neil lowered the light. "Let me 
out,” he said. “ I’m locked In. Don’t 
worry about Hugo here. I’ve got him 
handcuffed to the bars.”

Ferris advanced till he was only a 
few paces from them. He didn’t 
speak. Neil swung the light about to 
reassure him, playing it upon Hugo 
and himself. Still, Ferris said noth
ing. But his eyes went over them 
carefully.

“ What’re you waiting for, any
how?" Neil said. “Let me out I” 

Ferris’ only reply was a smile—a 
queer smile that began at his lips, 
spread gradually over his whole face. 
He was smiling more broadly than 
ever as he backed away.

Neil pursued him as far as he could 
with the beam of his light. His ears 
caught the light tread of Ferris’ feet 
on the gravel of the path and, sec
onds later, the tap of his shoes on 
the back steps. Silence followed the 
slamming of the door—

Hugo jerked Neil back to the cell. 
The half-wit’s face and shoulders 
were beginning to twitch. Beginning 
to twitch— A picture of Thaddeus 
just before he died flashed before 
Neil. Hugo was going, too—going as 
the others had before him!

Hugo had known, loved the old 
man. Why should the old man reach 
out to slay him? Was it something 
other than a curse—something other 
than even hydrophobia, that was strik
ing the Cauldwells down?



CHARNEL HOUSE 61

Of a sudden Neil thought of the 
container that dropped from Hugo’s 
fingers when he shackled him. He 
stooped over, picked it up from the 
floor where it lay. Hi9 flashlight 
showed the printed wrapper. It read:

HUDSON’S
SCIENTIFICALLY PREPARED 

VERMIN KILLER
STRENGTH: 5 GR. STRYCHNINE

Strychnine! And he’d watched 
Hugo swallow the contents of two 
packets! Even his hulking body 
couldn’t withstand its cobra-like ef
fect. It was already twisting him. 
And Neil was powerless to help him 
—even if he knew how.

The old man had died of hydro
phobia. The coroner had been sure 
enough on that point. Prince, too, 
might easily have been rabid; he’d 
licked the old man’s face, invited in
fection.

But the others— Grannie hadn’t 
come near the old man. Had she died 
of strychnine? If so, what caused 
the red welts across her throat? 
Strychnine could scarcely have 
claimed AgneB. Her symptoms were 
different: those of fright, of shock.

Tad’s diagnosis was heart failure. 
Besides, what of the wolf Agnes had 
mentioned? Thaddeus, too, saw the 
wolf’s shadow. It hadn’t touched him, 
though. Had strychnine made his 
shoulders twitch?

Hugo was jerking convulsively. 
Neil waited for a spasm to pass, asked 
him:

“Where did you get this stuff, any
way?’’

The half-wit stared at him sullenly 
a  moment. But he was too used to 
obedience. “Tad’s room,’’ he blurted 
out.

Tad’s room!
Hugo was a hard witness. Neil 

didn’t know how much time might be 
left him. He gritted his teeth, 
dragged the answers out of him. Piece 
by piece, he fitted it together, filling 
in the gaps with his imagination.

Tad had forbidden Hugo to touch 
the vermin killer, saying it was only

for wolves. But he had a habit of 
leaving the door of his room open. 
Hugo sneaked in. Had Tad intended 
his warning as a come-on?

Hugo’d met the old man in the 
woods. He was kind to him, took him 
to the cave where he lived, talked to 
him. On the day Tad and Neil found 
the old man, Hugo’d been looking for 
him. That night Hugo’d dug the 
body up, took it to the cave; but the 
old man wouldn’t wake up.

H UGO’D heard the wolves snarl
ing tonight, gone out to look. 

Wolves were afraid of him. The old 
man’d given him a knife. He’d beaten 
them off, only to find Isabel already 
tom apart by them. He was carrying 
her to the cave when Thaddeus came 
upon him.

He’d hated Thaddeus, been afraid 
of him. He loved Isabel and Paula; 
they were good to him. So, when 
Thaddeus tried to prevent him from 
taking Isabel to the cave, he stabbed 
him and ran off.

He’d left Isabel’s body in the cave, 
come back to see what Tad and Neil 
were doing. He followed them to the 
house. When he saw Neil go into the 
cellar, he pushed the door shut.* * * # *

Neil caught the sound of approach
ing footsteps. They weren’t masked 
as Ferris’ had been before. There was 
more than one person coming down 
the path.

Hugo had been lying on the ground, 
his body stiffening to increasingly 
more frequent convulsions. He trem
bled as he struggled to his feet, 
crouched against the bars.

Paula came into the beam of the 
searchlight—

Neil’s cry of relief died in his 
throat. Her arms were bound behind 
her, her clothes all but ripped off. 
They hung in shreds from her shoul
ders, revealing her smooth flesh to the 
blaze of white light. She squinted her 
eyes open again as Neil dipped the 
beam. Her lip was trembling. She 
was keeping herself going on sheer 
nerve.

Guy Ferris was right ahead of her. 
He’d exchanged the rifle he’d carried
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before for a revolver—Neil’s own. He 
steered Paula’s course by a cord at
tached to her bound wrists. She 
winced as he pulled it.

Neil’s fingernails bit into his palms. 
Was there no way of getting out of 
this prison? It would’ve been worth 
dying for, at that moment, just to bat
ter in Ferris’ smiling face!

Neil kept his tongue behind his 
teeth. Words might increase Ferris’ 
brutality. Nothing he could say would 
relieve Paula’s misery. He watched 
her breast rise and fall, watched the 
fear grow in her eyes as she became 
used to the light, saw Hugo and him
self.

Her lips parted, but remained as 
wordless as his own. He knew her 
thoughts were racing frantically back 
of her troubled eyes.

Ferris was still smiling. Neil could 
see his face over Paula’s bare shoul
der. Ferris gave his lead cord a jerk 
to draw her nearer the window. Nell 
saw satisfaction light his eyes as the 
cord tore the girl’s soft flesh and she 
winced. Ferris caught his breath with 
delight when a stiffer jerk wrung an 
agonized moan from her trembling 
lips.

Neil felt the muscles of his shoul
ders and neck tighten. The veins of 
his temples throbbed. His voice rose 
of its own accord.

But all sound of his words was lost. 
Hugo gathered himself, the many- 
linked handcuffs glinting in the 
searchlight’s beam. Neil wondered 
how far the ’cuffs would stretch—

Hugo threw himself bodily at Fer
ris. He snarled like a wild beast as 
his leap died in mid-career and the 
grip of the shackles flung him to the 
ground.

Ferris’ revolver barked. The livid 
flame leaped almost the entire dis
tance to Hugo’s exposed chest. His 
hulking body twitched to the shock 
of the lead, lay limp. The smile 
hadn’t left Ferris’ face. His eyes 
danced wildly.

His finger was tight on the trig
ger, ready for another shot. Paula 
threw herself against him. The slug 
went wide. “Don’t, Guy,” she said. 
"Not now."

EIL chewed his lip as hewatehed 
her. Even knowing what the ef

fort must’ve cost her, even knowing 
that she was trying to draw Ferris 
away from further shooting with her 
blond allure, didn’t lessen Neil’s 
agony. Still, he kept his lips tight. 
He’d no right to kill her plan if he’d 
none to offer himself.

Her one chance was to use every 
wile she had—to get Ferris off guard 
for a single instant.

Ferris’ eyes swept over her, linger
ing lecherously. One arm he threw 
about her slim waist; in the hand of 
his other arm he held the cord. Blood 
rushed to Neil’s head as he saw them 
move cway. He followed them, face 
pressed against the bars, till they were 
out of sight.

The sound of their slow steps rang 
in his ears like a knell. He could 
hear Paula’s voice, softly persuading. 
And her low, forced laugh, dying in 
a scream of pain, fled back to him as 
Ferris tore at the cord again.

Where was Tad?

CHAPTER VI 
"Iron Bars Do Not—”

EIL CLARK dragged the chair 
over to the window. He was 

able to reach through the bars to 
Hugo’s prostrate form. There was 
still pulse in his wrists. Neil shook 
him by the shoulders, tried to slap 
blood into his flaccid face.

Hugo moaned. Neil said: “Get up, 
Hugo! Get up! Paula needs you— 
Paula!”  Over and over he repeated 
the words, working without ceasing.

At last Hugo stirred. He opened 
his eyes blearily. Neil helped him sit 
up. “ For Paula, Hugo,” Neil pleaded. 
“Help me. Pull this bar—this bar— 
for Paula, Hugo!”

"For Paula— Paula—’’ Hugo
muttered dully. “For Paula—” And, 
holding the bar, he lurched awk
wardly to his feet. He scarcely 
seemed to know what he was doing as 
he grasped the bar tightly in his big 
paws, braced himself against the wall. 

It was an almost hopeless taBk. That
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it was held loosely in its cement soc
ket meant nothing. What right had 
he to drive a dying man, rob him of 
his last moments, attempting the 
nearly impossible?

Neil knew only that Paula needed 
him. He got himself into the win
dow, set his own feet below Hugo’s 
hands at the bottom of the bar. The 
other two bars, he gripped with his 
hands.

Hugo hunched himself, strained. 
Neil kept the rhythm so their forces 
would bear on the bar together. How 
many thousands of times had Hugo 
shaken this same bar before? The 
iton rasped in its socket, but held.

They tore at it again. Was the ce
ment giving? Hugo had to pause, 
coughing, trembling.

Once more their muscles tensed. 
Neil was exerting his utmost. Still, 
it was nothing to the tremendous pres
sure Hugo exerted from without. The 
metal ground into the cement, biting 
its way through the grey mass.

The end came without warning. 
The bar tore from its moorings. 
Hugo’s body, still straining, hurtled 
outward. The iron bar came away in 
his hands—dropped from them only 
as his broad back crashed into the 
harsh grass.

Neil’s own legs shot through the 
opening. His hips wedged tight in 
the hold of the two other bars. He 
had to slide himself free, slip out side
ward.

Hugo didn’t move when he shook 
him. Neil played his light upon him, 
felt in vain for heart beat. His hand 
came away bloody from the wound; 
Hugo had died in that last mighty 
effort. There wasn’t time to move 
him.

Neil’s eye caught the gleam of steel. 
Hugo’s knife had slipped out of his 
pocket when he hit the ground. Neil 
picked it up, saw the name burnt into 
its bone handle.

Rex Long. The name came to life 
as Neil raced toward the back of the 
house. The old man’s name had been 
Rex Long. The papers had carried 
headlines of his disappearance two 
years ago. No wonder he’d cursed 
the women: his own wife had run off

with his bank’s money while he was 
ill, leaving him to serve a jail sen
tence when he recovered!

* * * * *
All the way front was the living 

room. A swath of yellow light came 
through the doorway, seeped down 
the hall. Neil knew the way well 
enough, but the dim glow helped him 
keep his wobbly feet right.

Paula's voice came to him. It was 
high-pitched, at times trembling. The 
words grew clearer as he stole for
ward. She was talking desperately, 
sparring for an opening which might 
never come.

“Love him?" she was saying. “All 
I wanted was to save him so we’d 
have someone to blame things on if 
the coroner comes. Even you’ll have 
to admit it’s better than your idea of 
letting the wolves get rid of the 
bodies. He’s not clever or anything, 
don’t you see?’’

FERRIS laughed harshly. His 
voice was so changed Neil scarce

ly recognized it. The mildness was 
gone. His tone was savage, domi
neering.

"Clever?” he said. “He’s stupid— 
stupid like all the rest of you. It 
took a man like me to see the film on 
the streams and the kind of soil here. 
You lived here all your lives without 
knowing there was a fortune in oil 
under you.”

His voice rose. “Hydrophobia, 
curse, wolves! That was all you could 
think of! Nothing so simple as the 
strychnine your brother had!”

There was a pause before Paula re
covered herself, spoke again. “You 
mean you poisoned them—poisoned 
them just to get the property?” she 
asked, her voice so faint Neil barely 
heard her.

Neil gritted his teeth as Ferris’ 
laughter grated on his nerves again. 
The man was taking a fiendish de
light, describing to the girl how he’d 
poisoned her grandmother, choking 
the old creature when she fought 
against the hypodermic. How he’d 
begun to give the strychnine to 
Thaddeus in his food because it was 
slower-working that way and he
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wanted Thaddeus to suffer for what 
he did to Agnes.

Neil stumbled over something as he 
slid into the room next to where Fer
ris had Paula. A shiver ran along his 
spine. His toe had stubbed against 
flesh. He turned on his light, shield
ing it with his hands.

Tad’s eyes 6tared vacantly up at 
him. There was a dark hole in the 
boy’s right temple. No wonder he 
hadn’t come downl Neil let his light 
die—but not before he spotted an
other searchlight, not unlike his own, 
beside the body.

He felt impelled to pick it up, try 
it. A wolf’s head, jaws agape, showed 
in the circle of light cast on the floor. 
Neil’s fingers found the paper image 
pasted across the lens. Tad had made 
the same discovery before him, con
fronted Ferris with it, got a bullet 
from one of his own rifles for his 
pains.

As if from a distance he heard 
Paula ask:

“Then, why did you kill your 
mother?”

“Are you crazy?” Ferris’ voice rose 
hysterically. “ I loved my mother! It 
was a blunder. I only hope she can 
forgive. God only knows why she 
had to look through the door and see 
the Bhadow I put on your father’s 
wall! Her poor heart couldn't stand 
it.”

His voice cracked. “All I could do 
then was change my plans, finish what 
I'd set out, and avenge her memory.”

Neil reached the door that led to 
the next room. The lamp blinded him 
for a moment. Then he saw Paula.

She was Bitting on a couch at the 
far end. Her clothes had dropped 
from her shoulders, the straps held in 
place only by her arms, which were 
still bound behind her back. She was 
struggling to keep the revulsion from 
showing on her face.

Neil was tense, waited. Everything 
would depend on whether he chose 
the right instant. Ferris had kept the 
revolver in his hand. He could drop 
Neil before he was halfway across the 
room. Throwing the knife would en
danger Paula as much as it would 
Ferris.

Ferris moved closer to the conch. 
Neil saw Paula shrink away in spite 
of herself. He saw Ferris run his fin
gers over the smooth curve of her
Bhoulder.

PAULA had held back her bait 
long, patiently. She played it

now.
"Aren’t you going to untie my 

hands, Guy?” she asked softly.
Ferris threw back his head, laughed 

maliciously. “Untie your hands! 
Well, what a fool you must think 
I am!”

And then Neil struck. He was 
across the room in a quick dash. He 
threw the knife aside as he started. 
He wanted to use his hands.

A shot belched from Ferris’ revol
ver, spat into the wall before Neil’s 
fist sent the gun, spinning, from his 
hand. Ferris went to the floor under 
a flurry of blows. Neil felt his own 
face and body being battered by an 
antagonist whose strength amazed 
him. But Neil was unmindful of pain. 
It drove his fury higher.

Neil’s fingers sought Ferris’ throat. 
He wanted to choke the bestial evil 
out of him. He hung there in spite 
of the terrific beating Ferris gave him 
in return. He felt he must choke the 
life out of the thing he held in his 
fingers if he wanted Paula to live, be 
free from Bhame.

Gradually Ferris’ fists lost their 
force. Neil felt the man go limp. Still, 
he throttled—was still madly throt
tling when Paula threw herself, 
bound as she was, between them.

“Don’t, Neil,” she said. “There’s 
been too much death here already.” 

Neil rose, lifted her to her feet. He 
took a cloth from a table, threw it 
about her. The cords that bound her 
wrists, he twined tightly about Fer
ris’ own. Then he swung her around 
so her eyes wouldn’t be upon Ferris’ 
unconscious form as he drew her to 
him, kissed her tenderly.

Not until later did Neil learn the 
rest of Ferris’ story. The plan had 
been born in the engineer’s mind al
most as soon as he found oil on the 
place. Only Grannie and Thaddeus 
were between Agnes and possession
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of the property—untold wealth for 
both his mother and himself.

The arrival of the old man, the hy
drophobia and strychnine poisoning. 
Hall furnished the opportunity, 
Prince’s death capped it. Only an ex
perienced medical man could distin
guish between the symptoms of hy
drophobia and strychnine poisoning.

The trick with his searchlight pro
vided more than enough suggestion, 
with the wolves howling as they did 
continuously, outside.

The only hitch was Agnes’ sudden

death from heart failure. Aside from 
the unbalancing grief it caused him, 
her death meant that he'd have to gain 
control of the property in another 
way—by marrying one of the girls and 
killing off those between her and in
heritance.

But almost everybody and every
thing in the house had conspired to 
help him, even down to Tad’s fur
nishing the rifle for his own execu
tion.

If it hadn’t been for that loose 
bar. . .

IN N E X T  MONTH’S ISSUE

THE M A N  EATER
A Story of Jungle Madness by One of the World’s 

Greatest Masters of Mystery Fiction
ALGERNON BLACKWOOD

*
AND MANY OTHER PULSE-STIRRING STORIES

A  CLUE!
The sore cloe to a good shave is n pack

age o f Star Blades. Made since 1880 by 
the inventors o f the original safety razor, 
Star Single-edge Blades are keen, long- 
lasting, nniform.

S tar B lade  D iv is ion , B ro o k ly n , N. X.

STAR ~BMei
FIT GEM AND EVER-READY RAZOR
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DOOM

A s be drew the blade across the python’s bead, it writhed crazily

Polin, Carnival Strong Man, is Pursued by the Writhing 
Tentacles of Terror as He Cringes from a Force 

Beyond His Power!

By JOE ARCHIBALD
Author o f “ M urder W itness,”  "T he Road to the M orgue," etc.

FOG as thick as puree enveloped 
the tents of Gasper’s Mammoth 
Carnival. Like long ghost fin

gers, great tentacles of it wrapped 
themselves around the moldy canvas 
tent where dwelt the renowned Ma
dame Luray, charmer of snakes. A 
gibbous moon looked down, futilely 
trying to pierce the blanket of mist.

66

The carnival people were sleeping 
—all save one. In his tent the Great 
Polin, “strongest man in the world,” 
sat on his tumbled cot. His eyes 
were widely open and looking out 
through the opening in the tent.

Faint glows of light dotted the 
show grounds here and there, and the 
saffron hue of one rested on the large
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wagon and stood near Madame Lu- 
ray’s sleeping quarters. Polin’s eyes 
were flecked with little spots of red 
as he looked in that direction. His 
breathing was labored and beads of 
sweat oozed from the pores of his 
massive face.

The Great Polin looked at his 
watch. Three o’clock. He got up. 
His powerful arms were so abnormally 
long that, when they swung easily at 
his sides, the finger tips of his huge 
hands touched well below his knees.

He walked out of his tent and froze 
in front of it for awhile. He analyzed 
every small sound that broke the still
ness enveloping the carnival grounds. 
H is eyes, stabbing through the fog, 
discerned a watchman moving about 
fifty yards down the midway. A thin 
smile came to his lips. When the 
watchman became swallowed up in 
the darkness near the ticket booth, 
Polin began to move forward.

This was the night. He would 
never have a better chance. His wife 
had insisted on sleeping near her 
snakes. Polin did not like snakes so 
he had taken a tent of his own.

The Strong Man had decided to 
kill Madame Luray. As light on his 
feet as a cat, he made no sound as he 
crossed the grass and went into the 
tent where his wife was sleeping.

M ADAME LURAY awoke with a 
start. A scream died at its 

source when an arm encircled her 
small white throat and tightened like 
a constricting band of steel. It 
pressed and pressed until her heart 
stopped beating.

But the Great Polin had not even 
started. He lifted the woman’s inert 
body out of the bed and wrapped 
those great arms around her chest. He 
could hear her bones crack. Polin let 
her slip to the floor beside the bed 
v.hcre she lay in a grotesque position 
like a rag doll. Quickly he crossed 
the boards and ripped the canvas 
aside.

Backed up to the tent was the big 
wagon that contained Madame Lu- 
ray’s three pythons. Polin lifted a 
heavy bar and swung the door open. 
His blood boiled when he saw the

head of one of the snakes dart for
ward. The Strong Man had always 
hated the serpents. Everybody had 
told him how strong they were—that 
they could crush a man to pulp. Polin 
had always wanted to find that out for 
himself.

He stood back and watched a 
twenty-foot snake glide out of its 
cage, its steely eyes flickering. An
other head moved and the Strong Man 
smashed it with a stick. The python 
drew back and Polin let the door of 
the cage swing lazily. The big snake 
crawling into the tent swung its wav
ering head toward the Strong Man. 
Polin drew a murderous-looking 
knife and leaped toward the snake. 
He thrust a powerful forearm be
tween its jaws and let it bite.

He forgot the pain as he drew the 
blade of the knife across the flesh just 
back of the python’s head. The huge 
serpent writhed and lashed out 
crazily. A table crashed to the floor. 
The tent shook as if caught in the 
teeth of a roaring storm.

Then Polin yelled wildly, calling 
for help.

The Strong Man knew it would take 
at least a minute for people to get out 
of their beds and reach the snake 
charmer’s tent. He severed the great 
snake’s head from its body and opened 
the jaws. Leaping to the side of the 
dead woman, he brought those jaws 
down against the thin white forearm 
that stretched out over the floor. The 
python’s teeth drew blood. Polin 
tossed the grisly snake head away 
from him and flung himself toward 
the writhing thing on the floor.

Shouts went skyward down the 
length of the Midway. Boots thudded 
against the lush earth. A face was 
shoved through the mist that swirled 
around the entrance of the snake 
charmer’s tent. Polin, shoving and 
heaving serpentine coils from him, 
struggled to get to his feet.

He recognized the barker. Then, 
other faces were looking in through 
the door. White faces, with wide, 
staring, horror-clouded eyes.

“The snakes!” the Great Polin 
yelled. “The others—look out!”

He scrambled to his feet and let
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the bloody knife drop from his fin
gers. The barker snapped on a light 
and looked at the shambles on the 
floor. The hardened carnival man 
took a backward step and gasped 
chokingly. Just inside the door, the 
Human Skeleton looked even thinner. 
His bony face was the color of parch
ment. A Bearded Woman fell for
ward, head swimming.

ffW ^ -D ID N ’T y-you hear her?” Po-
MW  lin choked. “She screamed—I 

got here just as . . .  it was too late. I 
got its head off and the thing began 
to unwind. I dragged it off her. It 
bit me—but I slashed at it. Look 
out—there’s another one!”

He staggered over to where his dead 
wife lay and dropped down at her 
side. Lifting her head, he pillowed it 
on his arm.

The barker and a crowd of carnival 
performers beat at the python that 
was half out of the cage. The snake 
began to draw back, its glittering eyes 
seemingly glued to the broad back of 
the Great Polin. When the door of 
the snake wagon clanged shut, Polin 
eased the dead woman to the ground, 
6et his jaws and got up.

“ It’s tough, Polin,” the barker said 
tremblingly. "What a way to go out. 
Looks like it—got her—when she was 
asleep. If 6he could have seen it be
fore! She had a strange power 
over—”

The Great Polin staggered out of 
the tent. Outside his Satanic smile 
was screened by the swirling vapor. 
He wiped long, steely fingers stained 
with python gore against the front 
of his shirt as he crossed the Midway 
to his tent.

The sheriff and the coroner would 
be on hand before long. He had to 
watch himself. He had to be sure 
that he would put over a good act— 
the best of his career. Yes, this was 
the place to have pulled the job—in 
the sticks. The sheriff would not be 
as smart as a city dick. And the cor
oner ; . . what could he preve?

At four o’clock in the morning the 
sheriff arrived. Polin did not come 
out of his tent. When the barker 
finally came to get him the Strong

Man, who could bend an iron crow
bar as if it were nothing but a willow 
twig, was sitting on a chair with his 
head bowed in grief. His eyes were 
wet when he looked up at the barker.

“No,” he said, “ I don’t want to see 
it again. I can’t stand it, Flick. Ain't 
I seen enough? She—Flo layin’ there 
—her body smashed all up—like that. 
What they want me for, Flick?”

The Great Polin, however, went 
over to the snake charmer’6 tent. The 
faces of the stunned troupe near the 
door seemed to swing, bodyless, in the 
skirling fog. Their eyes were filmed 
with horror. Their lips were frozen. 
Most of the shocked eyes strayed to 
the ugly bite on the Strong Man’s 
arm.

The high-pitched, strained voice of 
a midget sounded to break the silenoe. 
“He killed it—with his hands."

Polin felt fear knife through him. 
He whirled toward the midget.

“What you say? You say I—■” His 
sluggish brain cleared. “Sure, sure," 
he muttered. “ I got it—too late—too 
late!”

THE sheriff was a raw-boned coun
try man who looked as if he had 

just come out of a hay field. The cor
oner was a small man who seemed 
more anxious to get out of the place 
than anything else.

“Yeah,” the coroner said, “no use 
to make any fuss about this. She’s 
dead—crushed to death. I’ll make out 
a death certificate. That all right 
with you, Sheriff?”

The man nodded. “Nasty mess, 
huh?” He saw Polin then and started 
as if frightened. “Y-you’re the man. 
You’re Polin who— ”

Wordlessly the Strong Man nod
ded. He looked at the dead woman 
then and sank to his knees, crying 
out. It was a gruesome sight. The 
dead woman, the mutilated python, 
tremors still running the length of its 
body. The bloody snake head on the 
floor, and Polin, “the world’s strong
est man,” sobbing like a woman.

“Let’s take her out of here,” pro
posed the coroner anxiously.

The sheriff was glad to get out of 
the snake charmer’s tent. When he
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drove away from the fog-choked car
nival grounds, Polin drew a deep, 
long breath. “I’ll take her to the un
dertaking parlor in town,’’ the cor
oner had called back. “You can make 
arrangements.’’

The Great Polin had stared at the 
man blankly, then nodded. He 
stumbled toward his tent now like a 
man walking in his sleep. A carnival 
freak called out to him.

“ Leave me alone I” Polin choked. 
“Leave me alone 1”

It was done. The Strong Man in
dulged in a cold smile when he was 
alone. He could go to her now. That 
other woman—in town. That dark
eyed sorceress with the crimson lips 
and soft skin. The woman who felt 
so soft in his huge strong arms.

Last year, when the carnival had 
been here, he had met her. He had 
wanted her to go away with him then. 
But she was a woman who wanted a 
man without any strings on him. Two 
days ago she had whispered some
thing while lying in his arms.

“You’re very strong, Polin. You 
can do anything you want to. You 
are stronger than those snakes of hers. 
Suppose—”

The Great Polin had read the thing 
that had just happened in the woman’s 
smouldering eyes. He was strong, 
but that woman with her soft voice 
and haunting smile was stronger.

He looked at the dried blood on his 
hands and shivered. He went to a 
stand in the corner and poured water 
into a bowl out of a large pitcher. 
Industriously he scrubbed his hands 
clean and began to flex them. A warm 
flow of blood surged through his pow
erful frame.

Strength! She had been right.-Polin 
could do anything.

Three days later everything was 
over. The carnival Strong Man 
watched two husky men down at the 
railroad station push a coffin into the 
express car. Madame Luray was go
ing back to the town of her birth to 
be buried.

Polin was unable to accompany her. 
He had to think of the carnival. The 
show had to go on. That was what 
he wired her people. Flo would have

understood—she had been a good 
trouper.

But that night the carnival pulled 
out without the Strong Man. Polin 
bad gone to the owner of the show in 
the guise of a broken man.

“ I can’t stay, Mr. Knowles,” he had 
said. “ I thought I could. But with
out her—I couldn’t stand it. I ’m 
quittin’ the business. I don’t know 
where I’ll go—what I’ll do. But if I 
stayed, all I would be seein’ would be 
her—on the floor—and a snake—”

THE Strong Man lost no time in 
collecting the reward for his 

crime. The woman was waiting for 
him. She lived in a house at the edge 
of town, a big, gingerbread structure 
whose crumbling sides were smoth
ered by wistaria vines.

It was said of Nan Hawley that she 
had once been on the stage. She was 
not as young as her face made her out 
to be. Townspeople whispered when 
she passed them by. They whispered 
about her red lips and her dark, pro
vocative eyes. There had been a time 
when an effort had been made to drive 
her out of town.

Nan Hawley let the Great Polin in 
late one night, two days after the man 
had shipped a casket to the West. She 
slid into his great, powerful arms and 
her tumultuous eyes looked into his 
with a question in them. Her red lips 
were curled.

The Strong Man, a little shaken by 
the ghastly memory, his brain numbed 
by the proximity of the woman for 
whom he had committed murder, nod
ded his massive head. Nan Hawley 
laughed aloud and crushed her red 
lips to Polin’s mouth.

“Now you belong to me,” she said. 
“A long time I’ve been waiting. Take 
me out of here, Polin—away from 
here. We’ll be married.”

Polin held her close and delicious 
tremors ran through his powerful 
frame. She was so soft, so small. She 
was worth that terrible thing he had 
done—worth anything. Nan freed 
herself.

“Such strong arms, Polin. TheyYd 
like—pythons curling around me— 
tight—coiling—■”
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Polin cried out. His face was 
ghastly. Beads of sweat welled 
through his pores. His wide, haunted 
eyes almost frightened the woman.

“Don’t say that!” he croaked in a 
hoarse voice. “Don't ever say that!"

The woman soothed the Strong 
Man. Her lips drove fear out of him. 
He had killed for her—she belonged 
to him.

“ We’ll go away,” she whispered. 
“A long way from here. Get a place 
somewhere—just the two of us."

Polin crushed Nan Hawley against 
his ponderous chest and laughed with 
forced gaiety. “Yeah, yeah. I'd like 
that—get away from here—a long, 
long way. Tonight we’ll go. We’ll 
be married.”

The Strong Man and his woman 
wei.c away—far away. They found a 
small place in a desolate countryside, 
hundreds of miles from the scene of 
the horrible crime that had made her 
his. A weather-beaten old farmhouse 
that stood at the edge of a thick 
woods.

The sagging barn stood at the very 
edge of a slimy pond choked with 
great, gnarled tree snags. Dead apple 
trees stretched along one side of it, 
blackened, leafless branches reaching 
toward the sky like the fingers of the 
suicide trees in Dante’s Inferno.

Polin ploughed up a weed-choked 
patch of ground and planted seeds. 
When that task was done, he went out 
and found work by the day in a big 
granite quarry five miles from the 
farm.

THE woman seemed content in the 
dreary surroundings. She could 

look the world in the face; she heard 
no more whisperings. But the Great 
Polin heard whisperings all around 
him. He could see freaks—tall, skin
ny men, midgets, bearded women— 
looking at him out of the shadows. 
Their eyes shone like moonstones.

When he was alone at night, he was 
afraid. Sometimes he would wake up 
in the darkness, a hoarse, strangled 
cry ringing in his ears. He imagined 
a great writhing thing was in the 
room with him.

At the quarry men marveled at Po-

lin’a strength. They looked at his 
huge, dangling arms and powerful 
body and shuddered. His silence was 
a cause for wonder as was also the 
strange light that burned in his eyes.

One night a year after Polin had 
come to the little farm, he walked out 
into a clammy mist to feed his hens. 
When the door had closed behind 
him, the woman got up from beside 
the stove and walked into the bedroom 
that adjoined the kitchen. She lit a 
lamp and began to put more red on 
her lips. She put color on her pale 
white cheeks and smiled at the effect.

Polin liked her that way. Polin 
loved her. He did not have to know 
about those others. He was protec
tion for her. He was big and strong, 
but in her arms he was like a child.

While she stood looking at her face 
in the mirror, Nan Hawley heard a 
crazy scream out in the yard. She 
dashed to the window. Fifty yards 
away Polin had set his lantern down. 
He had an axe in his hand and he was 
flailing away at a tree with it. La
bored curses came from his lips.

When the woman ran out to him, 
the Strong Man was tearing at a 
climbing vine that he had cut away 
from the tree. He did not know that 
the companion of his solitude was 
watching him until she spoke. Then 
he wheeled toward her, his face chalky 
and dripping with sweat in the sickly 
lantern light. His fingers were bleed
ing. There was a glare as of insanity 
in his eyes.

“ Polin,” Nan Hawley asked sharply, 
“what is the matter with you?”

The axe slid from powerful fingers. 
Polin drew a sleeve across his face.

“ Everything looks like a snake," he 
almost screeched. “The vine—it was 
crawlin’ up the tree like . . . Every 
time I look up there, where you can 
see the gravel road, it wriggles like a 
snake, too. I—I’m going mad— Every
where—snakes! I see them, dream 
about them, snakes with their heads 
cut o ff!”

He uttered a hoarse, strangled cry 
and slumped down on his knees beside 
his painted woman. She let her fin
gers run through his wet, matted 
black hair.



CRAWLING DOOM 61

The next day, at the quarry, a 
worker said: " I ’m afraid o f that feller, 
Polin. He looks like he's goin’ a little 
mad.”

Someone laughed nervously. “Yeah, 
yesterday he Been a little snake—just 
a little green snake. He turns white 
—like a soairt girl. A man that can 
lift a hundred-pound chunk of granite 
like it was a pebble, afraid of Bnakes! 
I don’ like his looks, neither. He 
ain’t all there.”

THE sheriff was called to the coun
tryside near Polin’s place three 

nights later. A farmer took him out 
into the woods and showed him a 
small calf. It lay on the ground, dead, 
its body crushed.

“ Only one man could do that, Sam 
—that man, Polin,” said the farmer. 
“ He don’t like me. He drove me out 
of the yard last night. Said to keep 
away—to stop cornin’ there to look at 
his wife. He’s gone in the head, Sam. 
He done this. He could do that—to 
a human bein’.”

The sheriff went to get the Strong 
Man. When he led Polin to where 
the crushed body o f the calf lay, the 
Strong Man staggered back a step and 
smothered a frightened cry.

"I—didn't do—that,” he choked. 
“Last night I was out on the pond—■ 
fishin’. I wasn’t here in the woods at 
all.” The sheriff looked at him, won
dering at the terror that gripped Po
lin. “ If he says I done that, if any
body says it, he lies.”

The Strong Man turned abruptly 
and went crashing through the woods 
as if some terrible thing were hard on 
his heels. When he staggered into 
his house near the pond, Nan turned 
white under her rouge. The back of 
her hand fled to her mouth in a ges
ture o f stark fright.

“ I saw something—out there, Nan,” 
Polin breathed in a strangled voice. 
“ It was crushed to death—broken— 
like that woman. I didn’t do it I But 
they blame me. I don’t know a thing 
about it. I ’m afraid— I’m afraid—” 

The painted woman put her soft 
arms around him and gradually routed 
his spell of panic. After awhile Po- 
Jiin got up and walked across the floor

a little unsteadily. He stumbled over 
a small dog and the mongrel yelped 
with pain. It sank its teeth into the 
Strong Man's leg and be cursed and 
kicked the animal across the room. 
The woman’s eyes flared.

“Y-you beast! Don’t ever do that 
again!”

“ It bit me,”  Polin lashed back at 
her. "That little rat o f a dog—bitin* 
me—Polin! I’ll kill the thing, yet.”

The woman’s red lips curled wick
edly. “You do and maybe they’ll find 
out—about other things you killed. 
I’ll—”

“ Shut up!” Polin cried out. “ Damn
you!”

“You're losing your stomach, Po
lin,” the woman purred. “You’ll get 
into real trouble yet. You watch your 
step around here. People don’t like 
you much.” She slipped back into 
the shadows near the stove.

Polin looked at her, his long fingers 
curled. “ I’ll make sure. I’ll kill you.” 
Then his anger died. He swept Nan 
into his big, powerful arms. “ No— I’ll 
never do that. But I am jealous of 
you— I love you !”

The woman smiled and let her soft 
arms move up around his neck. But 
the Bmile was only on her lips.

Polin went out a few minutes later 
to finish his chores. The moon was 
full. It bathed the slimy pond with 
an unhealthy glow. The countryside 
was laid bare in the silver light and 
the Strong Man could Bee that distant 
gravel road winding toward a moun
tain side— like a huge python.

Fear crept in on him again. In 
the charivari of sound that came from 
the nocturnal crawlers he thought he 
could hear whisperings. He stepped 
on something that gave under his boot 
and a black round coil of something 
bumped against his leg. Horror filled 
him but it was nothing more sinister 
than a big rubber hose.

Y ET when a terrible scream o f 
terror rose in the air he froxe in 

his tracks. That cry was like that of 
a tortured soul coming from the maw 
of hell. Polin’s Bpine was like jelly. 
Nan came running across the muck <yf 
the yard, her red mouth a dark splotch
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against the chalky oval of her face. 
Her frightened eyes glowed horribly 
in the moonlight.

“Polin,” she gasped, “did you hear?” 
He nodded wordlessly.

It came again, faintly this time. 
That horrible, choking cry, followed 
by a silence interrupted by the fa
miliar mournful cry of a loon. A 
ghostly soughing of the breeze 
through the dew-soaked branches of 
the trees alternated with the woman's 
spasmodic breathing. Time passed, 
time rife with a haunting, gnawing 
dread.

“You’d better go and see, Polin,” 
she said at last.

The Strong Man’s frame quivered. 
His lower lip sagged loosely. “ Some
body drowning, maybe,” he forced 
out. “ Somebody turned over in a boat. 
You stay here, Nan. I’ll go.”

It took all of Polin’s waning cour
age for him to move his legs. He 
plodded along the edge of the pond 
like a man stumbling through a bad 
dream. His eyes probed at the swirl
ing mists that rose from the stagnant 
water near the shore like vapor rises 
from hot tea in a cup.

Terror was in the Strong Man’s 
eyes. He thought of that calf, crushed, 
bleeding. There was only one man 
who had the strength to . . . He stop
ped suddenly. Figures were moving 
up there under the pine trees.

Polin heard a horse snort. Voices, 
husked and vibrant with horror, beat 
against his ears. The Strong Man 
forced his numbed legs into motion. 
Soon white faces of two men appeared 
out of the gloom. From off to 
one side Polin thought he caught a 
strange, spine-tingling, rustling 
sound. A faint splash lifted the short 
hairs on his massive neck. Then a 
voice boomed at him.

“ You did this, Polin! Here’s the 
man who owned the calf—the man 
you told to stop lookin’ at your 
woman.”

The Strong Man stared, paralyzed, 
at the thing on the ground when the 
farmer touched a match to the wick 
of a smoky lantern. The body lay 
there in horrible distortion, mouth 
open wide and staring eyes still

glazed with stark terror. Blood trick
led from the dead man’s mouth in a 
black stream. Polin’s blood became 
slush in his veins. He tried to cry 
out but his throat was dry and con
stricted.

Crushed—like that calf!
“You come with us, Polin,” one of 

the men said. “ I’ve got a gun.”
“ I—I did not do it,” the Strong 

Man gibbered. “ I was not here. You 
look—you see my tracks there? I 
have boots with big hobnails. My 
wife, she knows I wasn’t here. 
Mother of—”

THE painted woman stumbled into 
the sickly light of the lantern. 

She, too, saw the thing and screamed 
hoarsely.

“Nan, they say I do this thing. You 
know I been in the yard back there. 
You tell them—”

“Yes, yes,” the woman choked, and 
seemed on the verge of falling. “ Po
lin, he did not do this thing. We— 
both of us—heard the scream from the 
house. Polin, take me away from 
here!”

“The man’s right," one of the two 
men who had discovered the body 
grudgingly admitted. “There’s no 
sign of tracks near the body. But 
only such a man could—”

The farmer shook his head and 
licked dry lips. “Let’s get him home. 
This place crawls.” He looked at Po
lin fearfully. “ If we find out about 
this, Polin—”

Back at the house Nan shrank from 
the Strong Man’s touch.

“Keep away from me! I see you 
there in the yard when the man is 
being killed. You could not have done 
it, but only you are that strong! To 
crush a man—to death!” A sudden 
wave of terror swept into her eyes. 
“Maybe you wasn’t there. Maybe you 
are a devil. Something out of hell that 
can be two places!” Screaming, she 
ran into the bedroom and locked the 
door behind her.

Polin took but two steps after her, 
then stood as if carved out of a rock 
as he looked at the door. No, he could 
never kill Nan. He loved her; he had 
committed murder for her, had made
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a place in hell for himself because of 
her.

The Strong Man did not move for 
a long time. That look in his woman’s 
eyes haunted him. He became con
scious of a gnawing fear. It ate into 
his vitals as he swung around like an 
automaton to look at the great black 
maw of the open door.

Something had killed that farmer. 
And only Polin could crush like that. 
But Polin knew that he bad not done 
it. That was the horror of it. And 
he knew there was not a man within 
a thousand miles who possessed his 
inhuman strength.

Maybe Nan was right. Maybe he 
was in the grip of a devil. The devil 
could do strange things. An agon
ized cry broke from his throat. 
Everything around him seemed un
clean, crawling. The fetid, slimy pond 
seemed to be alive and moving toward 
the house. The quiet of the grave 
gripped that isolated group of crum
bling farm buildings.

There came a scraping sound out
side the house. Polin moved like an 
automaton toward the open door. The 
sound came again as if something that 
writhed were threshing against the 
clapboards. With a gasping cry, the 
Strong Man picked up an axe that 
leaned against the woodbox and went 
out into the yard. He saw a tree limb 
being whipped against the house by 
the fitful breeze that was coming up.

A little mad, he dropped his axe 
and reached for the limb with long, 
steel-like fingers. He snapped it off 
with brute strength and hurled it 
from him. Thunder began to growl 
and lightning to split the night sky 
asunder. Polin went back into the 
house, brain in a torment.

THE Strong Man went upstairs to 
an unfinished room and lay down 

on a heap of old rags. Ten minutes 
later a terrific squealing came from 
the direction of the barn, the fright
ened commotion of pigs. Sweat was 
streaming from Polin as he tottered 
down the stairs. His wife was stand
ing in the middle of the kitchen floor 
holding a lamp. Without her make
up Bhe looked like something that had

just come out of the grave to hunt for 
life blood. When she saw Polin, a 
look of relief came over her face.

“ I thought you were out there— 
killin’ somethin’,” she breathed. Turn
ing without a word, Bhe went into the 
bedroom again, her bare feet making 
a slapping sound. The key turned in 
the lock. There was nothing but si
lence.

“ I—I’ll go mad!” Polin thought. 
“The way she looks at me. The things 
she says to me. YeB, she knows—the 
only one who knows—and it was for 
her. I was mad then, but I can’t kill 
no more. The pigs—they heard some
thing out there in the barn.”

Polin put on his shoes hurriedly and 
went out of the house. When he 
crossed the yard, the rain was falling 
heavily. Thunder rumbled and the 
chain lightning, drilling down out of 
the heavens, was like a yellow snake 
with tiny tendrils licking out from it. 
Snakes—everything like snakes.

The Strong Man looked toward the 
barn warily. He increased his pace. 
He wanted to get away from the place 
for awhile. Into the woods where the 
air smelled cleaner and where he 
could not see anything but blackness. 
But the lightning flashes cut deep into 
them.

Once Polin fell over a large creep
ing vine and went sprawling. He tore 
at the vine which was slippery in his 
grasp. He almost screamed as he tore 
it loose. Like a clinging snake it was.

He scrambled to his feet, Btumbled 
through the woods. At last he came 
to a clump of small pines that grew 
close together. It was dry under their 
branches and he crawled in and threw 
himself on the aromatic bed of pine , 
needles.

All during the night the Strong 
Man lay there, brain tortured, fear 
holding him fast. Exhaustion nunibed 
him after awhile. But he woke up, a 
strangled cry ringing in his ears. His 
own voice.

He had dreamed that he was in a 
tent holding a snake’s head in his 
hands. Carnival freaks began to 
swarm toward him, fingers pointing. 
Then a woman walked up to him with 
eyes that were open but did not see.
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Awake, he could hear the painted 
woman’s raspy whisper.

“Maybe you’re a devil—maybe—”
The night seemed interminably 

long to Polin. When dawn finally 
broke with promise of a clear day, he 
got up and started back through the 
woods. Halfway to the clearing, the 
Strong Man stopped dead in his 
tracks.

A piercing cry of stark terror pene
trated the woods and beat against his 
eardrums. Again it came, a soul-chill
ing cry that seemed to fill all the 
world. It came from the farmhouse 
near the stagnant pond.

Polin started to crash his way 
through the woods like a berserk wild 
beast, a meaningless, terrified babble 
rambling from his lips. Fear bit into 
his heart when that cry came once 
more—fainter this time. It trailed off 
into a strangled gurgle and died.

POLIN tore out of the woods and 
across the yard. He slid in the 

yellow mud churned up by the rain 
of the night before and as he clam
bered to his feet he saw that the farm
house door was swinging open. Nan 
always got up early. Sometimes she 
went to the barn and—

Polin shook with terror as he stum
bled toward the rotting structure. 
Pigs were squealing. The big draft 
horse was snorting and stamping in 
its stall, Polin went into the barn 
and saw the painted woman lying on 
the floor. Blood was trickling out of 
one corner of her mouth. Her body 
was in an unnatural twisted position 
—like a broken doll.

The Strong Man ran to her and 
picked her up in his arms. He yelled 
her name crazily. He kissed her 
dead, white face. Then Polin’6 hor
ror-choked eyes saw the marks on her 
bare arm. Marks that he had seen on 
a white arm before. The marks of 
snake teeth. His blood thickened and 
became stagnant in his veins. Icy 
shafts of horror pierced his heart.

He heard something scraping 
against the rotting floorboards and he 
turned his head. He tried to scream 
but his throat was constricted. He 
could not breathe; he could not move.

There it was—a great writhing thing, 
half hidden by the darkness that still 
held sway near an old feed bin I

He saw the markings on its slimy 
body, heard the horrible liquid sound 
as the other end of it squirmed 
through the stagnant water that lap
ped against the side of the barn. Then 
it was gone.

But Polin still saw it—he would see 
it forever.

The Strong Man shook violently 
and the unintelligible babble came 
from his lips again. His entire body 
oozed sweat as a sickening horror en
gulfed him. Suddenly he found voice 
and screamed; screamed with a vol
ume of terror that had been brewing 
in his massive frame for months. He 
held the dead woman to him and 
rocked from side to side. The sound 
of heavily beating hoofs and the rat
tling of loose wheel spokes and milk 
cans cut into the hellish quiet half an 
hour later.

Polin was still kneeling on the barn 
floor with the dead woman in his arms 
when two men came running into the 
outbuilding. The man’s eyes were a 
little glassy now. He hardly saw 
those hard, shocked faces staring at 
him. He did not hear the horrified 
curses that fell from their lips. The 
dead woman’s face had become that 
of another person to whom Polin was 
babbling.

“ I done it for her, Flo. I killed 
you— had it all planned. I crushed 
you with these arms—they’d think I 
. . . Oh God, I was mad 1 I didn’t 
know what I was doin’ ! That woman 
out of hell I”

A husky man who drove a milk 
truck every morning through the 
countryside gasped:

“ He did it. They said he would 
sometime. Look at them arms, Hank. 
Better git him while—”

The speaker picked up an old axe 
handle when Polin’s deranged eyes 
swept his way. Then Polin’s eyes 
seemed to clear. He looked at the 
thing in his arms, then dropped it to 
the floor.

"It was the big snake I” he scream
ed. It killed her I Tear down the 
barn! It—it—”
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W O E ’S crazy!” the milkman
J O I  ripped out. “Talkin' about 

snakes. Look at the slime on his Bhirt 
an’ arms. It’s all over the woman’s 
dress. And he wants to tell us it was 
a snake. Why, there ain’t a snake that 
big. . . . Look out, Hank!”

Polin leaped toward the man, great 
fingers hooked. “ Y—you don’t be
lieve me?” he croaked. “ You think— 
I ’m. I didn’t! I didn’t! It was the 
snake! Don’t look at me like that! 
I ’ll—”

The axe handle crashed down on 
Polin’s massive head. The Strong 
Man went to his knees, uttering ani
mal-like cries. He tried to get up. 
The club descended again and be 
went groveling to the floor, his giant 
frame quivering. Stunned, he lay 
there.

Voices came from far away.
He struggled to summon his 

strength. His stunned brain lent no 
aid to his powerful muscles, however. 
His sanity was slipping fast. He 
thought he heard that huge snake 
crawling toward him, but it was the 
milkman shuffling across the floor.

“ Kill it, kill it!” he screeched. 
“ Don’t let it get me !” Fright tremored 
through the Strong Man and super
human strength lifted him off the 
floor. The men thought of his crush
ing arms. Again that axe handle de
scended on his head and the world 
broke up in front of Polin’s eyes. His 
6kull was crushed and he fell back,

his sightless eyes staring at the ceil- 
ing.

The Great Polin’s black soul went 
swirling toward hell. Whisperings, 
mocking whisperings were all around 
him. Whisperings that told him a 
grim Fate had balanced things. He 
had killed the snake charmer— every
body had laid the blame on a big 
snake. Now, a big snake . . . Polin 
was lost in ebon darkness. Ten min
utes later acrid smoke billowed across 
the clearing and crackling of flames 
muffled the voices of men.

“ Shoulda been burned down long 
ago, this hell hole,”  the milkman 
ripped out. “Ten years ago a man 
cut his own throat there.”

“ Yeah, let’s git out of here,” said one 
of the others.

The Bun was just visible above the 
horizon when Polin’s body was 
dragged across the mucky yard and 
dumped into the milk wagon. A gust 
of wind drove the yellowed fragments 
of a newspaper across the gravel road 
and flattened it against a wheel of the 
wagon. There was a strange item of 
news on the torn paper. It said:

T h e big  python that escaped from  G as- 
par’s M am m oth Carnival on its way 
through this county is still at large. Far
m ers are asked to be on the lookout for  
the big  snake that m easures twenty feet in 
length.

Below the news item was a prophetic 
Bcarehead partly tom away—
W IF E  SLAYER DIES AT DAWN.

THE BLANK 
FACE OF 

HORROR
A Novelette of

Terror-Freighted Mystery 
By

WYATT BLASSINGAME
In Next Month’* issue of THRILLING M Y S T E m



A  Terror 
Novelette

Laniel's gun belched thunder— but the monstrous shape was hidden by the stair-  
case from  the men rushing through the doorway

66



HELL'S 
DARKEST HALLS
The Resurrection of a Fiend in the Eerie Chambers of the 

Chateau Dominique Brings an Invasion of Sadism 
to the Villages Surrounding Quebec!

By HUGH B. CAVE
Author o f  " The Twisted M en," “ B lood  in the House/' etc.

CHAPTER I 
The Hunchback

T HE bell of the Chateau Dom
inique tolled midnight. Plain
tive as the cry of a mourning 

woman, the solemn symphony invad
ed tiny Canadian villages where wak
ing habitants whispered and crossed 
themselves at sound of it.

In the dark courtyard a door 
creaked on heavy hinges; a candle 
flame flickered, illuminating the face 
of a woman who glided forward. As 
the bell tolled its last wailing note, 
the woman knelt, gazing up at the 
tower.

“Two more will arrive tomorrow, 
O Sainted One! One is a young man 
from a great and wicked city to the 
south of us, the other a young woman 
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from the west. The little innocents 
who sleep now in their beds must be 
guarded from such evils, Gregoire, 
and the scheming ones who come here 
will themselves be destroyed. I swear 
it to you. By the poor hands and feet 
of me, I swear it, Gregoire!”

She raised her arms, and her hands 
were Bmall, malformed mockeries. 
Far above her, a light glowed behind 
thick iron bars in a window of the 
tower, and a face ugly and hideous 
swelled against the bars and a 
humped body loomed darkly as bulb
ous eyes peered down.

“ They must be sent way, my Made
leine I”

“ They will be, Gregoire,” the wom
an moaned. “ I swear it!”

THE boat owner stared with 
greedy eyes as Peter Wakely 

pawed through a roll of Canadian and 
American greenbacks. “ Ten dollar, 
that is right, m'sieul” Avidly he 
clutched the bill. "And now this 
Chateau Dominique, to where you go. 
Straight down this road you walk to 
Ephrem, where lives the owner.” 

Peasant children in dog-carts 
stared as Peter Wakely trudged 
along, and when he reached Ephrem 
an old woman directed him to the 
home of Michel Laniel. It was near 
the church and nearly as imposing, 
but when he climbed the steps and 
knocked, there was no answer until a 
man came from the rear, trundling a 
wheelbarrow, and called to him.

“ You are Mr. Laniel?” Peter asked. 
The man shook his head and came 

closer, staring. He was tall and hand
some; he wore overalls. “ Mr. Laniel 
is not at home. You are Mr. Wakely, 
from New York?”

“ Yes.”
“ Ah! And you seek Mr. Laniel 

about the so strange affair of your 
uncle. You see, I know. I am Felix 
L ’Aigle, the gardener here. You will 
find Mr. Laniel at the chateau, which 
is but a short walk up the mountain. 
I would go the long way around. 
That way,” pointing. “ The other 
road is steep and difficult.”

Peter Wakely went the long way 
and was grateful for the advice. Red

dust rose under his 6hoes and colored 
his clothes and stung his eyes. Four 
times he stopped to rest.

When he stopped the fifth time it 
was of necessity, because the path 
was not wide enough for two persons 
to pass in safety, and loose stones 
rolled under the feet of someone who 
was approaching.

“ You are Peter W akely?” the wom
an asked.

“Yes.” And he stared at her.
“ I am Madeleine, and I have come 

from there”—she nodded toward the 
chateau—“to warn you. You were 
mad to come here. Gregoire, who 
died in the flames but lives again, will 
destroy you—or I will. Go back to 
your wicked city.”

“ W hy shouldn’t I come here?” Pe
ter Wakely demanded, scowling. “ My 
uncle has—”

“ I know. Nevertheless you must go 
away!”

“ I intend to see Laniel.”
Her eyes blazed with fury as she 

flung herself forward. Her hands 
streaked up to claw at his face. The 
hands, however, did not touch him. 
When the sleeves of her gown fell 
back, exposing them, both he and she 
stared at the ugly, twisted claws 
which grew out of her thin, slender 
wrists.

Horror and pity swelled in Peter’s 
throat, choking him; and she, it 
seemed, was stunned by the hideous
ness of what she saw. Sobbing con
vulsively, she somehow managed to 
squirm past him and run down the 
path.

"The poor g irl!” Peter gasped.
Ignoring her warning, he trudged 

on, and there were eyes watching him 
from the jagged rocks above, to his 
right. There wa6 a broad, unsmiling 
slit of mouth beneath the eyes and a 
humped body looming behind them.

"You fool! Go back before it is too 
late!”

Peter stood his ground, though the 
uncouth creature at whom he stared 
was less than human, more than hor
rible.

“ Go back!”
“ No.” He shook his head and moved 

forward.
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BARELY in .time he Baw the mon
ster’s corded arms encircle a 

huge boulder; saw the boulder sway, 
then tip, then hurtle down toward 
him.

The path was not wide enough for a 
sideward leap. He lurched forward, 
Urms outflung to break his fall as he 
stumbled and went down.

So close was annihilation that the 
careening boulder, growling past, tore 
a heel from one of Peter’s shoes be
fore thundering out into space to con
tinue its descent. Ripped loose by the 
force of its charge, lesser rocks cas
caded over Peter’s sprawled body, 
bruising him and gouging flesh, and 
the shock stunned him.

From far below came a final shatter
ing crash. And the uncouth face 
above was gone. Stubbornly, Peter 
Wakely reeled erect and went on.

The castle courtyard was empty, 
but sounds of young voices singing 
came faintly from windows in a 
frowning wall, and Peter strode to
ward them. A door hung open.

So old, this place. So gloomy and 
musty and enormous. Surely his 
uncle had been mad even to think of 
buying it. But his uncle had dreamed 
of the day when people would say: 
“That is the Chateau Dominique, the 
summer estate of a New York mil
lionaire . .

The voices lured him on, lightly 
chanting a children’s song in French, 
and suddenly a bend in the corridor 
steered him into the midst of it. He 
stood staring. An old man stared 
back, and the children stopped sing
ing.

“ And who are you, sir?”
“I’m Peter Wakely. I ’m looking for 

Mr. Laniel.”
“ You are Peter Wakely?” The man 

was old, but his eyes were young 
enough to glitter like polished bits of 
glass. “Ah, ydfk we have been antic
ipating your arnVal. We have heard 
of you!” His voice grew shrill. “You 
are not welcome here! This, sir, is 
my school! Get out!”

Peter Wakely Bhook his head. "I 
know nothing of any school. I came 
here to see Laniel."

“ Mr. Laniel has turned this build

ing over to me. I order you to go I”
“What is the trouble here, Andre?” 

a voice asked softly.
Peter turned, relieved. The voice 

was pleasant; its owner came through 
an open doorway and paced forward 
on slippered feet—a calm, middle- 
aged man who smiled with under
standing.

“This,” declared the schoolmaster 
acidly, “ is Peter Wakely.”

“But he is no ogre, Andre. Surely” 
—turning to Peter—“you are no ogre, 
sir?” And the smile lingered.

“I ’m looking for Mr. Laniel."
“I am Mr. Laniel.”
The schoolmaster glared. The 

children, none over eight years old, 
whispered among themselves. Laniel 
said gently: “ Come, and I will answer 
all your questions.” And Peter fol
lowed him along a corridor, up stone 
steps, to a sunlit room resembling an 
office.

“You see, Mr. Wakely, we do not 
understand the methods of you Amer
icans. This unfortunate matter be
gins without our knowledge and sud
denly through the ire of your uncle 
we are drawn into the midst of it. 
Andre Pacome—he is afraid he will 
lose his school.”

“And yet you invited an investiga
tion,” Peter said grimly.

"To clear ourselves of suspicion. 
Do sit down.”

Peter sat, scowling. “Very well, 
Mr. Laniel, I’ll lay my cards on the 
table. My uncle is wealthy. He was 
approached some time ago by a group 
of men who sold him, for more than 
forty thousand good American dol
lars, this Chateau Dominique of 
yours. My uncle is not easily duped. 
Yet when the deal was concluded and 
he sent a man here to look over the 
property, he discovered that you 
owned it, that you knew nothing of 
any deal involving the sale of it, and 
—well, the whole affair was a colossal 
fraud.”

“Your uncle wrote threatening let
ters to me.”

“And now I’m here, at your own 
invitation, to look into the matter. 
And already one of your hirelings—a 
hunchbacked monstrosity with a
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strange ability to disappear at will— 
has attempted to murder me!”

Michel Laniel stiffened. His eyes 
widened. ‘ ‘A —hunchback?”

“Yes I”
“But that is impossible,” Laniel 

said softly. “You are quite mistaken, 
Mr. Wakely, or quite mad. Gregoire, 
the hunchback, no longer exists. Gre
goire is dead—very dead—and 
buried.”

CHAPTER II 
A Dead Shape

THE road through St. Simeon 
gleamed white and hard in the 

late afternoon sun, and the car dron
ing along it was coated with fine 
white dust. A girl drove the car—a 
girl dressed smartly in grey, with a 
vermilion scarf to contrast the pale, 
soft beauty of her face. She was alone.

The Bun had set when she reached 
Ephrem, and darkness crept after her 
as on foot she climbed the perilous 
path to the Chateau Dominique.

“ I’m late,” she thought. “ Mr. 
Laniel expected me this morning.”

In gathering gloom she crossed the 
courtyard. She did not look up to see 
the face that was framed in a narrow 
fissure above the frowning doorway. 
The face was malshaped and ugly, 
and two fat hands clutched the sill.

The girl entered, staring ahead of 
her. To her right a flight of stairs 
curved down into the corridor, and a 
dark shape crept down them, toward 
her.

Stifling a cry of fear, she stepped 
back. The dark shape studied her and 
said softly: “ What do you want 
here?”

“ I—I have come for Madeleine. I 
wish to see Mr. Laniel.”

"Ah, then you are Madeleine's 
sister?”

"Yes, I am Marie Sabrevois.”
"And I am Gregoire. Come!”
The girl’s wide eyes drank in the 

horror of him, and she hesitated.
“ I am your sister’s trusted servant,” 

the hunchback murmured. “ Surely 
, you do not distrust me.”

"No. No, of course not.”
Nodding, he turned to lead the way, 

Marie Sabrevois followed fearfully, 
keeping far enough behind so that 
she might flee for her life if the mon
ster wheeled upon her.

It seemed a long and circuitous 
route that he led her, but at last, after 
climbing a steep flight of stairs, he 
said, smiling: “ It is not far now. Your 
sister will be so happy to see you.” 

Then, whirling, he stared into the 
corridor's depths, where sounds of ap
proaching footsteps whispered in the 
eerie gloom.

A  SNARL burst from his pendu
lous lips as he lurched backward, 

thrusting the girl aside as he sped 
down the stairs. Terrified, 6he stood 
where she was, and then the gentle 
voice of Michel Laniel asked softly: 
“ Who are you?”

"I am Marie Sabrevois. My sis
ter—”

"I know. It is good that you came, 
for your sister must be taken away 
from here and cared for.” Quizzically 
he studied her. “ You look fright
ened. Perhaps this old chateau is 
frightening to a stranger . . .”

"No, no, it is not that. It was the 
hunchback!”

“ A—hunchback?" Laniel whis
pered.

"He met me at the door and led me 
here. He told me his name was 
Gregoire.”

An electric shock seemed to leap 
from Laniel’s fingertips as he 
clutched her arm. "That is what 
Peter Wakely said—that he was alive 
—alive again I But it cannot be true!” 
He caught himself, drew his hand 
away. “ I am sorry. So many things 
have happened lately to upset me. 
Come, my dear, let me take you to 
Madeleine.”

Obviously the hunchback had lied 
about the location of Madeleine’s 
room, for the chamber to which 
Laniel led Marie Sabrevois was not 
near the spot where the monster had 
bolted.

Laniel knocked before opening the 
door, then stood aside while Marie 
walked timidly tmg|pi a bed where
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the girl with the twisted hands lay 
Btaring.

“ Madeleine! Oh, my poor, poor 
Madeleine!”

Laniel closed the door and went 
away; and for a long while the only 
sound in the room was the sobbing 
of beautiful Marie, who knelt beside 
the bed and clung to her sister’s with
ered hands.

The sister frowned and said: “Why 
did you come here? I did not send 
for you.”

“No, no . . . Mr. Laniel wrote to 
tell me what had happened. I have 
come to take you home.”

“Home?” The sick girl snatched 
her hands away and squirmed erect. 
“ I cannot leave 1 The children need 
me I"

“But they are not your children, 
Madeleine. You are only their teach
er. Besides, in a short while Andre 
Pacome will be going away, and there 
will be no more school. Laniel told 
me so in his letter.”

“You’re lying! You’re mad!”
“No. It is you who are—’’ Marie 

checked herself. Yet it was true; 
Laniel in his letter had said so. The 
terrible accident which had destroyed 
Madeleine's once beautiful hands had 
also injured her mind, and she was 
not wholly sane.

“You must come home with me to 
Quebec," Marie whispered. “ I am 
earning enough now to send you to a 
good doctor—”

“No!"
“ But why must you stay here?” 
“ Because he is here, and he has 

promised to make me well again. He 
is a saint now. The fire destroyed 
him and he was reborn. These poor 
hands and feet of mine—he will make 
them whole again.”

“Who?"
“Gregoire.”
“Dear Lord—that monster?”
“He is no monster! He is a saint! 

And he will not let you take me 
away!”

Kneeling there by the bed, her eyes 
brimming with tears, Marie Sabrevois 
did not know that the door behind her 
had silently swung open. Gregoire 
stood there. Gregoire’s bulbous eyes

drank in the slim loveliness of her 
kneeling body, and he tiptoed for
ward, his huge hands curling, his 
shapeless head outthrust.

Madeleine saw him, and murmured 
cunningly: “Perhaps I will go with 
you, Marie. Perhaps, after all, you 
are right!”

And then Marie felt the foul 
miasma of Gregoire’s breath, and 
turned her head. Fear forced a shriek 
from her throat. Fear pushed at her 
eyes and swelled them, and glued her 
feet to the floor as she swayed erect. 
Gregoire seized her.

The girl on the bed giggled and 
licked her lips and waved her with
ered hands in grotesque gestures 
signifying delight.

W HEN Michel Laniel entered 
the little office where, that 

morning, he had talked with Peter 
Wakely, he saw that Peter and Andre 
Pacome were awaiting him.

Laniel drew a rubber-banded packet 
of papers from his pocket. “ These, 
Mr. Wakely, are proof of my owner
ship of the Chateau Dominique. You 
will find here the history of the 
castle’s proprietorship since the year 
it was erected."

Peter Wakely studied the papers 
and wondered if they were the ones 
he had inspected in New York, be
fore his uncle’s purchase of the cha
teau. They seemed to be the same, 
but how could he be sure?

“Perhaps you will let me keep these 
overnight,” he suggested softly. “ I 
have taken a room in the village. I 
can return these in the morning.” 

“ You ask too much. These papers 
are valuable. You may study them 
here.”

For half an hour the office was so 
still that the ticking of Laniel’s large 
watch was like a heartbeat. Then 
Peter handed the papers back and 
said : “Thank you. I’m finished.” 

Laniel placed the papers in a small 
safe and locked the safe’s door. “You 
see,” he murmured, “I do not trust 
even myself to guard them. It is a 
lonely road to my home in the village, 
and I have heard too much talk about 
Gregoire.”
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“ Who is Gregoire?” Peter de
manded softly.

“ He was a hunchback, and was be
lieved to be a descendant of the 
Gregoire Dominique who built this 
chateau. You see, this old castle waB 
erected when the grand city of Que
bec was but a village. Gregoire 
Dominique built it for his beautiful 
young wife, who later bore him many 
children. But he was a brutal, sadis
tic man, and his wife and children 
left him. He lived here alone, luring 
young women here and shaming them 
—until one day a group of enraged 
villagers trapped and destroyed him.

"After many years, the chateau was 
reclaimed by one of Gregoire’s sons; 
and until I purchased it from the 
last of the Dominiques—one Albert 
Eugene Damien Damase— it had 
never fallen into alien hands."

"But this hunchback,” Peter in
sisted, scowling, "this man who tried 
to kill me— ?"

“ He was here when I purchased the 
chateau. They say he came here to 
escspe the stares of men and women 
who looked with horror upon his de
formity. When I bought the place, 
he stayed-—until death removed him.”

“ Death?”
“Some months ago there was a fire 

here. A terrible fire. It threatened 
the lives of the children of Andre’s 
school and would have destroyed all 
of us while we slept, if Gregoire and 
Madeleine had not saved us. Gregoire 
died from his frightful bums. We 
buried him. Madeleine—you have
seen her, have you not?—her hands, 
her feet, her mind—ah, it is pitiful I”

Peter Wakely stood up. His glance 
strayed to the safe in the corner, but 
came away quickly, and he moved to 
the door. "Good night, gentlemen,” 
he murmured, “and thank you.”

Closing the door behind him, he 
turned to the stairs. At that instant 
a shadow detached itself from the 
wall behind him. A small hand 
clutched at Peter’s leg.

HE whirled—and a Beven-year-old 
face grinned up at him.

“ I heard what you were saying in 
there,” the lad whispered.

“Did you? And who are you?”
“ I'm Charles and I ’m one of Andre’s 

pupils, and I should be in bed with 
the others. But lots of times I sneak 
out and go for walks around here at 
night. Do you know what I’d have 
asked them? I ’d have said, ‘W ho 
rings the bell every night at midnight, 
now that Gregoire is dead?’ And do 
you know what they’d have answered 
to that? They’d have said, ‘W e don’t 
know.’ And they don’t !”

The lad’s voice was a confidential 
whisper, intriguingly tense with eag
erness. "It ’s a mystery how that bell 
rings every night,” he whispered, “ be
cause after Gregoire died they walled 
up the stairs leading to the tower 
where the bell is, and nobody can go 
up there now. But I know how it’s 
done 1”

“ Do you?”
“ Ye6, I do! You Bee, one night I 

was wandering around and—” He 
stepped, and was suddenly not look
ing at Peter but beyond him. Terror 
struck at him with cataclysmic quick
ness, and his eyes bulged with fright.

The boy ran wildly into darkness. 
Peter Wakely 6tared at a face—a face 
with pendulous lips and bulbous eyes 
that had gathered form in gas-lit 
gloom near the head of the stairs.

"Gregoire!” Peter whispered.
He took a stride forward. -The face 

receded, snarling, and the hump
backed body slid like a giant slug 
over the edge of the stairs. A heavy 
thud echoed up from below.

Very slowly, Peter descended. Re
membering the ghastly terror of 

oung Charles, he made fists of his 
ands and peered fearfully into the 

darkness. There was no human sound 
in the corridor below.

A chill mist eddied around him as 
be stepped through the great stone 
doorway. The flagstones of the court
yard rang hollowly under his feet.

Had ydung Charles fled safely back 
to bed, or had the monster pursued 
him?

Peter glanced up at the tower. At 
midnight, the ancient bell would be
gin tolling, and young Charles knew 
the secret of that weird symphony. 
The living Gregoire had tolled that
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bell for years. Now some other per
son—or thing—had taken over the 
task. Why?

Suddenly Peter’s feet stopped mov
ing. Something up there was scream
ing!

Above him, a hurtling shape 6hot 
from the window of the tower room; 
shot straight out and seemed for an 
instant to hang suspended, a floating 
blur against the back sky. Like a 
plummet, it dropped.

If Peter had not lurched backward, 
the descending shape would have 
crushed him. As it was, a naked foot 
struck him and sent him sprawling, 
and the contorted body crashed with 
a sickening thud within arm’s reach 
of him. The surrounding walls made 
thunder of the sound.

But the shape itself was dead when 
Peter crawled toward it. Horribly 
crushed by its fall, it lay in a twisted 
heap, raw bones gleaming through 
torn flesh, its head lolling on a broken, 
bloody neck.

On hands and knees Peter swayed 
beside it. “ Oh, my God,” he whis
pered, “ it—it’s the boy who called 
himself Charles!”

CHAPTER III 
The Chest Bell

PETER WAKELY staggered 
erect over the body of the mur

dered boy and glared up at the shad
owed 6haft of the tower. He slob
bered breath into his heaving chest 
and voiced animal sounds of rage. 
Savagely he re-entered the Chateau 
Dominique.

What had the boy said? After the 
death of the hunchback, the tower 
stairway had been walled up. But he 
had known of an entrance to that 
damned shaft, and he had paid hor
ribly for knowing too much.

Peter strode through the labyrinth 
until the walls curved away from him 
and formed a circular chamber in 
which a stone stairway curled up into 
gloom. He climbed the stairs slowly. 
A wall of masonry confronted him. 

“This isn’t the way.” He spoke the

words aloud, snarling them. Dark 
fury fed on his heart as he stared 
around him. There must be a way to 
the tower! And the secret must be 
somewhere here in this chamber at the 
tower’s base!

His back toward the doorway, he 
did not see the white Bhape that 
glided silently over the threshold 
toward him.

The woman’s deformed feet made 
hardly a sound. In one withered hand 
she clutched a knife—and Peter 
Wakely did not turn until she was 
upon him.

There was no immediate pain as the 
knife sliced into his shoulder. In the 
hands of a strong man, the blade 
might have pierced his heart; but she 
was a woman, she was ill, and her 
withered fingers were too weak to re
tain their grip when Peter whirled.

He flung her aside. Then the pain 
engulfed him.

It rushed to his brain and exploded 
there, and suddenly his strength was 
gone and he slumped to his knees. 
Blood painted a red line down the 
white of his shirt.

Madeleine Sabrevois crept toward 
him, hate glittering in her eyes. Her 
lips writhed over words that whis
pered in the room’s stillness. “You 
were warned to go away from here, 
and now you seek to harm Gregoire. 
I will kill you!”

Peter was too weak to resist when 
for the second time she flung herself 
upon him. She swarmed over him, 
seeking his throat. Wearily he strug
gled to push her away as the knife 
descended.

“Madeleine!”
Imperative as the crack of a whip, 

the voice rasped from the doorway. 
The woman turned. Slowly she 
swayed erect.

“ Madeleine, are you mad? Put 
down that knife!”

He was a young man, darkly hand
some, and strode forward with bewil
derment distorting his face. Peter 
remembered having met him at 
Laniel’s home in the village. L’Aigle 
was his name; Felix L’Aigle.

And Felix L’Aigle was quick with 
his hands. When the girl leaped to



74 THRILLING MYSTERY

ward him, he seized her wrist and 
twisted, and the knife clattered to the 
floor. The girl clawed at him, kicked 
him. Her shoulders gleamed with 
sweat, and her hair wa6 a wild wet 
mop over her face. But Felix L’Aigle 
bent her backward until Bhe moaned 
for mercy.

His methods were so cold-blood
edly brutal that Peter gasped out: 
“ Stop itl You’re killing her!”

L’Aigle dragged her to the door and 
pushed her into the corridor. Curtly 
he 6aid: “ I shall tell Mr. Laniel about 
this. Go to your room!” Returning to 
Peter, he tried vainly to quell the flow 
of blood from Peter’B torn, knifed 
shoulder.

“You need attention,” he muttered. 
"A doctor—”

PeteT was only dimly aware that 
the man waB lifting him to his feet. 
L’Aigle was Btrong—gentle. . . .

Peter lost consciousness.

THE bell of the Chateau Domi
nique tolled midnight. In the 

tower room, Gregoire the hunchback 
grinned evilly as he performed his 
nightly task.

His fat hands gripped the knotted 
bell-rope and his thick, squat legs 
were twined around it. His malshaped 
body hung, a human pendulum, in 
mid-air, and the enormous bell 
loomed above him.

Chuckling to himself, he swung 
from wall to wall, and at the end of 
each giant swing his outthrust foot 
propelled him back again—and the 
gurgle of his chuckling was smoth
ered by the deafening crash of the 
bell’s iron tongue.

When the last note had whispered 
to silence, Gregoire’s mouth spread 
from ear to ear in a grin. “The ghost 
bell,” he said softly. “The bell that 
rings itself, and frightens people.” 
Turning, he peered into the room’s 
ochre shadows.

Candlelight revealed a table lit
tered with the remains of a meal— 
bread and cheese and dark bottles of 
wine—and revealed also an antique 
cot against the wall.

Marie SabrevoiB lay there.
A tangle of ropes bound her, and

her lovely body gleamed like a thing 
of soft mist against the wall. Her 
wide eyes were saturated with terror 
as the hunchback crept toward her.

“Leave me alone!”
“ But you are very beautiful, my 

Marie. You are even more desirable 
than your sister. Perhaps I shall de
stroy Madeleine and keep you in her 
place!”

Gregoire’s handE gathered up the 
trailing strands of the girl’s hair and 
caressed them. “The American,” he 
said softly, “has been taken care of, 
and I have hidden the body of little 
Charles where none will find it. We 
are alone and will not be disturbed. 
And you are so lovely . .

A scream gathered behind Marie’s 
clenched teeth and shrilled forth into 
the night, through the barred window, 
to be lost in midnight darkness.

PETER WAKELY awoke from 
sleep in a room in the home of 

Michel Laniel. He was alone, and 
the pain of his injured shoulder was 
a vicious throbbing that ate into his 
brain.

Felix L’Aigle, in overalls and soiled 
blue shirt, entered the room and 
found Peter getting dressed.

“Ah, so you are feeling better 
now!”

“ Who doctored me?” Peter de
manded. “You?”

“No, m’sieu. I carried you here 
from the chateau, but it was Andre 
Pacome who doctored you.” 

“ Pacome?”
“Yes, m’sieu. I told him what had 

happened, and—”
A door slammed, and a voice 

boomed: “Felix, Felix, are you here?” 
Footsteps sounded in the hall, and 
Andre Pacome strode Into the sick
room.

He gasped at Peter. “ Here, here! 
What are you up to?”

“I can’t stay here,” Peter retorted. 
“You can and you will. I’ve studied 

medicine, sir, and I say you’re ill. 
Back to bed with you!”

“But—”
“Back to bed!”
Peter frowned, shrugged his one 

good shoulder and began removing
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his clothes. Pacome poured medicine 
that looked dark and evil.

"Drink this.”
“What is it?”
"An excellent tonic. Tomorrow 

you’ll be well enough to return to 
New York.”

Peter took the glass. "How much 
of this stuff have you fed me?”

"Half a bottle."
"I ’ll drink this later.”
Pacome snorted, turned to Felix 

L’Aigle. “Mr. Laniel needs you,” be 
declared. "Cornel”

Peter Wakely was alone.
Sniffing the dark liquid in the glass, 

he thrust the glass aside, got off the 
bed and dressed himself. The sun was 
down behind Mont Dominique when 
he left the house and began the ex
hausting journey to the chateau.

He went the long way around and 
doubted his ability to get there. The 
pain of his torn shoulder was a drug, 
and the desire to sleep was almost too 
strong to resist.

Long before he reached the castle 
courtyard, a queer, ringing sensation 
crowded his brain, and bis head was 
a dead weight that forced him to plod 
along like a zombie.

He looked up at the tower and 
shuddered. Then, hearing voices and 
footsteps, he lumbered into a shad
owed niche and stood rigid, staring.

Three men emerged from the 
castle’s main doorway and trudged 
across the gloomy court. Peter caught 
snatches of their talk.

“We buried him beyond the walls, 
near the knoll,k There is a stone slab 
marking the spot.”

"It should be an easy task. The 
ground will be soft after so much 
rain.”

"But there'll be no corpse in the 
grave. Mark my words!”

THEY were three ghouls on some 
evil mission. They carried a tell

tale assortment of tools — spades, 
pickaxes, crowbars—and soon van
ished into deeper darkness. But 
Peter did not stir from his hiding- 
place until the last faint echoes of 
their footsteps had died to silence. 

Five minutes later he drew open the

door of Michel Laniel’s office, and 
pulled the door shut behind him.

A candle burned on the desk. He 
pulled it from its base of drippings 
and set it on the floor. Stubbornly 
fighting the drowsiness that threat
ened to overpower him, he went to 
work on the old-fashioned safe.

There was no moonlight slanting 
through the narrow window aa Peter 
bent to his task. Nor was there moon
light to aid the three ghouls who 
stood around a grave a dark knoll 
outside the castle walls.

"This is it, Felix. This is where we 
buried him. Now then, dig!” And 
Andre Pacome leaned forward, hands 
clasped behind him, stumpy body 
teetering on wide-Bpread legs.

“ It’s a job I don’t like,” Felix 
L’Aigle muttered, shaking his head. 
"An ugly job, digging up the 
dead . .

"Dig I” Pacome commanded, and 
Michel Laniel nodded.

The spade in L’Aigle’s strong 
hands bit into soft brown earth and 
made sucking sounds. The night

f rew blacker. A whippoorwill on the 
rowning castle wall uttered its noc
turnal chant, and L’Aigle shuddered. 

The hole deepened.
“Think you, Laniel,” Pacome mut

tered, "that the dead are really able to 
rise again ? Think you that this grave 
will be—empty?”

“I know not.”
"No. None of us knows. But what 

think you?”
"That we are mad to do this, Andre, 

and that you are the maddest for in
sisting upon it.”

"Ah, but we must learn the truth!” 
“And suppose we find the body of 

Gregoire lying here in its box. What 
then? Will you say that the dead 
need not take their bodies with them 
when they return to torment the liv
ing?”

No answer. No sound except the 
suck and scrape of the spade as Felix 
L’Aigle bent to his task. Pacome 
looked up and stared around him.

“It is dark tonight. Fearsome dark, 
Michel . . . ”

"And the better for us because it ia 
dark. If we were seen by prying eyes,



78 THRILLING MYSTERY

tho tale would spread like a plague 
over the countryside, and we’d be 
called insane—or worse.”

The hole was deep, and Felix 
L’Aigle clambered down into it. “ It 
is cold out here," Laniel said, and 
Bhivered. The spade struck with a 
hollow thud against wood.

“Give me a crowbar,” L ’Aigle mut
tered, discarding the spade. “The box 
is here. I ’m standing on it.”

Andre Pacome c r o s s e d  himself 
and again peered around him into the 
crowding darkness, his eyes white 
and small as frightened beetles. 
Laniel passed an iron bar to the man 
in the pit. With it, Felix L’Aigle 
tore loose the lid of the coffin.

“Give me a light.”
“Here." And L’Aigle’s upthrust 

hand trembled as he took it.
The flashlight’s silver glare threw 

into ugly detail the wet black walls 
of the grave, the mud-caked feet of 
the gardener, the tilted, warped cover 
of the oblong box. It revealed the 
rotted face of the corpse—a face with 
pendulous lips, great bulbous eyes 
and flat, lumpy nose. Flesh clung in 
tatters to protruding bones. The 
earth’s dampness had taken its hide
ous toll.

Felix D’Aigle leaned backward, 
thrusting a hand over his mouth and 
nostrils, coughing to clear his tor
tured lungs of the evil stench that 
arose to strangle him. The flashlight 
wavered in his other hand, and gro
tesque shadows danced over the 
corpse, lending it a semblance of life. 
Laniel stepped back from the pit’s 
edge. Pacome remained stooped, star
ing down.

“ It is Gregoire, Felix?”
Unable to answer, L’Aigle jerked 

his head up and down.
“Are you sure? Prod the hump 

with your crowbar. Make sure it is 
real!”

“It is—real enough. My God, can 
you not see?”

“Make suret Make certain!”

LEANING no closer than neces
sary, L’Aigle extended the crow

bar and poked gingerly at the rotted 
body. Flesh crumbled when the iron

weight touched it. Shreds of dark 
cl9thing came loose . . . and the 
hump was real.

“ It is Gregoire,” Pacome muttered. 
“I thought—I thought another 
corpse might have been substituted— 
one with artificial deformities. But 
it is he. Come up, Felix. Close the 
lid.”

L’Aigle grasped the hand that was 
lowered to him and pulled himself 
out of the pit and stamped the grave- 
earth from his shoes. Michel Laniel 
spoke for the first time in many min
utes, saying: “Now are you satisfied, 
Andre?” And Pacome nodded, but 
put his hands behind him and paced 
back and forth, back and forth in the 
darkness, while Felix L'Aigle spaded 
earth back into the hole.

The gardener finished his task. The 
three ghouls gathered up their tools 
and plodded back to the chateau, back 
across the silent courtyard. This 
time their mud-caked 8hoes created 
no thumping of footsteps. And
Peter Wakely, listening for sounds 
of their return, heard nothing and was 
not warned.

“ Look there, Michel!" Pacome 
whispered, halting. “A light in your 
office!”

The ghouls stood staring. A scowl 
twisted across the face of Michel 
Laniel and he said softly: "Make no 
noise. Come!”

They made no noise, and when the 
door of the office was jerked open, 
Peter Wakely was discovered there 
at the desk. The safe-door was open 
behind him, and the desk was clut
tered with papers gleaming white in 
the flickering light of the candle.

“ So—you are a thief, my young 
friend!" Laniel declared acidly. “ I 
refuse to lend you the papers, so you 
come here to steal them!”

Peter Wakely had battled with 
drowsiness so long that he was only 
half awake in the chair. The papers 
were strewn before him and a box of 
black dusting powder lay open under 
his right hand. He stared at Laniel, 
at the men behind Laniel, and was 
too mentally and physically sluggish 
to move In self defense even when 
the chateau owner drew a gun.
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Aiming the gun squarely at Peter’s 
head, Laniel paced forward.

“So—you seek to find fingerprints 
on my papers! Whose fingerprints, 
may I ask?"

As if waking from deep sleep, Peter 
shook bis head 6tupidly and tongued 
his dry lips without answering. His 
brain seemed somehow to be stuffed 
with cotton; it worked, but worked at 
snail-speed and was still concerned 
with the problem of how the three 
men had so adroitly trapped him. He 
had heard no .footsteps in the court
yard. The last time he had stepped 
to the window to look out, the yard 
had been empty. Yet—

“Whose fingerprints?” Laniel re
peated harshly.

“Why, my own.”
“Your own?"
Ignoring the gun, Peter reached 

out, scuffed the papers together and 
placed a heavy bronze ashtray upon 
them. The cotton in his brain was 
beginning to dissolve and he realized 
dully the peril of his position. But 
there was another sensation, too—a 
feeling of deep, dark anger which had 
rumbled within him during his search 
for fingerprints.

“Yes, mine.” he said sullenly. “And 
our little game is—’’ He checked 
imself. That smoldering rage must 

be stopped, or the gun in Laniel’s 
fist might belch a bullet! “—is appar
ently on the level, Laniel,” he finished 
humbly, “and I ’m ready to apologize 
for my suspicions.”

THAT was better. It was neces
sary now to convince Laniel that 

he had discovered nothing. Pretend
ing to regret his intrusion, he’d be 
allowed to depart—then a hired car 
would take him to Quebec and a swift 
plane would land him in New York 
before morning. The rest was up to 
Uncle Jonathan.

He must reach New York as quickly 
as possible. He must inform Uncle 
Jonathan that these papers in Laniel’s 
possession were the same papers that 
had been presented by the crooked 
New York syndicate from whom 
Jonathan had purchased the Chateau 
Dominique. These papers, taken from

the envelope in the safe, bore Uncle 
Jonathan’s fingerprints, samples of 
which he bad brought with him, with 
just such a test in mind! Proof posi
tive that Michel Laniel was crookedly 
affiliated with the vanished syndi
cate!

“ I repeat, Laniel, I apologize. My 
suspicions were unfounded.”

The gun in Laniel’s hand did not 
waver. The candle-light made a 
menacing mask of his hovering face. 
Without answering, without shifting 
his gaze, he said to the men behind 
him:

“ One of you had better go to the 
village. Bring the police."

Felix L ’Aigle vanished silently 
over the threshold.

CHAPTER IV 
Half Hour to Live

Pe r s p i r a t i o n  gleamed on 
Peter Wakely’s face and he sat 

motionless in his chair, staring at the 
gun. His ruse had failed. Either 
Michel Laniel realized the nature of 
his discovery, and its grim signif
icance, or was a hard-headed individ
ual who refused to tolerate any fla
grant form of meddling.

If the police came, the conse
quences might be serious. Laniel 
ruled the village; his word would be 
enough. The local authorities would 
throw Peter Wakely in jail—and a 
thief was a thief, and Canadian justice 
was both swift and stern. Too late, the 
truth would reach Uncle Jonathan. By 
the time he arrived, all evidence of 
Laniel’s guilt would have been hid
den or destroyed. . . .

Peter acted the moment his mind 
was made up. He shrugged his 
shoulders, relaxed and crossed one 
leg over the other. Laniel stood be
hind him. Peter’s right foot idly 
scraped the desk, then suddenly flat
tened against it. His leg straightened 
abruptly. The chair shot back on its 
castors, and Laniel was hurled off 
balance.

PeteT Wakely was across the room 
in three strides, and planted a fist in
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the face of Andre Pacome when that 
amazed individual tried vainly to 
block the doorway. Gasping, Pacome 
staggered backward into the corridor, 
tripped and fell and began shouting. 
But Laniel was in a heap on the office 
floor and the gun had leaped from his 
hand, slithered out of reach.

Peter’s feet beat a hollow, clacking 
tattoo along the unlighted corridor, 
and darkness swelled protectingly 
around him. His legs pistoned. He 
realized too late that he had turned 
the wrong way, that the sprawled 
body of Pacome had blocked the route 
to the main entrance and he had blun
dered in an unfamiliar direction.

He turned, but Pacome was erect, 
screaming, and Laniel was lurching 
from the office. The gun in Laniel’s 
fist spewed a clap of thunder as Peter 
whirled and leaped toward a flight of 
star* s.

He took the stairs three at a time, his 
outthrust left hand pawing a rough 
stone wall. His heart was pounding 
crazily; sweat stung his eyes, and 
violent exertion had stirred to life all 
the savage, twisting agony in his in
jured shoulder. But he was clear of 
the stairs before his pursuers began 
climbing. Blindly he lunged along a 
black hall.

It was a mad flight. It took him along 
endless corridors and through rooms 
which, judging by their musty odor, 
had not lately been disturbed. The 
din created by his pounding feet 
lived behind him, and when he 
stopped to listen, chest heaving and 
breath whistling from his pain- 
twisted mouth, the sounds of pursuit 
were always behind.

A door clattered open under his on
slaught and he stumbled into a room 
where candles glowed to dispel the 
fearsome dark. Rows of beds con
fronted him; children aroused from 
sleep sat up and stared at him, and 
their faces were like pale plaster- 
masks on shelves in a display room. 
A woman in white rushed from an 
adjoining chamber when some of the 
children cried out in terror.

She blocked Peter’s staggering 
path to the far door, and she was a 
weird white Btatue standing there in

the passage, candle-light gleaming on 
a body nearly nude. Recognizing 
him, she raised withered hands to 
stop him, and her lips writhed back 
to reveal gleaming teeth. She was 
the woman who had attempted to kill 
him in the tower room—Madeleine 
Sabrevois of the deformed hands and 
feet. But this time she had no knife 
with which to menace him, and he 
automatically flung her aside.

The wails of frightened children 
died behind him. He clawed his way 
down a circular flight of stone steps, 
raced along still another midnight 
corridor, but the sweat on his aching 
body was cold now, his eyes burned 
from staring, his legs were leaden, 
and the sounds of pursuit were 
louder.

W HEN for the first time he rec
ognized his surroundings, he 

was in the circular chamber at the 
base of the great tower, and footsteps 
were terrifying loud in the corridor 
by which he had entered. Wild-eyed, 
he stared around for an exit.

There was none. There was only a 
dark staircase leading upward, 
blocked by a mocking wall of masonry. 
Trapped, he swung to face the door
way, then slowly, stiffly stepped 
backward until the wall beyond the 
stairs stopped him.

It was the end. Laniel, enraged by 
his violent escape from the office, 
would surely shoot to kill.

He heard his pursuers coming, saw 
the black blurs of their bodies racing 
toward the doorway. A cry of sur
render.leaped into his throat, but his 
lips were dry and tight and refused 
to utter any intelligible sound—only 
a harsh, gasping wheeze as his aching 
lungs labored for air.

He saw the gun glinting in Laniel’s 
outthrust hand and heard the yell of 
triumph that tocsined from the 
man’s lips. The gun roared. The 
bullet struck the stairway and 
ricocheted with the shrill whine of a 
broken bandsaw.

And suddenly there was something 
else for Peter to stare at. A huge 
block of stone in the circular shaft of 
the staircase was swinging outward
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on a pivot, swinging swiftly, silently, 
to expose an aperture through which 
a shape darker than the darkness was 
pouring out along the floor I

The thing had a face, had large 
human hands that moved like crawl
ing slugs along the stone. It rose in 
a black, swelling mass and took form 
—took the hideous, humpbacked form 
of the fiend known as Gregoire.

Laniel’s gun again belched thunder 
—and the monstrous shape lurching 
toward Peter was hidden by the stair
case from the men who rushed 
through the doorway. They could see 
only the shadowy form of the man 
they sought. The bullet from Laniel’s 
weapon chipped the wall less than a 
foot from the target, and Peter, whirl
ing sideward, collided with the 
hunchback and fell sobbing to his 
knees.

A heavy, naked arm twined around 
his throat, jerking him backward.

He tried to scream, but thick 
fingers gripped his lips, hairy flesh 
scraped hiB face and encircled his 
neck. Powerful hands seized him 
and dragged him, and the huge block 
of stone, swinging on its pivot, came 
within inches of tearing his feet from 
bis body as it blotted out every ves
tige of sound from the room beyond.

He fought, using hands and feet 
and teeth, but other hands were at his 
throat, strangling him, and his own 
clenched fists beat against the confin
ing walls of the shaft, and his thresh
ing feet thudded against secret, hid
den stairs that rose sharply into 
Stygian darkness.

DULLY he realized that this was 
the long-sought entrance to the 

mystery room at the top of the tower 
—that this was the secret young 
Charles had tried to tell him. But 
the fingers imbedded in the tortured 
flesh of his throat murdered the im
portance of the discovery; they were 
killing him, and the agony in his 
brain was a gigantic black balloon with 
steel spikes, ready to burst and shat
ter his skull.

He went limp. The cruel fingers 
relaxed their pressure and shifted to 
bis armpits. For a moment there was

no sound, no movement in the vast 
darkness; he wondered dully if his 
assailant had left him. Perhaps this 
was Dot an entrance to the bell room. 
Perhaps—heaven forbid!—it was a 
cell where be would be left to die, 
where he might beat for hours at the 
thick black walls in a futile attempt 
to make his plight known to those 
who might help him.

You could die here. Even now, 
beyond these walls, Laniel and 
Pacome were surely searching for 
him, mystified by his disappearance. 
They would be talking, moving about, 
yet no vaguest whisper of sound 
reached into the dungeon.

But he was not alone. Those mur
derous hands were still gripping his 
armpits, though hiB body was almost 
too numb to feel their pressure. They 
were lifting him now, dragging him. 
His head lolled like a wooden thing 
on his chest; his dangling hands and 
trailing legs thumped on invisible 
stone stairs.

And Gregoire was chuckling.
The evil sound curdled Peter’s 

blood, rekindling within him the 
violent urge to fight for freedom. But 
he remained limp, feigned unconsci
ousness while the hunchback dragged 
him up an endless winding flight of 
narrow stairs. And presently an 
ochre glow of candle-light relieved 
the gloom; the stairs ended, and the 
hands released their hold, allowing 
Peter to slump to the floor of the 
bell-chamber.

The huge bell loomed above him. 
On a cot against the wall lay a nearly 
nude woman who was very lovely. . . .

In that dim light, the hunchback’s 
bent body cast a vast, distorted 
shadow as he strode to the table. With 
his big hands he set a chair in place, 
then jerked Peter from the floor and 
flung him onto it. Sick with pain, 
Peter swayed there and stared at the 
woman.

She was so young, so beautiful, and 
her pale, bound body was criss
crossed with angry red welts, and she 
was unconscious.

The point of a sharp knife ‘ ouched 
Peter’s neck, and the huge fulk of 
Gregoire hung over him. '‘You have
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a task to perform,” the hunchback 
said softly, “and then perhaps I shall 
release you.”

Pen and ink and paper lay on the 
table. “ You are to write a letter to 
your uncle,” Gregoire declared. “Say 
to him that you have investigated the 
state of affairs here at the Chateau 
Dominique and you have found 
nothing to wavrant suspicion as to 
Michel Laniel’s honesty. Say to him 
that you are departing from here to
morrow and will spend three or four 
months hunting and fishing in the 
Laurentians before returning to New 
York. Now write I”

Peter’s pain-laden brain struggled 
to grasp at the motive behind the 
fiend’s command, and he was slow in 
obeying. The knife-point entered his 
neck and traveled an inch, slowly, to
ward his skull, and the pain was 
excruciating.

“W rite!” Gregoire snarled.
He wrote, realizing dully that he 

was writing his own death warrant.
Uncle Jonathan would read the 

words and decide that nothing was 
wrong. When no further message 
arrived, Jonathan would say: “ Well, 
he is in the mountains, enjoying a 
deserved rest, and we must not expect 
to hear from him . . .”

Ah, but the girl on the cot was so 
lovely! How could anyone, even 
Gregoire, wish to mutilate that glori
ous body?

He finished the letter, and Gre- 
goire’s thick fingers took the paper 
away from him, and Gregoire 
chuckled, saying over and over again: 
“ Good! Good! Good!” Then the 
knife pressed home again and Peter 
Wakely addressed an envelope, and 
Gregoire chuckled over that also.

"And now you die!”

HIS cold, stiff body shook as with 
the ague, but he was not strong 

enough to resist when the hunchback 
dragged him from the chair. Would 
death be so awful? Had not the girl 
on the cot already suffered worse 
than death?

Gregoire tripped him to the floor 
and swarmed over him, twisting a 
rope around his ankles and knotting

it. Drugged with pain, he lay limp, 
staring up into the vast, black hollow 
of the bell, and waited for the fiend 
to bind his wrists also—but Gregoire 
straightened and leered down at him, 
and evidently had other intentions.

The rope attached to Peter’s ankles 
was a long one, and most of it lay 
coiled in the hunchback’s hand. An
other rope hung from the bell—and 
up that one Gregoire climbed like a 
monkey, to vanish in the sepulchral 
darkness above.

Peter scowled, wondering what fate 
awaited him. But after all, what did 
it matter? Death would silence the 
rag>ng pain within him, would it not? 
Death would be sweet. Yet if he died, 
the girl on the cot would be alone, and 
this ugly room would become a cham
ber of iniquity and horror, for 
Gregoire was reputed to be a direct 
descendant of the first Gregoire, who 
had sadistically preyed upon young 
women.

The fiend was descending. He 
swung from the knotted bell-rope and 
dropped to the floor. He would ap
proach now, and the knife would 
strike home. But now—he was back
ing away.

The rope from Peter’s bound ankles 
slanted upward into darkness and 
sloped down again into Gregoire’s 
hands. It formed two sides of a tri
angle, and when the hunchback 
pulled on it, bending his malshaped 
shoulders to the strokes, Peter's legs 
were drawn upward, his aching body 
was raised clear of the floor and hung 
dangling, head down.

Blood rushed to his brain as he 
swung there. The floor was a rolling 
ocean beneath him. And Gregoire 
was chuckling.

Slowly the hunchback pulled. The 
rope squealed over a fat iron bar high 
up in darkness, and, feet first, Peter 
was drawn up, up, until the sloping 
walls of the huge bell surrounded 
him and the soles of his shoes slapped 
with a whispering thud against the 
melon-shaped iron ball of the bell’s 
enormous tongue.

And now Gregoire was climbing 
the bell-rope again. His hideous face 
hung level with Peter's eyes, which
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saw on inverted, monstrous image of 
it. He climbed higher, and wrapped 
an arm around Peter's legs and bound 
them to the bell-tongue. Then he 
descended . . . and Peter hung there 
in the bell’s ancient gloom, his arms 
dangling, his head heavy and sick 
with the blood that poured into it.

Gregoire looked up, grinning, his 
face a yellow mask in the candle- 
glow. “Soon, my meddling Ameri
can,” he declared softly, "it will be 
midnight, and I shall toll the bell as 
usual. Do you know what will hap
pen to you when I do that? You see 
this rope?” He stroked the knotted 
bell-rope as fondly as if he were 
caressing a cat. “ I shall swing upon 
it, back and forth, back and forth, 
from wall to wall . . . and the great 
bell erected by my famous ancestor 
will toll tonight with a different tone, 
for with each giant swing you will be 
Bung against its curved walls . . . 
and you will be dead when I am fin
ished.”

The words purred into Peter’s pain- 
warped mind and swelled there, and 
he twisted his hanging head to 6tare 
in horror at the circle of iron sur
rounding him. It was true what Gre
goire said. When the heavy tongue 
swung to strike, the arc described by 
his own bound body would be swifter 
and greater, for the tongue ended 
where his legs began, and his body 
was but an extension of the clapper’s 
length.

His head would travel more swiftly 
than all else, and would be crushed to 
bloody and horrible pulp against the 
bell.

“God I” Peter muttered. “You are 
descended from a monster!”

Gregoire, staring up, grinned from 
ear to ear. “ I am descended from the 
first Dominique, and this castle and 
all in it belong to me, and I shall take 
what is mine. Even her,” he added, 
peering at the girl on the cot. Then: 
“You have less than half an hour to 
live. Enjoy yourself.”

There were bottles of wine on the 
table and he seized one, pulled the 
cork and drank deeply.

Half an hour? Peter Wakely’s 
dangling body shook convulsively

and his hands pawed the air beneath 
his sweat-drenched face. It was a 
ghastly way to die. Merciful God, he 
did not want to die!

Why was that? Was it because the 
rush of blood to his head had cleared 
his brain, allowing a measure of 
strength to flow back into his 
muscles? Was it because he no longer 
felt dead, but alive ? Or did life sud
denly seem so precious because he 
had looked into the pale, sleeping 
face of the girl on the cot?

CHAPTER V 
The Pendulum

IT was quiet here now. Quiet as a 
tomb. Gregoire sat at the table, 

swilling wine, and the girl still slept. 
Half an hour. . . . Ah, but the hunch
back was turning! There were 
sounds outside, in the courtyard far 
below that barred widow. Gregoire 
was pacing toward the bars, was 
standing there now, peering down.

A chuckle whispered from the 
hunchback’s lips. He swung around 
and looked up. “They are looking 
for you,” he said, “but they will not 
find you. Perhaps they are also 
looking for Felix L ’Aigle, who went 
for the police. But they will not find 
him either. I destroyed him.”

Peter did not answer, but knew that 
his last hope was dead. L ’Aigle 
might have known where to look for 
the secret entrance, and with the aid 
of the police might have found it. 
But with L ’Aigle dead there was no 
hope, no feeblest shred of chance. . . .

“This is excellent wine,” Gregoire 
declared, smacking his lips. “ I re
gret that you cannot drink with me.” 
He flung the bottle aside and reached 
for another.

“He will soon be drunk,” Peter 
thought dully.

“Do you enjoy swinging?” the 
hunchback asked pleasantly. “Here I” 
Gripping the bottle in one hand, he 
grasped the knotted bell rope and 
tugged on it. The great bell trem
bled as if infused with life. Slowly 
one of its menacing black walk
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swung toward Peter’s bulging eyes, 
then swayed back again. Gregoire 
grinned and walked crookedly back
ward to the table.

The bottle empty, he discarded it 
and lurched toward the cot, munch
ing a thick slab of cheese. Peter’s 
blood ran cold as the fiend leaned for
ward to paw at the half-clad girl 
lying there. The candle on the table 
threw Gregoire’s shadow in gigantic 
grotesquery across the wall.

“You are very beautiful,” the 
hunchback murmured, his munching 
mouth close to the girl’s unopening 
eyes. “Very, very desirable. I shall 
keep you here forever unless I tire of 
you.” Drunkenly he extended a hand 
to stroke satin-smooth flesh, and 
sprawled to his knees to press his 
lips against hers.

“You beast!” Peter muttered. “You 
degraded beast!” But the monster 
did not turn.

The great bell was still slowly 
swinging. Abruptly, with one clutch
ing hand, Peter reached out and 
caught the knotted rope. Flames of 
new-born hope, akin to madness, 
danced in his bloodshot eyes.

Gregoire, whispering words of lust 
and desire, paid him no attention but 
knelt there with his back turned and 
drunkenly caressed the face and 
shoulders of Marie Sabrevois.

The long, knotted rope rose from 
the floor—and Peter’s dangling body 
swung sluggishly with the diminish
ing sway of the bell.

He had it all now, had the entire 
length of it in his two hands and was 
fashioning a noose, but still Gregoire 
bad not turned. A twist of Peter’s 
hips and shoulders increased the 
length of his swing, and the iron clap

per creaked above him. But Gre
goire’s head was low over the girl’s 
throat, his thoughts were not for the 
doomed man above.

Once, twice, thrice, Peter swung, 
gripping the noosed rope in cold, stiff 
fingers. Each swing carried him 
farther backward, farther forward, 
almost to the bell’s menacing walls, 
which would vibrate with a dull 
whine if he came in contact with 
them. The rope would reach now, but 
he must be sure of his aim, must not 
miss! There would be no second 
cast!

And suddenly the raucous creaking 
of the iron clapper reached into 
Gregoire’s liquor-deadened senses. He 
jerked his head up, turned.

The noose fell with a heavy thud 
over his shoulders and slid tight 
under the bulging hump of his back.

The monster spewed out a roar of 
rage, but amazement held him rigid 
and for a split second his dulled brain 
failed to react. When he did move— 
when his clawing hands Teached for 
the rope—Peter’s corded arms had 
already taken up the slack. The 
swing of Peter’s body jerked the 
fiend below him off balance, and as 
Gregoire had so often swung glee
fully at the rope’s end while tolling 
the bell, so he swung now, screaming 
and writhing and cursing.

THE wall stopped him with a bone- 
jarring crash, and he swung back 

again, his squirming body a human 
pendulum. At the end of each giant 
swing the walls battered him, while 
above, Peter Wakely exerted every 
muscle in a superhuman effort to 
keep the pendulum swinging.

The weight of that writhing body 
was tearing Peter’s arms from their 
sockets, straining every bone and 
muscle in his tortured frame. But he 
clung to the rope, heaved forward 
and back, forward and back—and for 
every ten feet his inverted body 
traveled through space, the scream
ing thing below him traveled twenty.

Blood ran on the walls where the 
human pendulum kept striking. 
Blood dripped to the floor under Gre
goire’s twisting hulk and formed a
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crimson trail across tha room. No 
longer did lurid screams jangle from 
the man's mouth; the sounds be ut
tered now were gurgling groans of 
agony, and they too were presently 
silent.

Only then did Peter allow the pen
dulum to swing more slowly—but it 
was still swinging, a lifeless, sodden 
heap at the rope’s end, when he saw 
the woman with withered hands.

She seemed to rise out of the floor 
—but that, of course, was because he 
was looking at the room upside-down 
and everything in it was distorted. In 
reality she came up the 6tairs.

She stared at Gregoire. Her with
ered hands flew to her throat and she 
screamed. The sound was like the 
whining ricochet of a bullet. She 
looked up at Peter, cursed him with a 
shrill, unending flow of words as she 
rushed forward. Passing the table, 
she snatched up Gregoire’s knife.

Gregoire’s body was still swinging, 
and Madeleine Sabrevois did not see 
the red smear of blood on the floor. 
She saw only Gregoire, and flung her
self at him to cut him loose.

HeT bare feet slipped in the blood. 
She fell, shrieking. Gregoire’s arch
ing body catapulted into her.

And if Gregoire was not already 
dead, he died then, at the hands of the 
half-mad creature who had 60 pitiful
ly believed in him. The knife ia her 
clenched hand raked his face and 
6tuck in his throat. Braked by Made
leine’s weight, he stopped swinging, 
and his life-blood was a scarlet river 
cascading over her slumped body.

The woman did not move again, 
even when Peter Wakely slowly 
hauled on the rope, lifting the hunch
back into the air. She stared up and 
her eyes were open, but she neither 
moved nor spoke, and Beemed to be 
dead. Dripping blood, Gregoire’s 
contorted body rose until Peter could 
grip the knife.

He pulled the knife out and let the 
corpse sink back to the floor. With 
the bloody blade he slashed his own 
bonds, then hung, gripping the bell- 
tongue, and dropped.

Madeleine Sabrevois was dead, 
killed by the crushing Impact of the

hunchback’s swinging body. Gie- 
goire was dead, and the knife in the 
mad woman’s withered hand had torn 
terribly into his face, torn through 
layers of puttylike flesh, revealing 
other features beneath—features 
neither malformed nor ugly, but 
darkly handsome, though twisted 
now by pain and terror.

It was the face of Felix L’Aigle.
Staring, Peter backed away from it, 

turned and stumbled toward the girl 
on the cot.

W l% /fIC H E L  LANIEL never real-
X t -H. ly owned the Chateau Do

minique.” The hired car was purring 
along the road from Ephrem to Que
bec, and Peter Wakely drove it, talk
ing to the pale, beautiful girl beside 
him. “L’Aigle owned it, and planned 
to transform it into a mammoth re
sort hotel, but had no money. Months 
ago be came to Ephrem to look over 
his property—property he had inher
ited but had never laid eyes on. Only 
Gregoire the hunchback was living 
there then—a poor deformed old man 
who claimed, probably because of his 
name, to be descended from that an
cient monster, Gregoire Dominique.

"L ’Aigle approached Michel Lan- 
iel, the most prominent man in the 
village. He begged a job as garden
er, saying he would work for nothing 
because he was homeless and without 
money. That, of course, was so he 
could remain in Ephrem and be close 
to Laniel without arousing suspicion. 
A week later a man visited Laniel 
with a peculiar proposition. He was 
an agent, he said, of Albert Eugene 
Damien Damase, which is the real 
name of your Felix L ’Aigle. He 
knew, he said, that Laniel had once 
attempted to buy the chateau. Waa 
Laniel still interested? Laniel waa*

“Well, the chateau was not for sale, 
and never would be, but if Laniel 
cared to assume proprietorship for 
six months, that could be arranged. 
It was arranged. Already prominent 
as Ephrem’s leading citizen, and a re
tired man with time on his hands, 
Laniel grasped eagerly at the oppor
tunity to be known as the owner of 
the famous Chateau Dominique.
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“As a business man he was child
ishly simple. The agent said it would 
be necessary to draw up certain pa
pers showing that Laniel had bought 
the property for an enormous sum. 
Laniel signed. In return for this, he 
was to take care of the chateau, make 
certain repairs, and keep strangers 
away, and six months later must hand 
the place back, ostensibly selling it 
back, to its real owner.”

Peter scowled at the dusty road 
ahead. “Laniel himself told me most 
of this while you’ve been under the 
doctor’s care these past two days, 
Marie. And you see the motive be
hind it all, don’t you? L’Aigle, or 
rather Albert Eugene Damien Da- 
mase, wished to have his name erased 
temporarily as the owner of the cha
teau. Six months, he figured, would 
be sufficient time for his associates, a 
group of clever crooks, to sell the 
property to some wealthy American, 
collect cash for the transaction, and 
.clear up a fortune which would en
able him later to turn the place into 
a hotel.

“Laniel, as the apparent owner, 
would bear the brunt of any investi
gation and would remain unshaken 
because he would actually know noth
ing. Sworn to secrecy, he would keep 
his mouth shut and answer no ques
tions. Fear of ridicule or entangle
ment would keep him silent.

“As Felix L’Aigle, Damase stayed 
on the scene to handle any unforseen 
emergency. The papers were in Lan- 
iel’s possession — he’d need them in 
the event of an investigation—but 
L ’Aigle must have smuggled them to 
his associates long enough for the 
Bale to go through.

“ To Laniel, he was merely a gar
dener. Laniel took over the castle, 
allowed Andre Pacome to establish a 
school there. Then came the fire. 
Gregoire the hunchback died, your 
sister was injured. With some of 
Gregoire’s clothes, with an artificial

hump and clever disguise, L ’Aigle 
became the hunchback, in which role 
he could prowl at will around the 
castle.

“You already know what your sis
ter thought of him, and how he used 
her in his attempts to drive both you 
and me away when we arrived. True, 
he saved me from death at her hands, 
but feared at that time to let her kill 
me, I think, and took me instead to 
Laniel’s house, where he drugged me 
to keep me out of things.

“Later he had to kill me—could not 
risk even the probability that Laniel 
and Pacome would do it for him—be
cause he knew I had discovered my 
uncle’s fingerprints on the papers. He 
was a monster, Marie . . .”

SHE nodded, shuddering. “ I know.
I know what a terrible monster 

he was.’’
“The blood of the original Domini

que flowed in his veins. He must 
have reveled in his rfile of ghost. 
Drunk most of the time, he made a 
fine art of murder and lust. Perhaps 
a form of insanity was partly respon
sible.”

Marie closed her eyes, remember
ing perhaps the ordeals of her cap
tivity in the tower. Her soft fingers 
touched Peter’s hand on the wheel, 
and presently she asked: “Who is the 
rightful owner of the chateau now?” 

“ My uncle, I suppose, when the le
gal red tape is unraveled. I don't 
really care. I've found something 
else, more important. I ’ve found 
you.”

“And that makes you—happy?” 
“ When I ’ve wired my uncle the 

full details,” he said softly, “ we’ll 
find some little church in Quebec, and 
then”—lifting one hand from the 
wheel, he pointed to the purple haze 
of mountains to the north—“and then 
the peace and quiet of the Lauren- 
tians, just as Felix L ’Aigle sug
gested.”
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Couldn't

Dead or alive, she saw him then— hut never as she had seen him before.

No Human, but a Monster Whose Flesh Could Feel No 
Pain, He Returned from a Living Death 

to Claim His Bride I

By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS
Author o f "T h e  H ouse o f Breadful Night.”  "W h en  Death Com es Crawling ”  eto.

M a r i e  g r a m o n t e  could
never forget that she dwelt 
w i t h  the dead.  The 

moldering bones that were her neigh
bors seemed less dead than alive to 
her. Perhaps that is why she uttered 
the prayer that some said disturbed 
the eternal sleepers and caused the 
tragic end of the House of Gramonte.

There is still the original fence 
around the property that three gen
erations of Gramonte's claimed—a 
thing of rusty iron with a gateway

through which a drive wearily winds 
its way between little hills. The gate 
is surmounted by an arch upon which 
are embossed iron letters reading in 
solemn Latin: Requiescat in pace.

The gate was a memorial to some
one, no doubt; but for all its rust, the 
iron has outlived the memory. A 
cairn of cobblestones is all that re
mains of the Gramonte house, and the 
ground has once again returned to ita 
original owners, the dead who are 
buried there. It is said that the dead 
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are jealous of their ground and have 
never relinquished from their bony 
clutches what the living had deeded 
to the sons of Louis Gramonte.

Passing the place in the daylight— 
for none would pass it at night—you 
might point and say, “ Why, that 
looks like an old graveyard, only—” 
And then you pause and, unless 
you’re a stronger man than most, you 
shudder. For there are no headstones 
beyond that fence, and sunken graves 
are hidden by tall, waving grass. Yet 
somehow, you know that the dead are 
there.

“Isn’t it used any more?’’ perhaps 
you’ll ask. And your guide will look 
straight ahead down the road and 
whisper, “ No, none would commit 
their dead to ground where Paul, last 
of the Gramontes, is. You see that 
pile of brown cobblestones atop the 
second knoll? Well, Paul Gramonte 
is beneath it and Paul is the man who, 
wanting to, couldn’t die.’’

Of course, t h a t ’s superstition. 
There must be twenty tons of stone 
on top this Gramonte fellow, and 
wanting it or not, he must be dead. 
Then you begin to pump the story 
from your guide and when he has 
laid the whole truth before you, you 
probably don’t believe it.

Here is vlhy it all happened, and 
why Marie Gramonte prayed that 
night the November wind wailed at 
the narrow windows of Gramonte 
House and the dead turned restlessly 
in their graves.

THE Gramonte men were all ruth
less beasts with a strain of mad 

genius boiling in their blood. Money 
was their god and they had no creed 
but their own desires. So it was that 
Louis Gramonte 6aw the cemetery 
with its old, weathered headstones 
and iron fence, and coveted the 
ground which belonged to the dead.

He purchased the entire cemetery 
from impoverished farmers who were 
its owners. The farmers were not to 
blame for selling it. Gramonte came 
as a magnificent stranger, masked 
with benevolence, and offered to take 
all care of the cemetery off their 
hands and pay them for the privilege.

None doubted but what Louis Gra
monte would do exactly as he prom
ised; surely none thought that he in
tended to build his home there.

But no sooner had the deeds been 
signed than Louis Gramonte went to 
work. Old and lovely trees were 
lopped down from the knolls. Head
stones were sacrilegiously uprooted, 
and there were none in those parts 
but knew where Gramonte got granite 
flags for his garden walks.

Had Gramonte House been a thing 
of beauty, the farmers might have 
forgiven its builder. But it was like 
a stunted castle and something like a 
monastery, and like a prison, too. 
That is, it had such an appearance 
from the outside.

But anyone who entered the place 
felt that it was none of these. Walls, 
windows and roofs had been made by 
the living; but the atmosphere within 
—ah, that was the work of the jealous 
dead!

There was a clammy chill and a 
stifling staleness about the air. Spec
tral wisps of grey vapor clung to the 
walls at night and rose from the floor. 
Something in the composition of the 
mortar, artisans explained to Louis 
Gramonte; it would all go away. But 
it never did.

Louis Gramonte died. His two 
sons were weaker stuff, and when the 
old man was laid away in a crypt be
neath the house, they took themselves 
to France.

Then came Paul Gramonte, the last 
of the line, who returned to the 
house his grandfather had built. He 
was an enormous man, but for all that, 
his two hundred pounds didn’t fill out 
the hollows and angles of his body. 
He was six feet, five inches tall. His 
jaw was square and his mouth a thin 
slit. His forehead was remarkably 
broad, high, and flat, topped by the 
upstanding bristles of his dark hair.

He lived alone in Gramonte House, 
did no work that anyone knew of, and 
at night drank expensive liquors un
til he became stupid.

Then one day Paul Gramonte got 
married to Marie Tinsley. It was no 
match of love’s making, that was a 
certainty; there were whispers that
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Mark Tinsley had eold his daughter 
to the Gramonte brute for the Gra- 
monte money.

Poor Marie! That night when she 
passed beneath the old cemetery gate 
with that monster of a man who had 
never spoken a dozen words to her, 
she must have felt that Bhe was walk
ing to her own interment.

Marie tried courageously to make 
Gramonte House into a home. In 
some measure she succeeded. She 
hired an old man servant who, though 
glum as Gramonte himself, looked hu
man and was devoted to his mistress. 
Her warm kindliness and her blond 
beauty affected even Gramonte some
what. The servant told neighbors 
that Paul Gramonte loved his bride 
in a clumsy, timid sort of way. He 
would at times stroke her golden hair 
with his huge hand—gently, very 
gently as if he were a great child and 
she a tiny, fragile doll.

Marie could not bring herself to 
love this last of the Gramontes. Night 
after night she would sit at the piano 
that Paul had newly purchased, and 
sing songs of love—gay songs, at first 
—songs that saddened as long days 
dragged slowly by. Paul Gramonte 
would sit and watch her, his thin lipB 
parted in a smile that gradually 
changed as the music changed, grow
ing sad.

Before two months had passed, the 
piano was out of tune. Nothing of 
wood could have withstood the damp 
of Gramonte House, and damp was 
undoubtedly the cause of the defect. 
But Marie Gramonte’s mind found 
another explanation: it was the work 
of the jealous dead. Their cold, in
visible fingers plucked at the strings 
to produce a discordant jangle.

Paul Gramonte smiled no longer. 
He understood now that Marie had 
fought to love him, and had lost. 
Then he did what he thought was the 
wise and kindly thing to do.

He simply disappeared. No one 
knew where he had gone or whether 
he was alive or dead.

IN the next five years, many things 
happened to Marie Gramonte. Her 

lather died. Then it was discovered

that the fabulous Gramonte fortune 
was no more. By frugal pinching, 
Marie could live on in Gramonte 
House, but nowhere else. Every 
candle must be counted, and every 
night shadows crowded closer and 
closer to the girl huddled near the 
feeble flame.

Yet, for all the torment of solitude 
and anxiety, Marie was still beautiful. 
She was like a sad and lovely woman 
who, on losing love, had retired to a 
convent. Morley, her old servant, 
was loyal to her, staying on though 
she could not pay him. But he, too, 
seemed of the grave—always silent, 
sustaining life with crusts of bread, 
until his face was lean and bloodless 
as a corpse’s.

Of all Marie’s former friends only 
one seemed to remember her. He was 
John Fostich, a young farmer with 
glad eyes and sun-bleached hair. 
Night after night he woifld go up to 
the strange, cold house and sit with 
Marie.

It was in the fall, six years after 
Paul Gramonte’s disappearance. John 
Fostich was making his nightly visit 
to Gramonte House.

"Listen, Marie," he said—and this 
was what he had been leading up Ml 
all summer—“you can't stay another 
winter in this place.”

Marie stared into the smouldering 
fire. . "I know I can’t—not and stay 
sane."

John Fostich beamed. "Glad we 
agree on that point! Now, er—well, 
I’m a practical man, Marie. You know 
that. I guess I’ve always loved you. 
What I’m trying to get at, do you 
think you could learn to love me?”

"John, dear,” she said softly, "you 
can’t learn to love anyone. Love ia 
something that’s got to grow.”

John nodded his head vigorously.
"I know. It’s like com and wheat. 

Got to grow. But you can cultivate 
it. I was wondering if you wouldn't 
try that."

Marie smiled. "I don’t have to do 
even that, John dear. I’ve loved you 
always. But, John—’’ Marie stopped 
suddenly and bit her lip.

"What, dear?”
“There— there’s a weed, John, in
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my lovely garden. A tall, grotesque, 
clumsy weed. I know no way to up
root it.”

“Paul Gramonte? What right has 
he in anybody’s garden, as a weed or 
anything else? The man wasn’t hu
man.”

“I— 1  think he loved me.”
“Loved you! Well, he certainly 

picked a funny way of showing it. 
Running away like that!”

“ That’s how I know he loved me,” 
she whispered.

John Fostich took her somewhat 
roughly by the shoulders. His blue 
eyes were deadly earnest.

“ Marie, you’ve got to forget Paul 
Gramonte. He’s dead. He’s got to 
be. And you’ve got to marry me. Oh, 
lordy, darling, you’ve got to!”

Like a woman in a dream, Marie 
slowly shook her head. “ If I only 
knew.”

John Fosfich stood up, picked up 
his sheepskin coat, and put it on.

“ I’m not coming back for two 
weeks, Marie. That’ll give you plenty 
of time to think this through. I’ll see 
a lawyer and learn how these divorce 
things work. And I’ll try once more 
to trace Paul Gramonte. I ’m sure he’s 
dead. Then, I’m coming back for your 
answer.”

AND again the days dragged on.
L Marie knew the loneliness of 

Gramonte House as she had never 
known it before. On the tenth day 
after John had left, Marie received a 
short note through the mail. It was 
from John.

“ Everything is all right. He is 
dead."

She read the note again and again. 
Her heart thudded in her throat. 
Why was John so brief ? She glanced 
at the postmark on the envelope. The 
letter had been mailed from Baton 
Rouge. Why, if Paul Gramonte was 
dead, hadn’t his body been returned 
to Gramonte House for burial beside 
the bodies of his people?

Marie Gramonte could eat nothing 
that night. And while she sat close 
to the fire, the shadows that seemed 
spirits of the long departed, crowded 
closer and closer. Hastily, she

snatched the note from the bosom of 
her dress and read it again, bending 
close to the light of the fire. Nearer 
now than ever before, the shadows. 
Still, ghostly voices were shrieking:

“It’s a lie! Paul Gramonte is not 
among us.”

“John wouldn’t lie to me,” she ar
gued timidly. “ He wouldn’t lie!”

"Lie," echoed mournfully from the 
cold walls.

The door of the room opened. Ma
rie turned, stared fearfully at the 
dead white face gleaming in the 
shadows. A long sigh sobbed in her 
throat. It was Morley, the servant.

“ Mrs. Gramonte,” came Morley's 
thin, quivering voice, “ I thought I 
heard you cry out. You’re all right?”

Marie nodded. "Yes, Morley. You 
may go to bed now.”

"Then good night, Mrs. Gramonte.” 
And Morley quietly closed the door.

She took a candle from the mantel 
and lighted it in the dying fire. Hold
ing it in front of her, she walked 
through the door and into the gloomy 
hall. Shadows retreated before her, 
but she knew that behind her they 
were closing in. Shadows of the dead. 
The echo of her footsteps whispered 
along the hall and up the stairway. 
Ghostly footsteps.

She entered her bedroom and 
thrust the candle into a copper sconce 
beside the door. The wind had a 
thousand wailing tongues that night 
as it swirled about the corners of Gra- 
monte House and rattled the windows 
in its phantom clutch. Marie walked 
slowly to her bed. There her knees 
sagged. Flinging her arms across the 
icy sheets, she spoke aloud her 
prayer.

“Dear God, I must see him. I can 
never believe John until I see Paul 
Gramonte alive or dead. Please, God, 
help me to see the truth. Help me 
see Paul Gramonte.”

Then, face buried in the bedclothes, 
she wept softly.

Somewhere a door creaked. A sob 
in Marie’s throat caught and choked 
her. What was that? The wind? 
No—no.

It was her door—the door of that 
very room had opened. She turned
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her head to slowly that it teemed 
scarcely to move at all. Her lips part
ed. She wanted to scream, but the 
sob was still in her throat, choking 
her.

A  GREAT hulking figure stood in 
the doorway. Candle light shone 

on a square, pale face, and upon a 
high, broad forehead. Paul Gramonte! 
Dead or alive, she saw him then, but 
never as she had seen him before. His 
black hair was long and tangled. 
There were patches of white in it 
that she didn’t remember. In places 
his skin seemed almost to glow with 
light.

He was dressed only in a tattered 
shirt and trousers, though the night 
was a bitter chill. A deep, red wound 
had laid his right cheek open. Blood 
dripped slowly to his stiff, frozen 
shirt. But he was smiling.

His thin, ugly lips parted so that 
his mouth was like another wound on 
his pale face.

Timidly he held out powerful arms 
and hands that trembled. She saw 
his eyes now, clearer than she had 
ever seen them before—deep, sad 
eyes, watering from the chilly wind.

“ Marie.” His voice was a hollow 
whisper that might have come from 
the grave itself. “Marie, I—I thought 
I heard you calling me. You—you 
want me—me, Paul Gramonte?” Tim
idly, fearfully he seemed to wait her 
answer.

Ice seemed to harden around Ma
rie’s heart. There was a dull ache in 
her breast. She hadn’t wanted him. 
Not like that, she hadn’t wanted him. 
Numbly she watched his empty arms 
drop to his sides. The ghastly smile 
had faded a little. His head shook 
bewilderedly back and forth.

“She—she prayed for me?” he mut
tered softly.

With a superhuman effort, Marie 
swallowed the scream that was in 
her throat. “Paul,” she whispered 
softly. “You’ve really come back? 
You’re not dead?”

Paul Gramonte’s voice was a woe
ful thing. “Dead? Me dead? I ’ve 
tried hard to die. I couldn’t. I—I’m 
not sorry now—not if you’re not.”

Marie swayed slightly forward; 
caught herself just in time. "You are 
hurt, Paul,” she whispered. "I ’ll call
Morley.”

“No. You must not do that. I'm 
not hurt at all. You mustn’t call 
Morley.”

“But—but you’re bleeding dread
fully,” she said bravely.

Paul Gramonte’s bewildered eyes 
looked down at his shirt. He saw the 
blood. His right hand crawled up, 
not to his wounded face, but to bis 
breast where the blood was. "I—I 
hadn’t noticed,” he muttered. "It 
isn’t anything. I had to break the 
glass in the window to get in. The 
door was locked. Maybe a sliver of 
glass scratched my chest. But you 
mustn’t call Morley.”

Weakly Marie moved toward the 
door.

“Then I’ll get something—some hot 
water and bandages—”

Paul Gramonte stood aside. A b 
Marie moved through the door, his 
right hand went out timidly and 
brushed a lock of her hair. She was 
conscious of that touch, shrank from 
it, and hurried into the hall. All the 
way down the dark stairs she could 
feel his dark eyes upon her. Why, in 
the name of heaven, had he clenched 
his breast when the wound was in his 
face?

But perhaps there was another 
hurt, deep in his heart. Paul Gra
monte had loved her. Perhaps he still 
loved her. She must try so hard not
to hurt him.

With numb, cold fingers, she set 
about boiling water in the kitchen, 
and ripping bandages from a piece of 
clean linen. She thought of John 
Fostich. How he had lied to her. Oh, 
God, if his letter had only been the 
truth!

With the kettle of hot water in one 
hand and the bandages in the other, 
she returned to the bedroom. Gra
monte was sitting stiffly in a chair. 
A cigarette was burning in his fin
gers. At the sight of her, hig thin- 
lipped, ghastly smile came again. She 
wanted to shriek when Bhe saw it. 
She forced her eyes away from bis 
face; saw thê  cigarette.
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smoke now, Paul?” she 
M. asked in a voice that all but 

broke. She had to talk, feverishly, 
about anything.

Paul Gramonte puffed on his ciga
rette. “ Yes, I have learned to smoke. 
Where I ’ve been you smoke ciga
rettes or go mad.”

Marie moistened cloths with the 
hot water and laid them on his cheek. 
Again 6he saw his dark eyes beneath 
the shaggy brows. Surprise in them 
now. He looked down at his blood- 
covered shirt, then back into her face.

“ Sometimes,” he said slowly, "I 
wonder if I started to smoke soon 
enough.”

She jerked her eyes from his and 
again stared as if fascinated by the 
glowing cigarette stub between his 
fingers. She tried a ghost of a smile. 
“ I—I hope the water isn’t too hot.”

“ I guess it isn’t,” he whispered.
She busied herself with wringing 

the cloths. The wound was still 
bleeding freely. Then she saw the 
cigarette again. Every nerve in her 
body seemed suddenly cramped. She 
stood there with dripping cloths in 
her hands, staring at the cigarette. 
Its pale blue wisp of smoke waved 
gracefully in the air. But mingled 
with the fragrance of the tobacco was 
another and sickening smell.

The cigarette had burned complete
ly to his fingers, was glowing against 
his skin, burning hia flesh. Yet all 
the time he stared vacantly at her, 
blood dripping from his wounded 
cheek.

“ What’s the matter?” he asked. 
“Have I done something—something 
to offend you? I—I’m sorry—”

A hell-born shriek ripped the air. 
Marie’s every nerve seemed to have 
reached the breaking point.

Again and again she screamed, re
treating step by step toward the 
shadows at the end of the room. 
Screaming laughter from her pale lips 
now.

“Dead! You’re dead! Thank God, 
you’re dead!”

Then her knees gave way, she 
dropped to the cold stone floor, sob
bing, laughing, fighting unconscious
ness. And the last thing that she saw

was the grey snow of ash from the 
completely burned cigarette sifting 
through Paul Gramonte’s fingers.

The window of Marie Gramonte’s 
bedroom was a narrow finger of sick
ly morning light before she awoke. 
She was in her own bed. For a mo
ment she lay still, wondering how she 
had come there. She raised the bed
clothes and saw the lacy front of her 
own nightgown. Someone had un
dressed her and put her to bed.

Then the whole, hideous nightmare 
returned. Paul Gramonte. Where 
was he? She threw back the bed
clothes and got to her feet. On the 
front of her gown was a blot of dried 
blood. Blood, too, was on the floor 
and upon her discarded clothing that 
was neatly piled on a chair—the very 
chair where Paul had been sitting, 
burning his fingers with a cigarette.

Marie Gramonte thrust her feet 
into slippers and pulled a flannel 
bathrobe over her nightdress. She 
ran into the hall, pattered down the 
steps. Breathlessly she searched the 
lower floor and even went down into 
the basement. She passed the iron 
door that led into the Gramonte buri
al crypt, shuddered, and hurried up 
the steps. Once again on the second 
floor, 6he pounded on Morley’s door.

“Yes, Mrs. Gramonte?” Morley 
thrust his white head out the door 
and stared at her with red, puffy eyes.

“ Morley, I—” Marie stopped. The 
words of Paul Gramonte echoed in 
her mind. He hadn’t wanted to call 
M orley. Why?

“Yes, Mrs. Gramonte?” Morley per
sisted.

“Morley, I—I had an awful dream. 
Did you hear any sounds in the 
night?”

“ Me, Mrs. Gramonte? No, ma’am. 
I’m a very good sleeper. What sort 
of sounds?”

“ Why, I scarcely know. But there’s 
a broken window downstairs. There’s 
blood in my room.”

“Love of Heaven, Mrs. Gramonte! 
A burglar, you think?” And Morley’s 
head disappeared.

The servant came out of his room 
fully dressed four minutes later. 
Armed with his old shotgun, h#
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searched the house from top to bot
tom. He had no better luck than his 
mistress.

T HAT night Marie Gramonte 
talked with the dead, for only 

they were near to listen. She always 
thought of the shadows as the spirits 
of the dead. In the flickering fire
light they came and went. Silent 
shadows, giving no council to the dis
tracted girl. She watched them, spoke 
to them.

“You don’t return really, do you? 
Not as people. Sometimes as shadows, 
you come here and watch me, don’t 
you? So if Paul was dead and he 
came to me, he would be a shadow. 
But he came as a man. So—” She 
checked herself. Was she mad? Talk
ing to herself.

Three days passed, and Marie 
busied herself about the house, keep
ing her mind clear for practical 
things. She could expect John Fos- 
tich any time now. Perhaps tonight. 
She’d sit up and wait for him. She 
was angry with John for lying to her. 
Paul Gramonte was alive. He had 
wanted to die but couldn’t, he had 
said.

So at last, supper over, Marie pre
pared herself to meet John. She 
didn’t know why she hunted out her 
very best dress in which to wait up 
for John Fostich. But still, as she 
sat in front of the mirror, arranging 
her golden hair, she thought she 
would look her very best. Somehow, 
some way, tonight must finish it all.

She would say what she had to say 
to John Fostich. Then she would 
leave the house. She didn’t know 
where she would go. To the city, 
perhaps.

For nearly two hours she sat in 
front of the fireplace before John’s 
cheery tattoo semnded on the knock
er. Head held high, she went to the 
door and opened it.

John was there, his sheepskin coat 
buttoned to his ears, his round cheeks 
red with the cold. He strode into the 
hall, and before she could stop him, 
flung his arms about her. For a long 
time he held her so. Her bead swam. 
Then slowly she pushed him off.

“ What’s the matter, Marie?” he 
asked in surprise.

“John,” she said, her voice waver
ing. “ Why did you lie about it?”

John Fostich frowned. “Lie about 
what? What are you talking about?”

“John, you wrote that Paul was 
dead. He isn’t. He was here just 
the other night.”

John Fostich’s jaw dropped. 
“Here?” he asked finally. “Paul Gra
monte here?”

Marie nodded. “And you said he
was dead.”

John Fostich took off his coat, and 
silently and unbidden went into the 
living room. Marie followed, saw him 
standing with his hands on the man
tel, staring into the fire.

“ You didn’t see Paul at all, did you, 
John?” she asked searchingly.

“Why, yes,” he said slowly.
“Don’t lie to me.”
He turned around. His face indi

cated clearly his helplessness. “ Ma
rie, you couldn’t have seen Paul Gra
monte. It just couldn’t happen!”

A sudden gust of wind rattled the 
casement window and boisterously 
flung it open. In an instant the flick
ering candle died and there was only 
the uncertain light from the fire.

“John, that wasn’t the wind. I saw 
a hand—John, there’s someone in the 
room. Someone over there in the 
shadows!”

JOHN FOSTICH’S arm went 
around Marie’s shoulders. His 

eyes darted about the room, fastened 
on something in the corner.

“ Who’s there!” he cried huskily. 
Like the wailing of the wind it 

came, a single name sobbing out of 
the night. “ Paul Gramonte.’’

“John! Someone said ‘ Paul Gra
monte,’ ” Marie whispered.

“Just the 'wind,” John Fostich 
laughed. His eyes were fixed on the 
tall shadow at the end of the room. 
“ I tell you, Paul Gramonte couldn’t 
come here.”

“Paul Gramonte,” the voice rolled 
deeply and distinctly now. “ Paul 
Gramonte couldn’t die. He tried and 
couldn’t die.” Low, sobbing came the 
words.
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And the tall shadow moved. With 
slow, stolid steps it moved into the 
circle of firelight. And the mighty 
shadow was Paul Gramonte. The 
lurid wound gaped on his pale cheek. 
He walked with powerful arms out
stretched.

“Paul Gramonte,” he muttered. 
“She prayed for Paul Gramonte when 
•he meant John Fosticb!" Deep, dark 
eyes beneath beetling brows caught 
the light from the grate and burned a 
fiercer fire. His thin, ugly lips moved 
mechanically.

"As long as she hated me and loved 
no other, I was willing that my arms 
that ached for her should not touch 
her. But now, it is something quite 
different. Oh, quite different 1” A 
hollow laugh rumbled in his powerful 
chest. He advanced quickly now, 
glaring at the two cowering figures 
against the firelight.

“Woman,” he roared. “Do not for
get that I am your husband!”

John Fostich groped for the poker, 
his eyes never leaving Gramonte’s 
towering form. Gramonte laughed 
boisterously and kicked the poker out 
of the way.

“And you seek to harm me—who 
cannot die, who know no pain? 
Fool!” With an angry gesture, Paul 
Gramonte ripped open his shirt, bar
ing his broad chest. “ You would hurt 
me,” he whispered scornfully. 
“Watch!”

And with fingers of both hands 
crooked so that they resembled huge 
talons, Gramonte dug his finger nails 
deep into the flesh of his own breast 
and slowly raked ten bleeding tracks 
across the flesh. And all the time he 
chuckled hoarsely. Then, grinning 
like a ghoul, his left hand came up 
and finger nails ripped through the 
flesh of his left cheek.

“ See?” he shouted. “Paul Gramonte 
knows no pain I” Then both hands, 
dripping with his own blood, shot out 
to seize Marie. “You wanted me 
dead, did you? Come with me. I’ll 
shpw you where I’ve kept myself 
these four long days. You’ll dwell 
with me there and be a bride again.”

John Fostich, his hands clenched, 
sprang suddenly upon the giant. He

led a long left that met Gramonte’s 
jaw. The monster laughed. Like a
hammer, his right fist came down on
John’s head.

Fostich was no pigmy, but that 
blow would have felled an ox. His 
knees crumpled and he collapsed on 
the hearth.

GRAMONTE seized Marie’s arms, 
and heedless of her screams, 

dragged her from the room.
“I’ll show you!” he ground out be

tween clenched teeth. “You wanted 
me dead. I belong to the dead, but 
you’ll go with me!”

Along the hall, down the basement 
6teps, he dragged her. Then she saw 
and understood where Paul Gramonte 
had hidden. The metal plate that 
covered the Gramonte family burial 
crypt had been thrust aside.

The light of a candle stuck to the 
basement wall sought feebly into the 
dank depths below and showed the 
reeking, fungus-covered walls of 
rough, jointed stone. Still holding 
her by one wrist, Gramonte sprung 
into the vault to land halfway down 
a narrow flight of steps.

Marie was fighting now, down on 
her knees before the maw of the 
grave itself, clawing at the atones for 
support. The broad, bleeding face of 
Paul Gramonte grinned insanely at 
her.

"I belong to the dead, eh? And 
you are my bride!” Slowly, Inevi
tably, he drew her toward the open
ing.

“John! Johnl”  she screamed. 
Suddenly something sprung across 

the path of candle light. Paul Gra- 
monte's mad eyes blazed. Marie half 
turned her head to see John spring 
toward the opening. He had his right 
arm raised. In his hand was a small 
hatchet.

He hesitated not a moment, but 
hacked down at the head of Paul Gra
monte. Gramonte tried to duck. The 
hatchet missed his skull by the frac
tion of an inch and sliced across hie 
jaw. The blue-whiteness of bone 
gleamed for a moment, then was 
drowned in a torrent of blood.

And Paul Gramonte laughed!
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Again the hatched arose and de
scended with all the force the des
perate Fostich could muster. A sick
ening crunch of bone. Paul fell 
back, back into the depths of the 
tomb. For one fleeting moment 
Marie caught a glimpse of Gramonte’s 
wrist, a mere bleeding stump. The 
hand that had clutched her wrist was 
gone.

John Fostich seized the girl in his 
arms, dragged her to her feet and 
back from the yawning grave. Rol
licking laughter echoed hollowly in 
the crypt below. Something moved. 
A bleeding, living thing that knew no 
pain was crawling up the steps. 
Though he knew the truth, John Fos
tich uttered a frenzied scream.

With all his strength he hurled the 
hatchet straight at the face of the last 
of the Gramontes. The handle struck 
Paul Gramonte’s broad forehead. He 
pitched suddenly forward, his two 
hundred pounds of brawn thumping 
to the floor of the crypt.

A dull, rumbling sound deep down 
in the earth. A thundering crash. 
John was galvanized into action. 
Clutching the half-fainting girl in 
his arms, he sprang up toward the 
basement steps. One frantic look 
backwards. The mouth of the crypt 
was widening. The loosely mortared 
stones had given away. A veritable 
avalanche was tumbling into the buri
al vault. A bleeding, handless wrist 
was struggling among the rocks. An
other thunderous roll as the walls of 
the burial vault gave way, burying 
Paul Gramonte beneath tons of stone. 
Then silence.

Hours later, Marie found herself in 
John Fostich’s snug bungalow. A 
doctor had been called. He had said 
that Marie had endured nothing but 
what time would heal. Alone with 
the woman he was going to marry, sat 
John.

“ Paul Gramonte," she whispered. 
"What has happened to him? You’ll 
not let him come for me?”

John Fostich smiled gently. “No,

dear. He’ll never come back again. 
And if you’re well enough, I ’d like to 
tell you why I lied to you.’’

THE golden head against the pil
lows shook back and forth. "I 
don’t care, John. I only know that if 

you lied it was for me.”
“No," John contradicted gently. 

“ It was because of Paul. He asked 
me to tell you he was dead. I found 
him in the Marine Hospital at Baton 
Rouge. That night, years back, when 
he left you, he went away because he 
loved you and knew that you could 
not endure him. He went to the Ori
ent—joined the Marines, I believe— 
in an effort to try to forget you.

“ It was there that he contracted 
leprosy. As the disease developed, 
he was taken to the hospital I have 
named, where many lepers are con
fined. It waB there that the mad
ness that has lurked in Gramonte 
blood overtook him. The day I found 
him there he seemed quite sane. He 
wanted you to forget him; asked me 
to tell you that he was dead.

“Right after I left, he must have 
managed to escape. Why? Simply 
because you are the lovely thing you 
are. He wanted to see you again. 
That was why he came into your 
room that night. When he knew that 
you did not want him, he hid in that 
crypt, evidently, just to be near you. 
He must have been stark mad by that 
time. Then tonight he must have 
been prowling about the house when 
he discovered that I was with you. 
He knew the truth then, and it drove 
him into a rage that—that’s all over 
now. He told me he wanted to die.” 

Marie’s brow furrowed deeply. 
“ But you said lie had leprosy. I don’t 
understand—”

“ There are two kinds of leprosy— 
one that attacks the flesh itself and 
the other that attacks the nerves. 
Paul had the neural type. The sen
sory nerves of his flesh were gone. He 
could feel no pain. That is why— 
why he thought he could never die.”
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By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS



KISS OF DEATH
A n Invisible V e il of Horror Shrouded The Mysterious Evil 

That Raged Through A  Dark House Leaving 
A  Trail of Bloody Terror

By DALE CLARK
Author o f "Budge o f H on or," "Sap C op," etc.

CHAPTER I 
Bride of Horror

KURT WHEELER stared at 
the girl he had married less 
than an hour before,

Few men could be privileged to

faze on a bride as lovely as Valerie.
'he contours of an exquisitely 

modelled body silhouetted through 
the billowy fluff of her bridal gown as

ane stood before the blazing fireplace. 
Dancing flames shed rosy light on 
her bare, slim shoulders and slender 
throat, glinted in her warm, auburn 
hair. Just to look at her should have 
made Kurt the happiest man alive.

And Valerie—for her, surely, thi* 
moment Bhould have been utterly and 
dazzlingly radiant.

But it wasn’t. On the contrary, 
Kurt’s stare found In his bride’s eyes 
a flame of terror.

She was peering at the inky, gigan* 
04
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tic headline of a tabloid newspaper 
on the table near the hearth. There, 
spread for all the world to see, was 
the old horror that Kurt had begged 
Valerie never to think of again: 
KISS OF DEATH GIRL WEDS! 
LADY OF ILL-FATED LOVES 
MATES W ITH PLAYWRIGHT!

“Rotten yellow journalism! They 
must be hard up for news, having to 
print ghost stories.’’ Kurt tried to 
make his voice casual, to make the 
headline seem unimportant.

He grabbed the rain-dampened tab
loid, made as if to fling it on the fire, 
then hesitated, letting his eyes skim 
the first lines of print:

V alerie A cton , m usical com edy atar, 
fam ed as the D eath K iss G irl, was married 
late tonight to Kurt W h eeler, a play
w right. Thus M iss A cton  and W h eeler defy  
the death curse which has haunted all of 
V alerie ’ s lovers—

The print straggled zigzag around 
pictures — horrible pictures. Nausea 
skewered Kurt as he glowered at the 
page. The tabloid editors had gone the 
limit to hand jaded New York a mor
bid thrill.

THERE was a picture of Valerie 
in a wedding gown. Faked, he 

knew, by photographing a model in 
such a dress and adding Valerie’s face 
from another picture. Then they had 
snipped across on eof her stage por
traits to take her mouth—only the 
mouth—and had captioned it, luridly, 
“Death Kiss Lips.”

There was more. There was a mar
gin around the page—a margin of 
male faces—dead men’s faces circled 
with funeral wreaths. C a p t i o n s  
shouted that these were the men who 
had been killed by the kiss of death. 
Seven men, shrieked the tabloid, had 
already died because they dared love 
the Forbidden Woman.

Dully Kurt realized that Valerie 
was speaking to him. Her voice came, 
sobbing, “ Kurt! You—you’ve got to 
go away—before you— Oh, Kurt! I’m 
afraid! I should never have let you 
marry me.”

Her • tearful cry melted into the 
storm fury which pelted rain in luna

tic fury on the old, high windows. 
Windows that were black until their 
glass flashed livid with lightning. It 
flashed now, and the chimney became 
a stone throat down which thunder 
growled into the room.

“ Valerie!” Kurt cried. “Don’t! It’s 
all right.”

He wanted to drag her close, wanted 
to kiss away the nightmare fantasy 
of her fear. But that would only make 
it worse. For he sensed that tonight 
the girl’s softly curving body was a 
chilled, marble thing. Chilled with the 
old horror this newspaper headline 
had awakened in her,

“ Poor darling!” he said soothingly. 
“You can’t help worrying about— 
about this silly publicity stunt of 
Crilly Hufab’s, I know. But don’t take 
it so seriously."

“ I’ve tried to believe that it iB only 
a publicity stunt,” she sobbed. “ But, 
Kurt—I've tried to tell you before— 
about those queer feelings I have. 
Usually at night. As if I change—be
come another person in my sleep—”

A chill tingled down Kurt’s spine. 
Valerie’s voice trembled like some 
poor frightened bird beating its wings 
against the high windows of this big, 
gloomy library.

“ But you have told me, and I’ve 
pointed out that those queer feelings 
are merely dreams,” he muttered.

Valerie’s shudder lifted the snowy 
mounds of her bosom from the bridal 
gossamer. “That’s the worst of it. I 
wake up feeling as if I’d been another 
person for a while, but I can’t remem
ber what that other person did."

Valerie’s eyes appealed out of a 
face that was a mask of pain. Her 
fingers were tight little fists. Her 
voice dwindled to a dry husk of whis
per. “What happens during my 
dreams, Kurt? Sometimes I think I 
yield to some power that can curse 
men—kill them!"

KURT WHEELER steeled his 
voice to calm her.

"You’re over-excited, tired out. 
Why, Val, you hardly knew some of 
these men.” He tapped the newspaper 
with his finger. “They probably sent 
flowers and silly letters to you, sure,
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And to every other pretty girl on a 
New York stage.”

His stare shifted down to the page. 
He gasped. His fingers, clenching 
tense, crushed the sheet. There was 
something he hadn’t noticed before. 
He knew now that Valerie had, and it 
accounted for her fear now.

There were eight male faces ranged 
around the border, he saw now. Seven 
dead men, and a single living one.

This last wasn’t a good photo. Ink- 
blurred, it only dimly reproduced the 
clean-cut lines of the original. Yet 
Kurt had nQ difficulty in recognizing 
it. It was his own face! -

They hadn't wrapped a funeral 
wreath around it. Instead, Kurt’s face 
peered out of a circle of fat black 
question marks. And the caption was, 
“The Next to Die?’’

Anger blurred Kurt’s eyes. Then, 
as he stared at that paper he seemed to 
see his face freeze in rigid coldness 
on the page. He saw the ring of ques
tion marks fuse into a wreath of cold- 
petaled flowers, like those other 
wreaths around the seven dead faces! 
He saw the type leap into staring dis
tinction: The Next to Die.

Four words, and a wreath, and his 
own face looking from the page with 
sightless, corpse-cold eyes!

“ Kurt!" Valerie moaned.
Kurt jerked his eyes away from 

the horror of that mirage. With 
fingers that trembled slightly he was 
about to toss the paper into the flames 
when something about the photo 
caught his attention. Easily identified 
by the necktie he wore, it was a pic
ture that had been taken very recent
ly. So far as Kurt knew, only three 
prints had been made from the 
negative. One he had kept, one went 
to Valerie, and a third hung on the 
wall in Crilly Hubb’s office.
'TfS^Tcame the newspaper to have 

this picture, then?
And how came the newspaper to 

know about their marriage, a cere
mony performed at night in a village 
a hundred miles out of New York, 
secretly, just to escape this kind of 
publicity?

“ Valerie,” he said. “ I’ve got to see 
Crilly about something important.”

CRILLY HUBB’S room was at tht 
end of the downstairs hall, for 

only the first floor of the mansion was 
kept habitable.

Clenching the newspaper In angry 
fingers, Kurt strode down the hall. 
He pushed open the door without 
knocking, and his stare swept over the 
group of four men in the room. Three 
of them held whiakey-and-soda 
glasses in their hands, while the 
fourth held a liquor tray.

Kurt's eyes stopped on Jared Acton, 
Valerie’s uncle and guardian. “Jared, 
I wish you’d go in and see Val,” he 
said. “ I want to see Crilly Hubb— 
alone.”

Jared, a short and squat man past 
middle age, shot Kurt a questioning 
look out of black, expressive eyes. 
There was surprise in his solid, side- 
whiskered face.

“ Well, Kurt," he said. “ It must be 
pretty important business to cause 
you to take it up tonight.” His tone 
disapproved thoroughly. “But if you 
say so—”

He went out. His son, Thane, 
Valerie’s cousin, hastily drained his 
glass. Blond, handsome, unlike his 
father, his face showed the same sur
prise and disapproval.

“ I ’ll be getting to bed myself,” he 
said, and moved toward the door.

Crilly Hubb spoke from beside the 
fireplace in the room. “ I suggested 
Jared and Thane stay tonight, on ac
count of the storm.”

Kurt looked at the man with the 
tray. Hostile, rheumy eyes under 
tufted white brows returned his look. 
The man was Eben Church, a former 
vaudeville actor whom Crilly Hubb 
allowed to live in the cottage several 
hundred yards from the house. In 
return, Church acted as manservant 
when Crilly paid his rare visits to the 
place.

“You can go, Eben,” Crilly Hubb 
ordered.

Kurt waited for the door to close. 
Then he strode over and thrust the 
paper under Crilly’s fat face.

Hubb glanced at the headline. 
“Another of your publicity stunts?” 

Kurt snapped. “ I know how your pub
licity department built up this ’Kiss
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of Death’ legend around Val. But It's 
got to stop! I won’t have my wife’s 
name dragged through this kind of 
slime.”

The producer’s pulpy lips formed a 
slow smile. He sank into a chair, 
spread the paper across his knees. His 
voice buttered his words.

“New York is a funny town, my 
boy. And the show business is screwy. 
I admit I've played up the Kiss of 
Death—laid it on with a trowel. That 
sort of publicity brings people into 
my theater. They’re morbid curiosity 
bends, I grant you, but they pay for 
their tickets. That’s why I can pay 
Val a whopping salary. The Actons 
never kicked, 6 0  why should you?”

Kurt’s lips tensed. There was some
thing ghoulish about Crilly Hubb. 
There had to be a streak of ghoul in 
any man who could publicize a sweet, 
decent, appealing girl like Valerie 
into a hateful she-fiend legend.

“ That’s all over,’ he snapped. 
“ Val’B not going to be put on exhibi
tion to be stared at by a pack of thrill- 
seekers any more. My wife is going to 
have a normal, happy life from now 
on. Get that through your head, 
Crilly 1”

THE producer lighted a cigarette, 
breathed Bmoke through his 
nostrils.

“ Val, have a normal life?” he mur
mured.

The fat man leaned back in his 
chair, heavy lids curtaining his eyes. 
“ Maybe it won’t be that simple. You 
can blame me for this publicity all 
you like, Kurt, but didn’t it ever occur 
to you that there might be something 
more than a publicity gag to that 
death kiss business?’’

Kurt shook his head. “Crilly, you 
don’t really believe that.”

“Val’s a peculiar girl. Those dreams 
of hers,” Hubb muttered. His fat 
fingers drummed a devil's tattoo on 
the newspaper.

Kurt's eyes hardened against the 
tiny doubt that gnawed in him. 
“Rot!” he said angrily.

Crilly bent forward, looked at Kurt. 
“Dreams in which she becomes the 
tool of preternatural influences.

She’s told me something about those
dreams. Obviously her mind is sub
jected to some horrible stimulus—’’ 

Kurt scowled. “The stimulus of 
your publicity,’’ he broke in. “The 
preternatural influence that gave this 
paper my latest picture.’’

He reached for the sheet, to thrust 
the damning evidence of the photo at 
Crilly, but he never picked it up. His 
hand froze in mid-air. His breath 
clotted, choked his words. His stare 
switched back to Crilly’s face. And 
he knew that Crilly was listening too 
—had heard what he had heard.

CHAPTER II 
Poltergeist!

W H 7 H A T ’S that?” Kurt jerked.
w w  “The wind,” Crilly wheezed. 

"Wind—shaking the house—”
Thud, thump! And then a high dry 

squeal carried to their ears on the 
storm’s wail.

But it wasn’t the wind that made 
the squeal. They both knew that.

“Valerie!” Kurt said and whirled 
toward the door.

The wainscoted corridor stretched 
before him, the library door at its end. 
The corridor seemed a mile long as 
Kurt ran along It.

Thud! Bump!
The sound came deadly, subdued. 

It might have been Jared Acton 
helping Valerie with the luggage. It 
might have been Jared Acton drag
ging one of the heavy suitcases across 
the floor. But Kurt instantly rejected 
that simple solution.

His hand raked the library door
knob, twisted it. He leaped through 
the opening as the door yawned.

“ Val!” he yelled.
She wasn’t there! The dancing 

flames gibbered red light on the 
hearth where he’d left his bride. But 
she wasn’t there, she didn’t answer.

Kurt stood for a stunned seeond.
Minor hell was cutting loose in this 

end of the house. Crash! Slam! Bang! 
He heard a clatter, as of a table turn
ing over, and a shrill jangle of break
ing glass.



KISS OF DEATH 99

The uproar came through the panels 
of the bridal bedchamber door!

Kurt would have gripped the truth 
quicker if only he’d had the layout of 
the house thoroughly in mind. The 
bridal chamber was one of two smaller 
rooms adjoining the library. Doors 
from it opened both into the library, 
where he stood, and onto the hall. He 
had rushed past the other door when 
he charged down the corridor.

He plunged across the library now.
“ God, let me be in time!” he prayed.
His feet slipped on the slick, hard

wood floor. Sprawling, he slammed 
against the door, burst it open.

Bumped down to his knees, the im
petus of his rush pitched Kurt across 
the threshold. On his hands and knees 
he 6tared around.

"Val!” Kurt’s choked sob mouthed 
the girl's name in dry agony of fear 
and dread.

THEN he saw Valerie, and the first 
thought he had was that she was 

dead.
She must have been disrobing when 

the blow fell. The white fluff of peig
noir told him that. It spread in a silky 
pool covering her body.

No. Not covering it, because the 
wrap really hung in shreds from her 
shoulders. Val’s creamy skin and soft 
curves showed through a dozen gap
ing tears in the silk.

Her eyes, wide open, stared out of 
the terrified pallor of her face. Glazed 
with horror, her eyes were, and they 
seemed to be pinned on something in 
the room. As if some magnet there 
gripped the pupils, drew them almost 
out of their sockets. But they weren’t 
seeing now because she was uncon
scious. Kurt could see that.

His gaze jerked across the room, 
halted.

He saw an overturned chair. He saw 
drawers yanked out of the wardrobe 
chest, spilled on the floor, with Val’s 
clothes strewn about. Dainty, intimate 
garments were ripped into gauzy 
ribbons.

A vase of flowers, brought in by 
Eben Church’s wife, spread a trickle 
of smashed china, trampled blossoms, 
and water on the floor.

His eyes picked their way over the 
debris. A strangled cry burst from 
his lips.

What was happening here? Slack* 
jawed, face contorted into a mask of 
dull amazement, Kurt watched. In
credible! Incredible and impossible! 
But the thing was happening. Another 
drawer jumped out of the wardrobe 
to 6hed its finery onto the floor!

Kurt’s mind blurred a little then. 
Blurred, as it tangled with the fact 
that the drawer had come out by it
self, as if pulled by invisible bands!

The nerve-scorching moment came 
when the drawer perceptibly hesitated 
in the empty air, trembling a bit, as 
if the unseen hands shook with anger. 
Then, furiously, it was dashed to the 
floor.

Next a picture on the wall over the 
chest lifted and went crashing in a 
staccato soprano of hindering glass.

KURT groped to his feet. Icy, 
liquid fear chilled him; crawled 

in a shudder over his face. It was 
exactly like watching an Invisible 
man demolishing the room.

Valerie moaned, covered her pale 
face with rigid fingers. And she did it 
in the way of a sleeper struggling in 
the grip of an evil dream.

The crash as the dressing table 
mirror, snatched from its frame, 
hurtled to bits on the floor snapped 
Kurt’s drugged muscles into life 
again.

He had to get Valerie out of the 
room!

Kurt stumbled to the girl. Some
thing—the flash of metal moving, 
glimpsed out of the tail of his eye— 
whipped him around.

A writing desk stood at the end of 
the room. Open, it revealed pigeon
holes that contained the usual blot
ters, pens, bottles, and a paper-knife. 
Kurt saw the paper-knife as a thin 
blur of blue light across the room.

He reeled back as the hiss of the 
knife, splitting the air, grazed his 
chest. The blade stuck, buried an inch 
deep in the oak panel of the bridal 
bed!

Kurt gasped. The thing had thrown 
that! Had thrown it at him!
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Fear for Valerie flared, stronger 
than the surge of hio personal, eerie 
terror. Crouching, he swept the girl 
up in his arms.

She lay limp, a dead weight in his 
arms.

He plunged toward the hall door. 
Then the door opened to reveal Jared 
Acton.

The room had grown queerly, 
weirdly quiet.

“Just put her on the bed,” said 
Valerie’s uncle. “She’ll sleep now for 
hours. She always does, after the 
Poltergeist . . .  I want to tell you 
about Poltergeist, Kurt.’’ His voice 
was calm, undisturbed.

CHAPTER III 
Death’s Cold Kiss

fgmfcOLTERGEIST ?" muttered 
M  Kurt. “But what . . . ?”
The three, Jared Acton, Crilly 

Hubb, and Kurt, had returned to the 
library. Valerie’s uncle watched light
ning limn the tall windows, waited 
for the thunder to growl down the 
chimney. Then he glanced at Crilly.

“Have you an encyclopedia here?” 
he asked.

Crilly blinked owlishly. "Sure.” 
“ We want the volume that includes 

psychical research.” Jared’s heavy 
gaze shifted to Kurt. “You can dig 
the facts out of it quicker and clear
er than I could explain them.”

Kurt snatched the book from Cril
ly, leafed through it with shaky fin
gers. He found the page. Black lines 
of print wavered before his eyes:

Frequently recurring cases o f strange 
noises, m ovem ents o f furniture, and break
age o f  crock ery  . . . Cases o f  this kind 
have been recorded  fo r  many hundreds o f  
years—

Kurt grasped that some sort of un
ruly astral spirit was responsible. 
Poltergeist was German for “racket
ing spirit,” the encyclopedia said. 
And some one agent whose presence 
is essential! That must mean Valerie!

One thing was all too clear. There 
were Poltergeists. The idea wasn’t a

superstition, an old wives’ tale. It 
was in the Britannica. That au
thority stated that there were cases 
that defied science!

“Trickery does not seem to be an 
adequate explanation of the facts,” he 
read.

Trickery? Kurt knew nothing, out
side of sensational newspaper re
ports, about the eerie phenomena that 
the Society for Psychic Research in
vestigates. But he knew what his 
own eyes had seen. He and Valerie 
had been alone in the bridal chamber 
when the knife was thrown.

The knife! That brought a train 
of nerve-jangling, eerie fears. Not 
ordinary terrerr; Kurt was no physical 
coward. But, terror of the power of 
the Invisible Thing that could break 
and smash and destroy. That had 
tried to kill him! Unsuccessfully, 
yes. But was the Poltergeist always 
unsuccessful?

Kurt remembered how seven men 
had already died. One in an auto ac
cident. One had shot himself. An
other had drowned. Another, stabbed 
by a mysterious intruder never ap
prehended by the police. They had 
all been violent deaths.

He didn’t want to think about that. 
Didn’t want to remember what Crilly 
had said.

“Suppose Val’s dreams are some 
sort of psychic state? A state in 
which she becomes the tool of preter
natural influences . . .”

HE couldn’t deny that Valerie was 
subject to spells — mysterious 
spells—that left her crushed and 

senseless; left her lying in a rigid 
trance.

She lay like that, now, in the bridal 
chamber where old Church and Thane 
Acton were cleaning up the debris.

“Because,” Jared had explained, “ it 
is essential for her to wake up in the 
same room, restored as nearly as pos
sible to its original condition. Dr. 
Dranot, the psychiatrist, ordered that. 
The idea, as he put it, is to preserve 
her ‘continuity of consciousness.’

“ In other words, if Valerie is to 
have a normal life, she mustn’t get any 
inkling of what has happened.” Then
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Jared had said a queer thing. “ By the 
way, Kurt, you’d best stay out of the 
room. The emotional excitement due 
to your presence may have helped 
bring this on.”

Crilly Hubb muttered, “You mean, 
this Poltergeist thing is jealous of 
Kurt?”

Kurt closed the Britannica. MI want 
to know all about this, Jared. Every
thing you can tell me.”

Crilly Hubb poured drinks. Jared 
Acton gulped a Scotch neat before 
replying.

‘•There is really very little to tell,” 
he said. “ It began when Val was just 
a kid. I had her on the stage in a— 
well, kind of a mind-reading act. As 
with Robert Houdin and his son 
Emile, everything depended on a 
system of signals, which were given 
by Thane. He sat in a box seat, watch
ing me as I passed through the 
audience. Then he communicated with 
Val, blindfolded on the stage, by 
means of an electric apparatus.

“However, I caught on that Val was 
doing things that couldn’t be ex
plained by the signals. She actually 
read my mind. Or, she got help from 
some third source—not Thane. I dis
covered that one night when the elec
tric wire connection in Thane’s ap
paratus broke and I got the answers 
just the same.

His lips curled in a rueful smile.
“ Most men would have played that 

up for all it was worth. Luckily, I 
took Valerie to Dr. Darnot. He warned 
me that use of the power might prove 
very dangerous to the child. So I took 
her off the stage. She never came back 
to it, until she was sixteen. I had 
hoped that her psychic condition 
would be outgrown by then."

He poured himself a stiff second 
Scotch.

“But I was wrong. She began to 
have these Poltergeist attacks. The 
first one happened one night after 
she’d stayed out late. Shortly after 
she returned I heard the noise and 
found Valerie lying senseless on the 
floor of her room. Her party dress had 
been torn to shreds. Lotions and per
fumes from her dressing table littered 
the floor.”  He drained the glass. “All

the subsequent attacks have been like 
that.”

KURT stared. “Her clothing al
ways torn?” he repeated slowly. 

“Yes, always.”
“The furniture upset?”
“Well, tonight’s episode was the 

worst 6 0  far. Usually the Poltergeist 
confines himself to smashing her 
toiletries.”

Crilly Hubb laughed, queerly.
“ And it always happens,” he 

pressed, “after she's had a date with
a man?”

Jared Acton nodded.
Crilly’s bulging eyes glinted. “That’s 

damn queer—and significant,” he said 
slowly.

Kurt felt a chill slither along his 
spine. His mouth suddenly tasted dry. 

“What’s in your mind now, Crilly?” 
The showman listened to a long 

roll of thunder. A leering smile 
moved across his fat face.

“This Poltergeist of hers,” he said, 
“acts exactly like a jealous lover—or 
husband. I wonder. It’s a kind of a 
soul-mate from hell, eh?”

“You’re crazy!’’ Kurt scowled. 
“ Seems to me a thing like this should 
be talked over in the morning any
way.”

“ Right,”  approved Jared Acton. 
“Besides, Kurt, you ought to see some 
authority in the field of psychic in
vestigation. After all, we are merely 
laymen. Trying to diagnose some
thing that’s far too deep for us—and 
human lives are at stake!”

“ Kurt’s life,” grunted Crilly Hubb. 
Jared nodded. “And Valerie’s life, 

too. If she ever finds out I don’t know 
what she’d do.”

KURT unstrapped his valise, got 
his revolver from its inside 

pocket. He laid the gun on a chair at 
the head of the library divan, where 
he would spend the rest of the night. 

The door to Valerie's room, ajar, 
gave him a glimpse of the girl’s figure 
bathed by the subdued light of her 
bedside lamp.

He lay down, fully clothed except 
for h’s shoes, and watched the log 
smoulder into cold ash on the hearth.
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A deep frown knit his forehead. 
The weird events of the past hours, 
beginning with Val’6 confession about 
her “dreams” and following through 
to that remark of Crilly’s about a 
soul-mate in hell, made jigsaw pieces 
of a puzzle whose pattern Kurt 
couldn’t grasp.

The one comforting fact was that 
Val didn’t know. But maybe if she 
did know she could fight off this Pol
tergeist thing.

KURT’S lips thinned in a straight 
line. Tell Valerie? No, he 

couldn’t take that chance. He’d have 
to face this terror alone, crush it out 
of both their lives. Only, how was he 
to crush something he couldn't even 
see?

Outside, the rain shrank to gusty 
patters against the panes. Kurt sat up, 
shook a cigarette from the pack he’d 
laid on the chair.

He didn't light it because, sitting 
up on the divan, he could see more 
clearly into Val’s room. The cigarette 
dropped from lips that tensed into 
twin hard ridges. Kurt’s hand slid to 
the chair, and his fingers curled 
around the revolver. Blood drummed 
in his temples as he rose quietly to 
his feet.

Maybe he couldn’t see the Polter
geist. But a shadow fell on Val’s slim, 
bare shoulder where she lay, a shadow 
that was man-shaped!

Something—someone—had come be
tween the girl and the bedside light. 
The door, though, wasn’t open quite 
wide enough for Kurt to see just what 
—or who.

Kurt padded softly on shoeless feet 
toward the bridal chamber. He 
gripped the gun in his right hand, 
pushed the door with his left.

His eyes searched the room. There 
was nobody there! Even the shadow 
had disappeared! Kurt drew a long 
breath, looked down at his bride. 
Valerie’s small, pear-shaped breasts 
lifted; fell. It might have been nor
mal sleep, only the pallor of her face 
proved otherwise.

Kurt wheeled toward the clothes 
closet at the end of the room. He 
poked into Its empty darkness.

Nothing there. It was a connecting 
closet, designed to serve also the un
used adjoining room. He tried the 
other door. It was locked.

Kurt walked back into the bridal 
chamber. He knelt, peered under the 
bed.

Finally he returned to the library. 
A thought occurred to him. A man, 
by stooping below the level of Val’s 
bed, could have escaped into the hall. 
Kurt whipped open the library hall 
door.

He had only a fleeting glimpse of 
the figure as it vanished into Crilly 
Hubb’s room at the other end of the 
corridor. But the one glimpse iden
tified the lean, hulking form. Kurt 
started.

What errand called Ebcn Church 
into Crilly’s room at this hour? Kurt’s 
lower lip crowded higher as his jaw 
advanced. His shoulders hunched 
slightly. If Church had been in Val
erie’s room that demanded explana
tion I

THEN he forgot Eben Church. The 
faint click of a latch whirled 
Kurt around. Again he gasped, and 

his eyes widened to circles of sur
prise.

“ Val!” His whisper broke the 
silence.

She didn’t answer. She had come 
into the library, had closed the door 
after her. Now, against the dimly 
shining windows, he watched the 
snowy silhouette of her figure, walk
ing, arms stretched before her, 
toward the divan.

Kurt sensed that her eyes were 
open, unseeing. Her step was the 
groping falter of the sleepwalker. 
Kurt’s heart chilled in apprehension. 
He dropped his fingers from the light 
switch by the door jamb. It would be 
dangerous to startle her.

The silhouette of her blurred when 
she passed a casement, floated into 
being again as she moved in front of 
the other window.

Eerie, fantastic feeling gripped 
Kurt. Watching her was almost like 
watching a disembodied wraith!

He shook off the feeling, tiptoed 
toward her. “ I mustn't waken her,” be
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thought. Carefully he dropped the re
volver on the divan. Both his hands 
went out to meet the girl's.

"Valerie, dear. You’re asleep, aren’t 
you?" he said softly.

He couldn’t be sure. His eyes, prob
ing the darkness, couldn’t read the 
dim, pale oval of her face.

Her hands were icy cold. They 
lingered a moment in his grasp. Then 
the slim, chilled fingers slipped be
tween his large, warm ones. Dreamily, 
they touched his wrist and moved up 
his sleeved arms.

Why did he shiver? This was 
Valerie, his bride. Yet, Kurt did 
shiver.

Her bare, cold arms went around his 
neck. She drew his face down. So 
close that he could see, now, that her 
lips were serious, unsmiling.

Kurt knew what to expect, and 
thrilled, nerve-raw, to the chill pres
sure of her rigid lips as Valerie 
kissed him. But the taste of her kiss 
was venom that leaped like cold fire 
into his flesh, spilling numb poison 
into his veins!

"So that is it!" he thought, crazily. 
"The Death Kiss. Deathr

HE wrenched his head away from 
the cold, clinging arms of his

bride.
The fire log, broken open, spilled a 

last livid gleam into the room. Kurt 
jumped, whirled, and stared into the 
muzzle of his own revolver. The dim 
fi?^-gleam painted the outline of the 
revolver aimed into Kurt’s face. Cold 
terror froze him.

For the gun floated in empty air I 
Floated, without any meanB of sup
port. It aimed itself, as if in the clutch 
of a fleshless, invisible hand!

Kurt’s eyes strained at their sockets, 
abysmal fear held him in its clutching
grip-

The revolver was cocked! He 
noticed that a second later. In the 
winking glow of the fire, Kurt could 
6ee the trigger begin moving as if 
squeezed by an invisible Unger!

He yelled again. His cry was 
drowned in the roar of the gun ex
ploding. Kurt pitched forward with 
Valerie across the divan.

CHAPTER IV 
Dead Man Number Eight

VALERIE moaned. Kurt looked 
anxiously into her white face. 
Her body felt cold and limp to 

Kurt’s hands there on the divan. But 
she hadn’t been shot. The one bullet 
that had been Bred had grazed its 
burning track across his own shoulder.

He had acted in the nick of time. 
Another instant of delay and the lead 
would have crashed inches lower than 
his shoulder. Then there’d have been 
only Kurt’s fingerprints on the gun. 
A coroner’s jury could return a ver
dict of suicide.

For some reason, thiB Poltergeist 
thing wanted to make his death look 
like suicide. Why?

Kurt slipped to the edge of the 
divan; stood up when he knew that 
his frame would no longer be pat
terned against the faint glow from the 
hearth.

Once before tonight, under the 
same circumstances, his first thought 
had been to carry Valerie out of dan
ger. Now he knew that the danger 
wasn’t Val’s.

Kurt’s pulse thudded as his eyes 
bored into the darkness. He wanted 
to get to the light switch. But some
where in the black and cavernous 
murk, between him and his goal, was 
a shapeless thing evilly concentrated 
on his murder. If it could smash up 
furniture the way he had seen it 
smash the dressing-table mirror in the 
bridal chamber, there seemed no 
reason why it couldn’t crush a man 
the same way.

Kurt’s eyes, boring into the dark, 
sensed a blackness ahead more intense 
than the gloom elsewhere—like the 
shadow he’d seen patterned on Val’s 
shoulder. He held his breath until 
his ribs ached. The thing did have a 
man-shape. He could feel it waiting.

Kurt inched one foot across the 
floor. His stockinged feet were sound
less. But maybe this thing had keener 
ears than a human being. He heard 
the intake of a breath!

Then he realized that it was Valerie
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he heard breathing. He cursed his 
own imagination. Hell, he hadn’t 
seen anything out there in the dark
ness. Just ragged nerves.

He clenched his fists. He walked 
out into the middle of the room, head
ing for the place where the light 
Bwitch ought to be.

Crash!
He wasn't headed the right way! 

He slammed up against the denim- 
draped piano!

Ghostly notes tinkled as his hands 
clutched the keyboard. Notes that 
were wiped out by the spat of a re
volver shot.

“Damn!” breathed Kurt, and dived 
to the floor.

THE scare weakened his knees, and 
needles prickled his scalp. Like 
a blamed fool, he had showed himself 

against the windows.
Moreover, he’d been right the first 

time. There was a shape in the room. 
He could see it clearly now.

“Maybe,” wondered Kurt, “ it’s 
something that can’t be seen in the 
light, but becomes partially visible in 
absolute darkness . . . Hell, that’s 
against all natural laws.”

But was it? Possibly the Polter
geist consisted of rays which, 
although completely wiped out by sun 
or electric light, had a peculiar, dark 
radiation of their own? Spirit medi
ums never produced their ectoplasmic 
figures except in rooms from which 
all light was shut out.

Just as that thought occurred to 
Kurt, the library chandelier blazed 
up. Thane Acton stood in the door
way, his hand on the switch.

“My God! What’s happened?’’ 
Thane gasped.

Kurt scrambled to his feet. The 
chandelier light made his eyes blink. 
It was half a second before he saw 
clearly.

An incredible picture sketched it
self onto Kurt’s brain. There was 
Thane Acton in the doorway which 
led from the library out into the hall. 
There was Valerie on the divan. Kurt 
was leaning against the piano.

Crilly Hubb said, “Well, I’ll be—” 
His fat figure blocked out most of a

doorway that had not hitherto been 
used. This door connected the li
brary with the second of the smaller 
adjoining the rooms—the one that 
shared the closet with the bridal 
chamber.

The facts about Crilly and that 
room didn’t occur to Kurt at once be
cause there was another and more 
pressing matter. Kurt’s skin crawled 
with a slow horror, and fear boomed 
hollowly in his skull. He knew that 
they were all staring at him, piti
lessly.

Jared Acton lay stretched between 
Kurt and the light switch. A black 
hole from which blood drained, 
printed itself high over the man’s left 
cheek.

Valerie’s uncle was dead! And the 
gun—Kurt’s gun—still trickled a thin 
wisp of almost colorless gas from its 
snub snout.

Kurt knew, without looking, that 
two cartridges had been discharged 
from it. And he knew, too, that the 
only fingerprints on the weapon 
would be his own.

A coroner’s jury could bring in just 
one verdict on these facts. Murder.

The silence was something that 
Kurt could feel. Then Valerie 
screamed. She rose from the divan. 
Her eyes had come alive, brimming 
panic in their lapis lazuli blue.

“I ’ve had a dream,” she said. “Such 
a horrible dream!"

She looked at Kurt when she Baid 
that. A fraction of a second later, 
her wide-open gaze found the man on 
the floor. . . .

Valerie gasped. “ It—it wasn’t a 
dream!” she cried, horrified.

THEY sat in the bridal chamber, 
Valerie, Thane and Kurt. They 

listened to Crilly Hubb giving orders 
to Eben Church in the hall outside.

“Take my car and fetch Dr. Kehoe," 
Crilly was saying. “ Kehoe, do you 
understand?”

There was the sound of Crilly 
Hubb’s feet tramping up the hall to
ward his own room; shortly after the 
sound of old Eben pushing the car 
past the house into tho glowed-up 
rain.
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“You’ve got to tell me what hap
pened,” Valerie said, “or I’ll go in
sane, wondering if I—”

“You had nothing to do with it,” 
Kurt soothed. He told her the story 
—part of it. Naturally, he couldn’t 
tell Val that the Poltergeist con
nected with her in some way had used 
her in some horrible, mysterious 
fashion.

“Then, that shot was meant for 
you?” Valerie whispered.

Kurt nodded. “How else can you 
figure it?”

“ But how did Uncle Jared— ?” She 
stopped, frowned.

Thane Acton fumbled to light a cig
arette.

“ Dad was in my room," he mut
tered. “We were talking this thing 
over when we heard you yell, Kurt. 
My father rushed out into the hall. I 
was in bed. I stopped to grab my 
robe. That gave him time to get ahead 
of me. The hall was dark. He must 
have come very quietly into the li
brary, just in time to be shot.” 

Kurt’s lips thinned. “The Polter
geist mistook him for me, you mean?” 

Thane’s eyes narrowed. His mouth 
went tight around the cigarette.

“I can't figure it that way,’’ he s îd 
sharply. "How could a Poltergeist— 
whatever that is—make such a mis
take? My guess is that a human hand 
fired that shot, intending to kill you, 
Kurt. Dad just happened to get in 
the way of the bullet.”

The youth stood up, shaking his 
handsome head stubbornly.

“ I never was sold on that kiss of 
death gag. It always struck me as 
four-fifths Crilly’s publicity, plus 
one-fifth plain fake.”

“ What about my dreams?” Valerie 
challenged. “Oh, Thane! If you 
could explain that part of it!”

“ I could make a pretty fair guess.’’ 
Thane stepped to the door, peered out 
into the hall.

“ I’m going to knock around this 
house a little,” he said abruptly. “Be
fore Eben Church gets back.”

Valerie sat tensely on the edge of 
the bridal bed. She had drawn a 
fresh, fur-fluffed negligee around her 
lovely self, and her face was aa white

as the fluffed collar. “Kurt! Do you 
think it’s safe for Thane to wander 
around, alone?”

“ I guess so."
“You mean—the danger is only for

you?”
"No, not that.”

KURT shut Thane out of his 
mind. There was something 

else he had to learn. Dreaded, and 
yet must know.

“Val, dear,” he began gently. “That 
dream of yours. You can remember 
this one. Exactly what was it?”

The girl shivered. "I can remember 
only the last bit of it. You see, after 
you left, Uncle Jared came into the 
room and said good-night. I felt 
awfully tired and begged him to ex
cuse me. Then I came in here."

Valerie’s blue eyes clouded. “I 
hardly know what happened next. I 
dreamed, but before that I must have 
undressed. It comes to me vaguely 
that I put on a negligee that was 
torn—”

“Tom ?” Kurt jerked. His stare 
searched her face. “Val, are you sure 
of that? Sure that the negligee was 
torn when you put it on?"

Valerie gnawed her lip, looked 
doubtful. “No, I’m not sure. I 
couldn’t swear to it. Anyway, I don’t 
remember getting into bed. That was 
when the dream began. What I 
dreamed about I’m not sure of—up to 
the very last.”

"Go on,” Kurt urged her.
“Well, I dreamed about Uncle 

Jared.” Her face showed strain. Tiny 
lines etched around her eyes and 
mouth. She was very pale.

Kurt took his bride’s hands, pressed 
them between his fingers. "All right, 
dear. What did you dream?"

“ I saw Uncle Jared.” She shivered. 
"He was running—in the dark. But 
I could see his face in spite of the 
darkness. And it was horrible with 
fear!”

Kurt’s fingers ached to the tighten
ing pressure of her grip. Valerie went 
on, her voice climbing up the scale of 
panicky terror.

“Uncle Jared was running, and he 
kept looking back over his shoulder,
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as if the danger were back there, be
hind him. But it wasn’t!” She whim
pered to the memory. “ It was ir. front 
of him, Kurt! That man in front of 
him, pointing a gun at Uncle Jared’s 
head.

“Uncle Jared kept on coming, star
ing back in that terrified way. Oh, 
it was too horrible!”

Kurt leaned toward the girl.
“That other man, Val—the one with 

the gun—could you see his face?"
“No,” she gulped. “ It was so dark. 

I ’m not sure that it was a man. It was 
just a shadow—a shape. . .’’

Kurt’s hands jerked, he wet his lips. 
That was what he had seen in the li
brary, a i ape!

“Then what happened?” he urged.
“The gun exploded. It made a ter

rible noise. For a moment I thought 
I had been shot. It hurt so. Here!’’ 
She pressed slim hands to her tem
ples. “And then I knew that I was 
waking up, and that was what hurt.”

KURT controlled the shaking of 
his own hands. “Of course, it 

was only a dream,” he said gently. 
“But it may just possibly shed a little 
light on the tragedy.”

His eyes narrowed in reflection. 
“Tell me, Val, did Jared seem to be 
running in any particular direction? 
And how far did he run?"

Valerie didn’t hear either question. 
Her face glazed in a look of panic. 
A slim, bare arm lifted from the folds 
of her negligee, pointed.

“ Kurt!" she sobbed.
Kurt saw it out of the tail of his 

eye. The little lamp was being wiped 
off the bedside table! Kurt’s hand 
jerked, and his fingers closed on the 
pink-silk shade.

The lamp shot out of his grip, leav
ing the shade in his fingers. Kurt 
sensed the tug of power that snatched 
the thing. But his eyes, jerking 
around, found nothing there! It was 
as if the lamp had been snatched by 
an invisible hand!

The bulb detonated into bits as it 
hit the floor. Darkness leaped, men
ace-full.

“ Val!” Kurt yelled.
Then out of the ink-pot black, hor

ror came. Kurt felt his windpipe 
blocked off, his cartilage being 
crushed. . .

His fingers raked out, tried to drag 
at the thing that clutched his throat. 
And his fingers found only empty air! 
His nails only tore at his own flesh!

He was strangling in the clutch of 
an invisible hand that had no flesh 
nor bone to it!

CHAPTER V 
It Hurts to Die

HORROR drenched Kurt. Twice 
before that night his blood had 

run cold in the presence of a spectral, 
fleshless force that could break up 
furniture and aim a gun at a man. But 
that had been mild terror compared 
to his present emotion.

Life was being crushed out of him 
by a foe that Kurt couldn't see or feel. 
He was being strangled by non-ex
istent hands which could not possibly 
be pried loose from their grip on his 
tortured flesh.

Kurt fought instinctively. His 
muscles made automatic, spasm-like 
movements. He plunged to his feet, 
his fists lashed out into the dark. They 
flailed, pounded empty air.

The grip on his throat jerked, tight
ened.

Kurt tried to break away, clawed at 
his throat. His fingers came away, 
stickily wet.

He wanted to yell at Valerie; tell 
her tc get a light. There were matches 
on the bedside stand. He couldn’t 
squeeze the words through the husk 
of his throat. His lips formed only 
croaking sounds.

Maybe Valerie had fainted again, he 
thought dully. That seemed to be the 
way this Poltergeist thing worked. It 
somehow had the power to crush her 
into insensibility.

Shock dragged Kurt’s mouth wide 
open, now. His lungs sucked for air 
that couldn’t slip through the ring of 
steel throttling him. Time became a 
necklace strung with big gory beads 
of agony. His fists slammed out 
weakly into the nothingness.
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The world narrowed down to black
ness. When, finally, he heard Val
erie sob his name, her cry seemed to 
come from another, far-off planet. 

Blood rocketed in Kurt’s skull, 
burst in red showers that dripped fire
works behind his eye*. He knew that 
his eyes were crowding from their 
sockets. His arms went slack, pump
ing the increasing dead weight of his 
fists.

He realized that his desperate, flail
ing rushes were being guided. The 
horror at his throat pulled in a defi
nite direction. He was being reeled 
in like a hooked, drowning fish!

BLINDLY, he staggered toward 
tbe invisible, fleshless thing that 

pulled him. It would be easy to die 
now. Pain eased, became dull and 
blunted. The blood hammering at his 
temples made a sound like a train 
chugging away into the night.

Terror, man’s oldest friend. The 
thing that sticks by and keeps him 
fighting when will and courage and 
even physical agony desert him. Now 
Kurt learned what it was.

He stumbled the last step. Light 
flickered, far off. He learned after
ward that Valerie had scratched three 
matches to get that one tiny flame, be
cause the frail little sticks snapped in 
her shaky fingers.

The flicker of light showed him 
something. To his blood-choked eyes, 
the figure looked only like a black 
man-shaped shadow. He buried his 
fist into it.

Terror galvanized his arm, supplied 
the strength that went into the punch. 
Kurt felt his knuckles digging into 
soft, pasty flesh. There was the crash 
of a falling body.

A tiny thread of air found its way 
to Kurt’s lungs. He hung onto the 
thread. It meant life, and he kept 
pulling it in.

Valerie struck another match. The 
light got stronger as she came toward 
Kurt. He was surprised to find him
self kneeling on the floor.

He got another surprise. The flare 
of the match spilled its glow past 
Kurt’s shoulder, and painted the 
huddled figure into which he had

driven his fist. Kurt bent lower, 
peered incredulously into the face—a 
round, fat, pudding of flesh with eyes 
like unripe plums staring deadly out
of it.

“ Crilly Hubb!” gasped Valerie. 
“Then it was he. . . But how?”

Kurt’s lips worked into a crooked 
grin. His eyes gripped the almost in
visible length of wire that curled 
through Crilly's fat fingers. He felt 
gingerly of his throat.

A noose. A noose made of wire 
as fine as piano-wire, and as strong, 
had been looked around Kurt’s neck 
from behind, so that his flailing hands 
had failed to find it. It had sunk deep 
into the flesh, and pain had made it 
seem much wider than it was.

“Oh, God!” shuddered Valerie, 
looking at the thing.

Kurt’s eyes went back to Crilly’s 
face, to inspect the bruised spot that 
trickled blood into the furrow of 
Crilly’s double chin.

CRILLY had fallen out of the 
closet doorway. Kurt stepped 

over the purple-pajama clad body, 
pulled the chain which dangled from 
a light bulb in the closet. A 40-watt 
bulb flared, and showed that the door 
at the other end of the closet was 
open now. Kurt walked into the ad
joining room.

It took a moment to find the switch 
in there. Then more light pooled 
from a chandelier. Kurt’s eyes 
widened. He went to Thane Acton, 
lying face-down in the middle of the 
room.

“Thane!” he said.
Val’s cousin sat up, rubbed his 

chin.
“Crilly Hubb,” he muttered. 

“ Slugged me—”
Kurt seized Thane’s shoulders ana 

helped him to his feet. “Just what 
happened?" he urged.

Thane shakily aimed a forefinger 
into a corner of the room. “ I caught 
Crilly carrying out that stuff.”

Kurt stared. At first he didn’t see 
anything in the corner, the “ stuff” 
blended so perfectly with the wains
coted walls of the old house. He 
moved closer. His eyes gripped a
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tracery of wires—fine, almost invis
ible wires.

“There’s your Poltergeist,” Thane 
explained. “ Didn’t you ever see a 
levitation act on the stage? Bodies 
made to float before your eyes ? Well, 
they do it with wires. Eben Church 
must have concealed himself in the 
closet and put on the Poltergeist act 
while you talked to Crilly.”

“But Val—?”
“Drugged, I suppose. There might 

be something in that water pitcher in 
her room.”

“And the knife?”
Thane grunted. “A spring con

cealed in the desk, probably. Aimed 
to drive the knife at whoever stood 
over Valerie.”

Kurt shook hiB head. “ It sounds 
far-fetched.”

"It’s nothing compared to a first- 
rate performance by a good magician. 
And you—well, you'd be found dead 
with a knife in your body. Probably 
you’d gTab at the knife and leave your 
fingerprints on it. Crilly knew there’d 
be no investigation. It would look 
like suicide. The Kiss of Death 
curse.”

“ It's lucky I ducked,” Kurt said.
“Yes. Because of that Crilly had 

to try again.” Thane reflected. “The 
gun you saw floating in empty air iB 
a trick that hundreds of spirit medi
ums have used—only they generally 
float a trumpet. They use a wire ex
tension. And again, you would have 
been killed by your own gun, and it 
would have been chalked up another 
‘suicide’ on the Death Kiss string.”

KURT fumbled in his pocket, 
found a cigarette. His fingers 

shook slightly as he struck the match.
“ I see. That newspaper was planted 

in the library. A build-up. Eben, 
hidden in the closet, could have re
leased that knife anyway as I crossed 
the room. Then the Poltergeist stunt 
could have followed my death. As it 
was, a man in the closet would have 
had plenty of time to pull the wires 
in there while I carried Val to the 
bed.” Kurt’s brows met in a scowl. 
“But why should Crilly want to kill 
D « r

Thane’s eyes gleamed. “Don’t you 
know? He wants Val for himself.”

Kurt laughed. It was not a pleasant
laugh.

"You lie, Thane. And you’re doing 
as bad a job of it as you made when 
you tried to kill me and shot your 
father instead 1"

Thane Acton’s face turned fish- 
belly white. His eyes bulged. A 
wrinkle twisted his mouth evilly. He 
snarled, drove his fist at Kurt.

Kurt stepped inside the punch. His 
knuckles crashed against Thane’s 
jaw.

“ Good work!" boomed a voice be
hind Kurt. "I heard him confess how 
he did it.”

Kurt swung around, peered at the 
big bald man in the doorway. "You’re 
Doctor Kehoe?”

“ Doctor? Hell, no!" The bald 
headed man flashed a badge. “ I’m 
Sheriff Kehoe!”

Crilly Hubb applied tender fingers 
to his jaw, grinned at Kurt and Val
erie. The fat fingers on his other 
hand encircled a whiskey glass.

“Thane lost his head after he killed 
his father," Crilly said. “He knew 
there’d be an investigation, so he tried 
to hang the job on me. Jared was the 
brains of it, of course. And besides, 
Jared was the one who could hypno
tize Valerie.”

“ Hypnotize!” Valerie gasped, wide 
eyed.

“Uh-huh. Eben was the first to 
recognize the hypnotic nature of your 
sleep. He remembered seeing Jared 
Acton in a levitation and mesmeric 
vaudeville act years ago. Jared was 
mesmerizing a little girl on the Btage. 
You, Val. He hypnotized you so 
often as a child that you hadn’t ths 
normal resistance to hi9 power," 
Crilly went on. “ That explains ths 
preternatural element I recognized 
in your dreams.”

"It explains a lot of things. Eben’s 
visit to your room, and you coming to 
the library,” Kurt added. “Also, it 
clears up Valerie’s dream about Jared 
running. Her mind was under a fresh 
influence from him then. He’d gone 
Into the bedroom and urged her to 
come to me, kiss me. That was to dis
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tract my attention while Thane got 
my gun. But I went into the bed
room, and Jared must have dropped 
under her bed, then crawled into the 
library where Thane shot him by mis
take,”

CRILLY sipped the Scotch.
“ When did you get hep to 

Thane?”
Kurt grinned. “After he had that 

noose around my neck. I hit you in 
the body, Crilly. Sank my fist in to 
the wrist. When I saw the bruise on 
your jaw, I knew you’d been knocked 
out before I hit you. You were just 
a target for me to run into."

Valerie shivered. “ But why—why?’’ 
she stammered.

“That’s not hard,’ ’ Crilly said. 
“Jared was your guardian. He col
lected your salary. Your marriage

cost the Actons a pretty penny. But 
it wasn’t enough just to kill Kurt. 
They had to make you think you were 
in some way responsible so you’d 
never dare look at another man. Make 
you think you really had some fatal 
connection with a Poltergeist. That’s 
why Jared hypnotized you when he 
went in to sky good-night. Why 
Thane went by the other room into 
the closet and manipulated the wires. 
Why—”

He broke off. Kurt and Valerie had 
turned to the window. Outside, the 
sun was coming up on a fresh, rain- 
washed world. The light found glints 
in Valerie’s hair. Kurt’s arm slipped 
around the girl’s shoulders, drew her 
close.

Crilly Hubb suddenly found some
thing very interesting to stare at in 
the bottom of his empty glass.
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M ENACE. The night was 
thick with it. As I stood 
before the age-blackened 

door of the ancient Sussex castle, lis
tening to the hurried pounding of 
hoofs dying away in the darkness, I 
felt the first warning of that frightful 
horror that was to engulf my wife, 
Lucille, and me, and send us to the 
brink of madness.

For, faint, muffled as though it 
came from far underground, I seemed 
to hear a distant thudding from be
low, echoing the sounds of our guide’s 
hasty retreat. As though something 
deep in the earth had awakened and 
was moving ponderously to investi
gate our arrival I I did not know, then, 
of the tomb beneath the castle, but 
I sensed something strangely amiss— 
something evil—that seemed to brood 
Over the lichened stones like a fetid 
exhalation rising from foul corrup
tion.

Lucille moved closer to me. There 
was fear in her blue eyes as she looked 
up at me.

“Jim," she 6aid, and I saw her 
shiver, “do you feel it—that thing the 
driver told us about?"

“ Nonsense," I said, trying to make 
myself believe my words. “ He said 
the devil lived below the castle, and 
we’d be able to smell the foulness of 
his breath. Apparently he didn’t
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think the moat could have a bad odor, 
too."

That was true. The green-scummed, 
black water of the moat, over which 
a rude bridge had been constructed, 
possessed a singularly horrible 
stench. I wondered if it had ever 
been drained.

Lucille, about to reply, turned 
sharply. The door had opened slight
ly, and a man with a gaunt, white face 
was peering at us from the gloom. A 
shrunken old man, with vivid dark 
eyes in a bloodless, wrinkled face. In 
a high-pitched, rasping voice he de
manded :

“ Well, what do you want? You’re 
on the wrong—”

I interrupted him. “ I’m Jim Mason 
—your nephew. Don’t you remember 
me? This is my wife.”

He scrutinized my face suspicious
ly. “ Why—yes. You’re Jim, all right. 
What are you doing in Sussex?”

“ We’re on our honeymoon, Lucille 
and I. As a matter of fact”—I hesi
tated—“ we’d planned just a brief 
visit, merely to say hello. But the 
driver went off in such a hurry that 
I had no time to ask him to wait. 
W e’d planned to stay in the village to
night.”

A FLICKER of amusement ap
peared on the gaunt face.

"They don’t like this castle, Jim. 
Well, come in. You too, Mrs. Mason. 
What’s your first name? Good; I ’ll 
call you Lucille. I’m Martin Argyll. 
Jim’s told you, of course.”

He took Luaille’s arm to escort her 
through the doorway, while I re
mained behind to pick up the travel
ing bags. Frowning, I followed them 
in. Somehow, I didn’t like the way 
my uncle’s clawlike hand gripped Lu
cille’s bare arm—like the talon of a 
bird of prey, loathsomely caressing.

"Leave the bags in the hall,” he 
said oveT his shoulder, as he swung 
open a paneled door. “Come in here.” 

The room into which he led us was 
comfortable enough, and a fire was 
blazing in a great stone fireplace. But 
shadows lurked disquietingly in the 
corners of the high ceiling. Always 
there were shadows in the castle, even

in broad daylight. It is odd that 
shadows can be so—unpleasant.

“Kent!” Argyll said sharply, and a 
man got up leisurely from an arm
chair before the fire and came for
ward to meet us. He was a slender 
chap, apparently in his early twenties, 
with a ruff of stiff red hair and horn
rimmed spectacles that gave him an 
inquisitive, owl-like appearance, Ar
gyll introduced us.

“This is Fred Kent,” he said. "My 
assistant.”

A flash of memory came to me. 
“ Not the son of Moss Kent?” I said.

“My old partner,” Argyll finished. 
“Yes. When Moss died, I rather took 
Fred under my wing. Eh?” He 
stared at the youth.

“ That’s right,” Kent said. His 
voice was deep, pleasant. "I owe a 
great deal to Mr. Argyll."

“ It’s mutual,” Argyll said, and I 
thought I detected a note of sarcasm 
in his voice. “You’ve been of great 
help in my research.”

Lucille, spreading her palms to the 
blaze, turned.

“Jim's told me of that, Mr. Argyll. 
It must be fascinating work."

The old man’s eyebrows shot up. 
“ Fascinating? My dear girl, that’s 
scarcely the word. Occultism is the 
one great science—” He broke off, 
and I saw him cast an odd glance at 
the floor. “Yet I ’m afraid sometimes,” 
he finished somberly. “ Even though 
I bought this castle—”

“ Bought it!” I ejaculated.
“ Yes, of course. I can afford It. 

But come, sit down and get yourselves 
warm. Take this chair, Lucille.” 
Those blue-veined fingers, resting on 
Lucille’s shoulder, were trembling 
slightly. “Jim, I’ll tell you something. 
I’m quite sure that there is something 
buried in a vault that exists beneath 
this castle, something worth—” He 
made a sweeping gesture. “Well, its 
value cannot be measured in dollars.”

“ What is it?” Lucille asked curi
ously.

Instead of answering Argyll said 
slowly: “This castle is built on the 
site of an old Druid temple. Down 
in the vaults—’’ He broke off to say 
almost anxiously: “ Now that you're



112 THRILLING MYSTERY

here, you'll stay for a time, won’t 
you? I need help—and I won’t be un
grateful.”

"W e hadn’t planned—” I began, but 
Lucille interrupted me.

“I hardly think we can do that. Our 
steamer sails Monday.”

“But until then,” Argyll urged. 
“Stay with me until then. You must, 
Jim. I need help. If it’s a question 
of money—”

“ It isn’t,” I said shortly. But the 
old man’s pathetic eagerness had 
rather touched me. “Lucille,” I 6aid, 
“can’t we stay for a few days?”

SHE bit her lip, and then nodded 
slowly. Argyll smiled.

“Good—goodl You’ve come just 
when I needed you most. I need your 
help, Jim. You’re strong. You’re 
young and strong 1” And he laughed 
with a curious air of triumph.

I saw Kent cast a warning glance 
at him, and felt a vague, uneasy pre
monition of something wrong.

Throughout the rest of the evening 
this feeling persisted, and it was with 
a sense of relief that at last I heard 
my uncle offer to guide us to our 
rooms. He had already sent Kent up
stairs to prepare our beds, but the 
high-ceilinged tower room to which 
Argyll conducted us bore the stamp 
of uncounted generations of tenancy, 
nor did the clean bed-linen tend to 
dispel this impression. The four- 
poster bed was an antique, grotesque
ly carved. Argyll blew the dust from 
a table before setting down his lamp.

“ It’s the best room,” he said. “Kent 
and I sleep below. Come along, Jim. 
You have the next room.”

I followed him into a chamber sim
ilar in every respect to Lucille’s, save 
that a little balcony jutted out from 
the tower, visible through incongru
ous French doors which some tenant 
had installed. I unpacked my suit
case while Argyll watched. After a 
time he went to the door.

“Tomorrow we’ll go to the vaults,” 
be informed me, and I heard his quiet 
laughter as he descended the stairs.

I examined the bed, an old four- 
poster affair, with dark green cur
tains all around it. These I dragged

from their place, creating a stifling
smother of dust. While waiting for 
it to settle I went out on the balcony 
and lit a cigarette.

The night was very dark. The moon 
shed a faint, dim glow through piling 
black clouds, and I saw water gleam
ing from the moat below. But for the 
most part it was as though I stood 
staring out into the blackness of in
finite space. To ray mind a thought 
came unbidden.

Never on them does the shining son
look down with his beams—but deadly
night is spread abroad over these hap
less men.

Where had I read that? Suddenly 
I remembered. They were Homer’s 
lines describing Odysseus’ visit to the 
Land of the Dead. And truly this 
was a place of deathly gloom and 
shadows to which I had come.

The dark burden of the centuries 
had fallen heavily on this Sussex 
castle, and from the very stones be
neath my feet I imagined there ex
haled a subtle odor of decay and 
frightening antiquity. I cast my ciga
rette away, watched the red spark 
drop down to be quenched in the 
waters of the moat. I turned to re
enter my room.

An iron band gripped my throat I 
Agony, blinding, frightful, raced 
through ma. I felt an inexorable grip 
tighten, shutting off my breath, lift
ing me from my feet. Desperately 
I clawed at my throat, felt a slender, 
metallic 6trand slip beneath my fin
gers.

Hoarse, choking groans forced 
themselves between my lips. If I 
could only grip the wire—support my 
weight—

It slipped through my clutching 
fingers. I could get no purchase. 
Sparks of multi-colored light flashed 
before my eyes.

My head was swelling, turning Into 
a huge ball of fire.

From the blackness above me a gut
tural voice rasped: “ Fool! Don’t
tamper with forbidden things! Go 
while you can—let the Dweller 
sleep!"

There was a thudding, rhythmic,
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hurried pounding at my brain. The 
racing blood? No. the door of my 
room. Someone was knocking.

They would not come in time. I 
would be dead very soon now, I knew. 
I tried to shriek for help, but the mur
derous loop kept me silent.

The knocking grew louder. I heard 
someone calling my name, and recog
nized the voice of Fred Kent, my 
uncle’s assistant.

The door wasn’t locked. Open It, 
fool, open itI

Again the deep voice snarled out 
from above: “Doom will fall if the 
Dweller is let out from his prison. 
For he is hungry and athirst I”

The door opened. Kent stood in 
the doorway. I saw him dimly 
through staring eyes. He glanced 
about the room, abruptly paused, 
frozen, as his eyes met mine. Then 
he was racing toward the window.

The iron grip about my throat re
laxed. I collapsed, choking for air. 
To my ears came a faint whisper, fad
ing, vanishing into the distance.

"He is hungry and athirstf”
Then only blackness . . .

SOMETHING was biting my 
throat, something hot, burning. I 

coughed, spluttered—and opened my 
eyes. I was on the bed, and bending 
over me was Kent, intent upon forcing 
brandy between my lips. I pushed the 
glass away, struggled to sit up. Kent's 
arm about my shoulders supported me.

“What was it, old man?” he asked 
quietly. There was a strange look 
in his eyes, behind the shell-rimmed 
glasses. Was it fear? I could not 
be sure.

I told him. He frowned, shaking 
his head.

“ I can’t imagine,” he said. “ But, 
look here, Mason. I’d rather you 
wouldn't tell Argyll of thi6. He’s—” 
He hesitated, went on slowly. “ Some
times I’m rather afraid of him, in 
epite of all he’s done for me.”

“ I see,” I said. “Well, that’s all 
right. Perhaps it will be better. I 
don’t want to worry Lucille, either. 
But I’m going to get her away from 
this death-trap.”

Kent pushed out his lower lip. He

took off his glasses and polished them 
reflectively.

“That’s really why I came up here,” 
he said. “Here—take another nip of 
brandy. There’s no use going after 
the fellow, whoever he was. You 
were out for fully fifteen minutes. 
And besides I want to tell you—”

He went on quietly, his calm, re
strained voice lending an added touch 
of terror to the fantastic tale he re
lated. As I listened a weird spell of 
horror seemed to close in upon me, a 
nightmare menace from the foul and 
hidden depths of antiquity. He told 
of his coming to the castle, for a pur
pose Argyll would not explain to him 
until a few days before our coming.

“He took me down into the vaults,” 
he said, and I saw little beads of per
spiration sprinkling his forehead. 
“ Black as midnight, filthy with cob
webs, and infested with insects— 
spiders a6 big as walnuts, and ugly 
little yellow centipedes that flashed 
away almost before you could see 
them. There are seven vaults down 
below the castle, and in the lowest 
vault is the door.

“An iron door, rusted and barred. 
But we opened it with chisels and 
hammers. We had to wait half an 
hour before the air in that locked 
vault became breathable. And it was 
empty. Argyll told me to dig. They 
buried it deep, he said. I had no idea 
what he meant, then. I sweated and 
dug there until I had a shallow crater 
about eight feet deep, and finally, 
about noon the day before yesterday, 
I struck something that sent out a 
hollow clang. I kept on digging.”

Kent brushed the perspiration from 
his forehead, went on. “ I uncovered 
an iron disk, embedded in the solid 
rock. Several iron bars lay across it, 
their ends hidden in slots in the stone. 
After a great deal of hammering we 
slid the bars into their slots and pried 
up the iron disk.

“Directly beneath it was another 
disk, warped and bent, as though ter
rific pressure had been applied to it 
from below. Argyll was tremendous
ly excited. As he babbled I finally 
managed to make out that this was 
the ancestral tomb of somebody or
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other. And Anally I said impatiently, 
‘Well, let’s open it, then.’ And I sent 
the crowbar swinging down.

“I don’t know how to tell this, 
Mason. I’ve seen some odd things 
during my association with Argyll. 
Occult research isn’t all fun, you 
k n o w .  But this—well, Argyll 
shrieked out a warning and caught me 
about the waist, deflecting the blow. 
As it was the bar hit the iron near its 
e d g e  and crashed through the 
metal.

“What happened after that—it’s 
rather blurred and indistinct. I felt 
the crowbar jerked from my hand and 
drawn out of sight below the metal 
disk. Good Lord, Mason, something 
pulled that crowbar out of my grip 
as though I had been a child! And I 
had been clutching it with all my 
strength!

“As I watched I saw the iron disk 
bulge upward, cracking and snapping. 
Argyll sucked in his breath. But the 
disk did not rip open, as I feared—"

Then I heard it—a little gasp from 
the doorway. I turned. It was Lu
cille, in a flimsy negligee that re
vealed rather than concealed the 
rounded contours of her body. She 
hurried forward, her face chalk-white.

I drew her within my arms. Her 
heart was beating furiously.

“Jim,” B h e  said. “ I heard. W e’ve 
gat to get out of here—now.”

“ Perhaps it’s just as well," Kent 
said. “ I’ll give you the keys to my 
car. Or I ’ll drive you to the village 
myself.”

“That’s considerate of you, Fred,” 
my uncle’s high-pitched voice said 
mockingly.

HE stood in the doorway, his wrin
kled face twisted into a saturnine 

grin. In his hand wa9 a gleaming, vi
cious automatic. He gestured with 
it peremptorily.

“ Stand up, Jim. You too, Lucille. 
That’s right, line up, like good chil
dren.” His cackling laugh sent an 
icy chill down my spine. The man 
must be mad!

He read my thought with uncanny 
accuracy. “No, I’m sane enough, Jim, 
M you’ll find out. Fred has been tell

ing you things, hasn’t he? Has he 
. . . What’s the matter with your 
neck?” He pointed at the livid weal
on my throat

In the back of my mind had been 
the thought that Argyll had been re
sponsible for the attack on the bal
cony. But apparently he knew noth
ing of it. Or was he shamming ignor
ance?

“ Nothing’6 the matter with it,” I 
said.

He hesitated, then shrugged. “Since 
Fred has so kindly told you of my— 
experiment, you may as well know 
the rest of it. You fools who laugh 
at occultism—well, you’ll know the 
embrace of the Dweller very soon 
now. The Dweller . . .”

His shrunken, red lids dropped over 
the glittering eyes, but as I moved 
they lifted again. The black muzzle 
of the automatic was aimed unwaver
ingly at my heart.

“ My researches enabled me to dis
cover the Dweller. I found a manu
script—or rather Fred found it, in an 
old London garret in a bundle of 
waste paper—and there I learned of 
what lies beneath this castle. Ages 
ago, when the old Druid gods were 
worshipped at Stonehenge, when oak 
and mistletoe were sacred in Britain, 
there was a temple of the sun in this 
spot. This I have learned. The chief 
priest was an adept, who spent his life 
delving into occult mysteries and se
crets and acquiring a vast knowledge 
of the Black Arts. So gTeat were his 
powers that when his time came to 
die he wa6 able to defeat death, to 
live on—

“ But changed. When he defeated 
death, he was no longer completely 
human. And so the Druids buried 
him below the adytum, in the cavern 
that still exists below this castle. Be
low the iron disk Fred uncovered.”

Argyll’s eyes were blazing now, and 
he was trembling visibly. But the 
automatic was rock-steady.

“ In the manuscript I mentioned I 
found a tremendous secret. I learned 
that the Druid priest—the Dweller 
beneath this castle—can be freed from 
his age-old prison—and enslavedl 
The man who enslaves the Dweller
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becomes master Of all the powers of 
the Druids—powers and knowedge 
long since forgotten! The stars”— 
he was almost shrieking now—“The 
stars will be within my reach!”

“Do you mean to open the tomb- 
now?” Kent asked.

Argyll nodded quickly. He began 
to speak, but Kent, his nerves appar
ently snapping under the strain, burst 
out: "But the Dweller! If you do 
that, the Dweller will be freed!”

My uncle suddenly became quiet. 
He smiled very grimly.

“Have you forgotten the sacrifice?” 
he asked. “The Dweller will not be 
dangerous—to me.”

Kent paled. He nodded slowly, and 
at Argyll’s peremptory gesture moved 
toward the door. For a moment I 
hesitated, then, at Argyll's frown, fol
lowed him, my arm about Lucille.

Procession of the damned, march
ing down to the abyss! First came 
Kent; then Lucille and myself; and 
finally Argyll at our heels, urging us 
on with that deadly automatic. Down

from the tower, down steep stone
steps into a dungeemlike underground 
room—Argyll had picked up a lamp 
from a table in the hall—and through 
an arched opening in the wall. Seven 
vaults, festooned with grey cobwebs. 
Thin Etrands brushed my face and 
clung tenaciously.

“I was down here yesterday/’ Ar
gyll said from behind ua. "But the 
spiders spin fast.”

There was an iron door ajar in the 
wall of the seventh vault, and through 
this we passed. We were in a  narrow 
little chamber, empty, dank, and odor
ous. There was a deep, craterlike 
hole in the dirt floor, and at its bottom 
I saw a rusted iron disk, warped and 
bent. Suddenly I felt sick and giddy. 
I knew Lucille must be feeling even 
worse. “Buck up,’’ I said in a whisper, 
“We’ll get out of this, dear.”

Argyll barked a command, and 
Kent turned away, picked up a crow
bar that leaned against the wall. 
Under the menace of the gun he de- 
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scended into the pit and began to 
break through the thin barrier of iron.

Did I hear footsteps—thudding, 
distant footsteps—from below? Ar
gyll heard them, for he gave a tri
umphant cackle of laughter.

“Quicker, F r e d ,  quicker I” he 
snarled. “We must be ready!"

I could not see Kent's face in the 
shadow, but he attacked the disk with 
redoubled vigor. As it gave way he 
scrambled up the side of the pit.

Argyll moved closer to the brink, 
peering down, with quick side glances 
at us. I caught a glimpse of a dark, 
rough floor of stone beneath the disk, 
and on it was a low, oval platform, 
apparently intended to hold a coffin, 
but now empty. And, too, the light 
mercilessly revealed curious tracks 
upon the floor—dark oval patches far 
too huge for any human footprint 1

Thud . . . thud . . . rhythmic pad
ding of giant feet. I felt a Presence 
in the tomb beneath us. There was 
an uneasy rustling and shifting, and 
Argyll shrieked in triumph and 
leaped back.

“The Dweller!" he screamed. “He 
comes!” He paused to set down the 
lamp carefully on the floor. I felt 
Kent nudge me, urge me back from 
the pit. I put my arm protectingly 
about Lucille.

Something was rising from the an
cient tomb, something huge and black, 
rising inexorably into view—very 
slowly. Something vaguely anthro
poid in outline, but covered with a 
foul and glistening 6lime.

“The Druid priest," I heard Kent 
whisper hoarsely. “ The Dweller in 
the Tomb!’’

BLOATED and huge and vile be
yond imagination it arose, the es

sence of all foulness and evil. Face 
it had none. From a featureless black 
globe a single glowing eye peered 
frightfully. The long apelike arms 
ended in great horny claws.

Argyll sprang toward us, the auto
matic menacing. He seized Lucille, 
jerked her away before I could pre
vent it. His clawing hand clutched 
at her negligee, ripped it from her.
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W ith • vicious push he sent her prone 
on the edge of the pit. She lsy there,
unmoving.

Cursing, I sprang forward, felt 
Kent seize me.

“Wait, man, wait I” be whispered 
urgently. I tried to pull free, but he 
held me in an iron grip.

The Dweller began to march up the 
side of the pit, slowly, ponderously. 
It did not pause at the nude form of 
Lucille. Instead, it strode on—toward 
Argyll!

And my uncle, his face a death- 
mask, drained of blood, retreated. 
Slowly, slowly — and slowly — the 
Dweller followed him. Once Argyll 
tried to dodge past to the door, but 
the monstrous being was too quick, 
despite its bulk. And eventually,the 
old man was pinned in a comer, while 
we watched, scarcely daring to 
breathe.

Argyll’s nerve broke. He screamed 
maledictions, frantic appeals.

“Take them I" he shrieked at the 
being. "Three of them—for the sac
rifice! Take—”

Abruptly he flung up the automatic, 
fired. Rolling thunder reverberated 
through the chamber. And then Ar
gyll was staring stupidly at the empty 
gun, while the Dweller moved inex
orably forward.

Argyll flattened himself against the 
wall. His face was frightful. His 
mouth hung lax and his staring eyes 
were frozen, glaring at the inhuman 
horror so close to him. A crablike 
claw swung up for Argyll’s throat.

With a scream of utter, agonized 
horror my uncle collapsed. Tottered 
and dropped and lay in a limp heap 
on the ground, his white face staring 
up blindly in the dim light of the 
lamp. I saw that he was dead.

I heard the bark of a shot. Kent 
had pushed past me, a gun in his 
hand. Again the weapon roared.

The Dweller turned, very slowly. 
The single eye Beemed to glare at us 
malefically.

Kent sent shot after shot into the 
gross, hideous body.

And the Dweller fell. Toppled and 
crashed to the ground beside my 
uncle, and lay writhing with curi- 

( Continued on page 118)

“4  lave R E D U C E D  
MY WAIST 8  INCHES

W IT H  T H E  W E IL  B E L T ”
« .. writes Georg* Belief

IF YOU DO NOT 
REDUCE YOUR WAIST
TH REE INCHES IN TEN  DAYS

It won't cost you o penny!

TMS M i l  COMPANY, lac. «8> Mill St. few
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, 7001 iUmtnted folder dacriiriM 
The Weil Belt ind foil dcnili of your 10 Dty FRJJB TW«I OAT

N am e_________ _________________________________
A d d rtu ______________________________

U11 Cauptm tr Snd Name tad Address i t  Privy Pus Card



ELECTRICITY
s e e s PAY TUITION ON EASY 

PAYMENT PLAN
rovuw i

f  ■«■■■—■ ihooisla VI —V
ch lm rr—ootbr book*orogrrwpABdi 
A i a u u f  p l u  M tb lM  IBUT I" f f t  I 
Urn 6n• . . . then teki I I  Moof t e  »

ADI
OTTT.

~ Z -t

t W W T IR
P O R T A B L E S
10c ADAYJVi
m©p»hg»—

B R A N D  N E W  5 ^ ^  |^w PrlcM

In ts m a tlO T ia l T y p e w r ite r  O s ^  K l

K N O C K - E M  ■ C O L D !
Tho bigger d o  i n ,  the herder they fall. LEARN
JIU-JITSU! 13 eccrel knock out blow* oopyTlghtad 
by world famous Polio© Jiu-Jitsu Inalrurtor. A Util* 
jA b  with tip of 0 cut era or strike with edge of hand 
to th* right spot And the tough guys go out like a 
light. Beside* haring appeared In raoiloQ pictures 
many timm ha has trained detachments and Indlrld- 
uaLa of the U. R Army. Nary, Marines. National 
Ouards. Coast Guards as well as thousands of clil- 
sena and peace officers The world famous Northwest 
Mounted Police use Ihla method In part o< their train
ing. The 0«Men hare adapted Jlu Jltsu In their sucreejful war 
against crime. Sand now for this Illustrated booklet easily read. 
Full pries lie postpaid. Also learn how you may defend yourself 
against any mas regardless of alio or atrscgth. whether he Is 
armed with run. knife «r dub
8  J jnR Q C N B C N . 100 M u lti we Build I rn. Seattle W ashington,

O R D E R  B Y  M A I L  A T  
M O N ET SAVING PRICES 

r o r r i  Smiur* Wrappsd 
f  1 Imprwilon MaterialBEND NO MONEY!

' Thpss Plataa ara Held Firmly by 
Vscann Cup Suction. East oral Natural Voloa and Faolal Exprmlon. 
Diet Daily. Write TaDay. Band Nana and Addrsn for Information.

B O D A Y S
T R I A L WTT.8SO-A, 24 L V A fT W uST n*

WILL YOU WEAR THIS SUIT
and Make up to $12 ina Day!
List me send yon this fins aU-wool tailored suit FREE 
OF COST. Just follow my eaty plea and show the 
Ault to your friends Make up to 112 Id a day tssllj. 
Ns experience— no canvassing necessary.

Bead for Baraplss— FREE OF COST 
Write today for FHEE details. ACTUAL HAMPLK8 
■pd ’'sure*Are*' money getting plana. Semi no money, if J. COLLINS. Pnnrau Tallerlaa Ca.. Dipt. P.S77 

fiOO 8. T kn»p  Street Chleaas, 111.

118

(Continued from page 117) 
ously wormlike motions. Kent kept 
pumping bullets into it.

Then I heard it—the thing that 
made me catch my breath in sheer 
amazement as I stared at the thing 
on the floor. For from the faceless, 
slimy head of the creature a voice 
croaked :

“Curse you, Kent, you blasted dou- 
ble-crosser—”

The words ended in the harsh 
death-rattle.

FOR an eternity, it seemed, I stood 
there, my mind working at light
ning speed. I heard Kent’s voice, all 

the assumed fear gone from it.
"The swine!" he said coldly. “Why 

did he have to—’’
I broke in. “Then you’re respon

sible for this— You’ve been behind 
the whole thing !”

His eyes were amused behind the 
horn-rimmed glasses. “Yes, that’s 
right. Now, unfortunately, I’ll have 
to kill you. I hadn’t planned . . . 
Keep back!” The gun menaced me.

I retreated a step. If I could play 
for time, perhaps—

“Who’s your friend, then?” I asked 
as calmly as I could.

Kent smiled. “The same chap who 
lassoed you on the balcony. The 
man who drove you here. He’s been 
working for me for quite a while. But 
my plan went wrong. I hadn’t in
tended to kill old Argyll, the swine! 
If I could only have driven him mad, 
as I had planned. But I hadn’t real
ized how weak his heart was.”

“But why?” I asked desperately. 
“ What did you have against my 
uncle? He befriended you—”

“After he killed my father,” Kent 
snapped. “You didn’t know that, did 
you? They were partners, yes. But 
Argyll managed to defraud my father 
and leave him penniless. And because 
of that my father killed himself. I 
didn’t know that myself until a few 
months ago, when I found an old note
book of his. Then I determined to 
have my revenge, to strike at Argyll 
through his belief in occultism, his 
weakest spot.”

“What about the manuscript?”



“Forged. I located this castle, did 
• little construction work on these 
vaults. But little was necessary. 
There’s another entrance to the tomb, 
of course. Then I cooked up a legend 
that would appear authentic to Ar
gyll, and told him I’d found the 
parchment. As I expected, he bought 
the castle and set out to enslave the 
Dweller. I really didn’t want to kill 
you unless I had to,” he went on 
naively. “ In fact, I tried to frighten 
you away by having you attacked, and 
by telling you a wild tale about the 
Dweller. I didn’t expect Argyll 
would force the issue.”

Suddenly I remembered something. 
“And when you told Argyll that if he 
opened the tomb the Dweller would 
escape—you were really talking to 
him, I ventured, nodding toward the 
motionless black figure that was at my 
feet.

He nodded. “Yes. He was outBide 
on the balcony, and that gave him his 

(Continued on page 120)
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(Continued from page 119) 
cue. I decided to let Argyll have hi* 
way. I’d already seen to it that his 
gun was loaded with blanks. And I’d 
planned to kill the Dweller, then un
mask him—and be as surprised as 
you.” He smiled grimly as he finished. 
“Naturally, nobody would suspect me. 
They’d think our friend had been try
ing to hoax Argyll and me—but the 
fool talked. I didn’t expect that. 
So—”

He lifted the gun. Its muzzle 
seemed to grow, to become a well of 
blackness that would swallow me. I 
tensed, although I read murder in 
Kent’s eyes, and knew I’d have no 
chance. His finger was tightening on 
the trigger.

Lancing through the vault came a 
scream! From the corner of my eye 
I saw a white figure leaping up—Lu
cille!—racing toward the door.

In a flash I saw her plan. Kent 
would not dare to let her escape. The 
muzzle of the gun wavered, turned 
away momentarily. I leaped.

Flame seared my side as the gun 
blasted. I clinched with Kent, gripped 
his wrist and forced the gun up. 
Again it roared, and I heard the bullet 
whine as it ricocheted from the walls.
I wrenched Kent’s wrist viciously, 
and he dropped the gun.

His knee drove up at my groin, but 
I twisted aside, evading the blow. His 
fingers were at my throat now, dig
ging in viciously. Suddenly I felt my 
strength draining away. The previ
ous attack had weakened me more 
than I had realized. Desperately I 
threw myself back.

We fell on the edge of the pit, and 
the breath was driven from my lungs. 
We tottered there for a moment, and 
then we went rolling over and over 
down the incline, blinded with dirt, 
snarling curses. Those iron fingers 
were closing remorselessly on my 
throat.

I felt emptiness beneath me, felt air 
rush past me as we plunged down. 
We struck with an impact that jarred 
me into momentary unconsciousness. 
Then I was staggering to my feet, 
feeling the murderous hands fall 
away from my neck.
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Ktnt lay flat on bis back, staring 
up through the horn-rimmed glasses. 
Oddly, they were unbroken. On tha 
stone around Kent’s head was an ir
regular splotch of grey and crimson.

"Jim!” It was Lucille’s voice. She 
was on the edge of the pit, looking 
down at me. “Are you hurt? Is 
he—”

“I’m all right,” I said. “Kent—is 
dead.”

There was a ladder on the floor 
nearby, kicked away when the spuri
ous Dweller had ascended. It was the 
work of a moment to raise it and clam
ber from the tomb.

I picked up Lucille’s negligee, and 
she wrapped it around her as we hur
ried through the vaults, and up into 
the great hall of the castle. And 
there, as I looked down into my wife’s 
blue eyes, so close and so tender, I 
felt that the shadow of evil that had 
brooded over us had passed away for
ever.
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By CHAKRA
Fam ous M ystic  and A u th ority  on Esoteric Lore

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stones  
are true. The person who has a num ber o f weird, supernatural or horror stones at 
his fingertips will always be the center o f attraction in any conversation.

T h e  purpose o f this departm ent is to furnish such entertainm ent. It presents 
true stories o f horror, m ystery and the supernatural gathered from  all com ers o f  
the earth and authenticated by reliable persons.

HOPELESSLY INSANE

F OR years there has been a controversy 
about the advisability of doing away 
with hopelessly insane people. You 

have heard people say about a certain in
sane person: "H e’d be better off dead.” 
Such had been the talk concerning a cer
tain young man confined in an Eastern 
asylum, when the grandmother of the in
mate, the only surviving relative, called 
at the office of the institution to inquire 
about the boy.

The senior physician was reluctant to 
reveal the truth; but a short, stout doctor 
with a black beard stepped forward. 
“ Madam,” he said, "your grandson is not 
only hopelessly insane, but he Is danger
ous. He would be better off dead.”

The old lady's eyes flashed fire. "Better 
off dead, eh?" she snapped. "That’s all you 
know about it!”

“ Please, please, madam,” interrupted the 
head doctor considerately, "it is true about 
the condition of the boy, but he will re
ceive the best of care in this institution, 
I assure you.”

But the old lady was not listening. She 
wagged her cane at the bearded man.

"Kill the boy, would you? Well, listen 
to me! You might think you are right, but 
I know something. That boy has got a 
soul—a soul that has nothing to do with 
his sick brain— and some day that soul will 
prove itself valuable to humanity.” The 
cane thudded on the floor. "That’s all I 
have to say now, gentlemen. Good day!”

Two years later the insane asylum caught 
fire. There was a lack of water, and the 
institution appeared doomed. To prevent 
the inmates from being burned alive the 
authorities had to release all of them 
within the yard of the great estate and 
take chances on some of them escaping. 
Most of them huddled like frightened 
animals on the broad lawn and watched 
the roaring inferno that was the main 
building.

But suddenly one individual, clad only 
in pajamas, ran to the fire chief. He was 
apparently one of the keepers. “ You need 
water, don’t you, chief?" His handsome, 
intelligent face was gleaming with excite
ment. “ Well, there’s a swimming pool
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around the back. Drive a pumper around. 
You have good pressure.”

The firemen instantly responded and in 
a few  minutes two hoses were pouring 
water into the flames. “ But this won’t last 
long,” said the chief.

“ Don’t worry—this will check it a while. 
At the bottom of that hill is a lake. You’ve 
got enough hose. Put another truck down 
at the edge.”

While thiB was being done, the young 
man ran up and ordered one of the hoses 
from the swimming pool shut off. Taking 
the line, he slowly climbed the fire-escape 
till he reached the roof. Then he signaled 
for water, and, clinging to the writhing 
nozzle, directed the stream into the flames. 
His daring efforts were rewarded. The 
local fire department realized that this 
young man had saved the greater portion 
of the institution.

The chief led the young hero to the 
group of doctors on the lawn. “ You can 
thank this man for saving your place.” 
But as the chief turned to him, the young 
man was not beside him. Instead, the lad 
had peunced upon a fire axe that lay on 
the ground. Two watchful attendants 
leaped on his back and bore him down. He 
kicked and screamed insanely.

An old lady, supporting herself on a 
cane, appeared before the doctors.

"I told you my boy’s soul would prove 
itself some day,” she said. “ He saved your 
institution when not one of you had brains 

Innough to move. His father was one of the 
Rreatest firefighters this country ever saw. 
■ He died fighting a fire. That was his voice 
you heard tonight 1”

THE HEAD

RECENTLY, in New Hampshire, a 
woman sat in her bedroom reading a 

book before retiring. She finally dropped 
off to sleep and the book slid from her lap 
and fell to the floor. The sound awakened 
her and she sat up, blinking.

Something caught her eye on the table 
across the room. She tried to pierce the 
dimness— then she set earned: “ My son— 
my son I” She beheld the gory head of her 
boy. And at the sound of her voice the 
head began to roll in a wide circle around 
the table top. Around and around it went 
while the terrified woman, too shocked to 
tear her eyes from the ghastly spectacle, 
stared at the scene of horror. The head 
then came to a stop. The eyes glared 
steadily at the woman. Finally they closed.

With a shriek, the mother toppled to 
the floor and lay there in a dead faint until 
her daughter found her.

The next day word was received that the 
son, who was a sailor on a battleship, had 
been decapitated in an accident on ship
board. And because of the pitching of the 
»hip the head had rolled about the deck for 
some time before it could be recovered. 

(Continued on page 124)
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PICTURE OF DEATH

A  N IN E -Y E A R -O L D  girl, A p M , whoa* 
parents bad died, came to live with bar 

uncle in a huge mansion. The child’* room  
was separated from the main part oi the 
house by a single drawing-room, through 
which it was necessary to pass to go into 
the living room or into the yard.

But every time the little girl want 
through this drawing-room she waa ter
rified by a huge painting that hung ovar 
the door. She screamed at the figure in the 
painting: "H e  wants to kill m et”

The older people tried to reason with 
the child, but she was obstinate and in
sisted on leaving her room by way of tha 
servants’ quarters every day. She kapt her 
door locked and never went into that room  
for the ensuing ten years. Then she became 
engaged and a reception was held at the 
house. Guests had asked to see the paint
ing in the drawing-room, so Agnes reluc
tantly followed them in so she wouldn’t be 
ridiculed. But it was a put-up job. No  
sooner was Agnes in the room when the 
others rushed out and left her locked in. 
She screamed: "L et me out I Let me out I 
Please— please!”

But her uncle and the guests only 
laughed. "She must overcome that foolish 
superstition,” said her uncle.

Agnes rushed to the door, begging bar 
friends to open It. She rattled the knob. 
Then she screamed again in horror and 
pounded on the panels with her fists. Tha 
vibration shook the picture, which ripped 
from its cords and fell. A  corner of tha 
huge gilt frame struck Agnes in the head, 
killing her instantly.
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low coat, la now  iaaued by N ational Protective Inauranee 
Co., nationally fam ous fo r  their $3.66 accident policy.

T h e N otion a l P ro tec tiv e  u  the on ly com pany iemdng a 
health  policy  coverin g  any and every  disease and paying  
mseh large benefit* a t  it*  low coat.

S end N o  M on ey
ffc«y will T̂ ud yon tbU alck benefit poller covering any and all 

dtaaaaaa. free for loapectinu without obligation. No application to 
fill out and no nodical examination Men agaa 18 to W tad 
women 18 to 69— Id all occopatlona—who are uow in good health are 
aliglble. Juat n d  your name. age. addrewi and h i  lo Ux 
NaOafval protective Inauranee Co.. 8001 Pickwick Bldg., Kansas 
Chy. M a. today Write than while their emeU. low ooA afffcr 
la ef 111 In affect

Gayer COLLEGE
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RADIO OF DEATH
A  Y O U N G  man on a Southwestern ranch 

greatly admired a young lady who sang 
over a small radio station in the county. 
Every Thursday evening at nine tha 
rancher would listen in to the girl of his 
dreams. He had written her the previous 
week how madly in love with her he really 
was, and she had promised to sing bis 
favorite song the following Thursday.

But he was two minutes late in tuning 
in that Thursday, due to a phone call from  
a neighbor. However, he rashed to the 
radio, realizing that he could not have 
missed more than the announcer’s intro
duction. As he turned the dial he heard tha 
girl’s voice coming over more sweetly than 
ever. Never before had she put so much 
feeling into her song. He wept with joy  
as he listened.

A s she finished her song, he waited to 
hear what the announcer might eay. Only  
Bilence followed. The young m»n believ
ing that something, had gone wrong with 
the station, dismissed the thought and sat 
down to write a letter telling the girl bow  
mnch he appreciated what aha bad done 
for him.

(Continued on page 126)
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T A L K - S I N G  -  P L A Y
vcur own radio

w i t h  m f l l l U n  

■  I t !  w h ls h s t  • i

DgTOtEKT wncuajoggftl

BDApp^r, fite^rt p h o to . Back Boat
___ „ ___ r ’ o IJcM iM , T rick  Pane II Com&aaa,
• to ., a to. A  g rea t b l*  gra b b a * !  Tha U loa l 
'  L » , R oyalties. TTia • oa d a r  p a rk o t . | | A r  

■Ac i U m t .  C o f n H a f  t o r  o n ly , o v l *

MIDGET RACER
g S ^ i^ r  25c
f n a w u t i  y on  c u
r H  rrcan itm * d  Bai
r n .  It c a ste  on ly  a 
faw doT larS. K t« t  
p a i l  E l n t n t a d  Id 
lb *  M ra u a h a a a h ’a 
M M -c r t iB , So that 
K ■  almnot Ib p m - 
W | | b  «*W T flD f. BhuplIflad §war 
fb lp . P»bbw .> U ^ lD j. « tc ,.  ate.
“ **ej u l n «  baa baeu da-

to* B ridget nflng
^platai ^aa-‘plHpU. H

ftra again 11  Is absolu tely  
_______ olaaa and a a /a . Xb*T W l

Sh oots
_______________J o M p to te
t e r n t - jO N L Y  2 B * . H oU
with b a » T  H r
2 S « . < W » .  tuxudoo too.

fashlonad 
fa r  and accurate.«nm
■ to r  
only

Good Luck RING

ahaldfspaSkNacit ai"t£a •Tss. Bold to brtnybwod
^ ‘ l U  l & o P e i i o A d

BOYKI BOYf I BOYS1

THROW YOUR VOICE

DANCING
M T n r  i n n .  Ba M o -
lm .Q o o d d a a o s r s a r s  alw ays 
o d n d ro d —alw ays p o p u l a r  

P a f tea rs  w alcotra

—----- — _  wlLhoul a
D o n ’ t  n r a k a  e ic o a sa  

O a t tela

a  part act
d u c a r ,  I t a r n U  dsxico a t  hoira 
te l l  r n v ,  n u 7  w a r -  B O O K  
T l l l l l  f lo w  l o  d ara lop  paisa 
and o o o tr o l. Impr-ors your danco 
•taps, a rt o f  holdlnsr. h ow  lo  walk

E hcrw u> 1c m . la test Tot 
a ,  N ttB itJ  and B a r o n *  

ha a m n M  W a r* , tna 
p, ■w ToInf t o  m aslc. 
teokw ard U m o m .  the 
|al. tns fa m ou s  K i n  
a M anhattan Jh a C oU a# * 

tea  C a r lo . C h arleston . 
Bad many v U n u .  A f t  O t Da t a  
W fc W e t  j j i  Cwnti g o r t g l

H°„w t a p  d a n c e
W t o j e n  tha aaay rhythm
and t k id ja t t m  i r a t i  o f  
B tap ’ n Yatch ll Frad A atetro

BftoMTiSssviiî y

o a t  a trmaP « S ' i ’  yoi 
'w t T i aI  lo r s  It.

r Frtenda ad ora It Baa Ida . top
___ I Oancin* (a p o t  on ly  L ortearadn*

|  H  and a ita r U ln te s  b o l  l a  a l s o  
* haalU i-alTtoa a a s r c lfo  fo r  coak-

fn y  tha lhn£# sujrpla and  a
' ’ • p r lM T ”  fool lay o f  flteoas t o  tha 
•wfeols bod y . P rom ote*  aUnuiaa* on-

Sra ’ a wra. w ithou t pQU . draws ar 
Btlna. Bandars aoyt . . w oon a rfu l 

i  b a oan t. Thanh t o p  f o r  add Lay tan
I ______ daaefrurtoasy a ccom plU h im ote .
* Z = z  rm te f n  CENT* POSTPA to*

j u -j it s u  r c
PO N T BK BUUJEO

MKnlSS
J d ln *  a  man dow n  dooLte koaa 

th r o * .s t ic k  attack ,<faf u s *  ( # a l i » t  
knlta. ana band throat irLp, da- 
fonaa strain* t tw o  assailants. a tom - 
acb  th row , s a cra l ( ia m b  knoebont. 
oarra  p loob as, and n a w M *  0U»- 
ara. L oom  to p m terY  you ra * !/ a a -  
dor all olream s tanooa with a a ftn V *

LEARN TO HYPNOTIZE
s& s

i t

a t o r  t o m

taS'scrr,
P f t «  r w i maatea 

f o o .  atrwnytbM

WONDERFUL X-RAY 10c

A D D S  C S S  A L L  O R D D tS -  F O B  O O O d B J o H  T H U  M U  T O

I0 H N S 0 N  SM ITH  &  C O .
DEPT. 349  DETROIT, MICHIGAN

A C d jp y o f  o w g D V3?Sf3

KSrS'ci.lE2inw^.
ab la ava rrw bara. G n a t ;
■ M a t  b arp lars . t r t n p a i  
I r la ca ro a n d  w lthoa t tfc

b y  D p r w «  on d y , n o t  p r » p n h t i

BIG  ENTERTAINER

Hi-Powered Air Pistols

A a io m a h o . p oo - 
k st a lia , r lra a  
B -B  ahot oh ta in - 
ah la  anyw bara . --------

rlakol o r  R apaater.T ho H on«at- 
ar Araa 100 • h o ts (o o n a lo a d lu . 
f t #  Btnala B hot ahoote A ir 
Bifla DaHa and B-B  Shot. W all 
nm da and durah la ; all mataJ p u t s  Rlckwl platad 

• -  ------------- F r tm ta n d -  * '  ‘------- rw dfb____
-̂ •iirsiif&iaTfoa

SILEN T DEFENDER

5 Master Keys
D U  yea m r l M m o r  f o r n t  r o a r  haraT 
P robably many U m at. D on ’ t w orry  n r  
rnora a h oo t lost kaya I o r  any h sy a , fo r  
that m a tte r), aa thaaa n n i t n  b p s  will 
ODan alm ost any ordinary lo c k . P lra  dW - 
•Toal k ay a for  rmrlouJ tyyan o f  locha.
W ill a « r *  thatr ooat If you  only oaa tham 
o n o i, but y o o 'l]  probab ly Ood thrm  aa 
bandy that ro u 'll  alw ays carry tham . Baa If i 
lo c k s  a m  D urtU rlo c k s  a n  b u r s is r  p r o o f . Corn- O C «  
pJate mmt o f  flra skslaton  ksy^ f c O C s

C C C  RING
B a rs  to* a  op landid  rtnn 
fo r  * r* r7  b oy  t o  w a a r l.
b i a C C t f R l n » . 7 « l  lil(C
tQ oa a a h o  work fo rU n cU . 
Bam h ara. N loaly Aolahad 
with tha t a n  lean I a s i*

S b otb  aldaa o f  tns 
laid. BDrar finish with 

crab loan anam olod In rod , 
b ia s  and m>UL O C a  
11-00 TmJuo, P r t c o , * 3 "

HowtoLOVE
knerr txjnml batnjr U aoa- 
evptlk la u> lo r a ’ a tandak 
• a a iltn , w b a q  l a w c im w  
th a  lo ro ra  raaltaa haw  (n-

o on m i n p  pam don th ^ fla  
m xawins at thalr baarta . 
It la t o  B ooths tha a only o f  
tha lo r o -lo rn  that F o i l

STAOa 
MONmi

tk  • b a t c h  o f  lh «M  hflte. f t  te 
teasy fo r  a p r m  o f  I I m l  t o d*rB,lWTJ5f.T5SSra.a

ia m b  war la tP o sT ra ia
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IRtk Each 
Order for 
Two TTreo

GOODYEAR
GOODRICH-FISK  
F1RESTONK.U. S . 
Had Hll Other Hakes

^otuasdloff T I pg B u n f a i ,
leeSledandwBbeetslMeGW- 

a.cnH i u i w d l i i i di  W T
eb u 1U fcr Qgjitmprogg

fin -" ■ “

4 M 5  L ll 
M l  Lit 
E 7 I M l 
M l  IU( Tins

. U jC vU lS s J  BRAND N K W -C U A R A H T K O — 
HXAVY 6  AUG* CtBOtlLAK MOLDED. O m d  an laat
o ta  i I m . O ritr Now. W « a n t  I* n » U . I  M
fall p» In  * » ! ■■■«  V u m t nT—*■-• i l f l r

P  BURY-FIELD TIRE *  RUBBER CO .
■ Ata.Dmt.10UA — •

INVENTORS
TIMS COUNTS—don't risk delay tn p g t- 
anttof roar Ideti. write for now FRED 
book. ' P a m t Oklile for the Inventor" 
and "Hoeartl of IdtshIod"  form. No 
ohane fqf prytlminary Informal Ion

cLAHENCE A. O’ BRIVN A 
HYMAN BERMAN 

> Repieterwd Palexi Aftanuya

L E T  M E  SE N D  Y O U
THIS TAILORED S U IT

AND PAY4TDU UP TO $10 IN A DAY
A a u lm  now SeIbgI Wear Ihto splendid suit and IU  
M j for It If jo a ‘11 follow my e u j  plan and qua Ufo 
Chooaa nllt from fine woolen*. tailored to jour m«aa~
«n . T u t ahoer 11 to f« u  frlerxle. Make up u> S10 In n 
Cxf— etij— rapraaeiitliif bit nallocslly-known Ullor- 
tag bdUM. No enurUM* needed. AOTUAL SAMPLED 
FREE1 Write today for details of tAMtlonal new plan 
and iBtual Sample*. SEND NO MONET H. J. QRAVSi, 
rraa. •TONE-FIELD CORP.. ISOO W. MarriaaG.
Past. P.BT7. CMaan.____________________________________________

D B B O O M B  A B T J O O K B B F C 1

E T E C T  I V E
Barn Big Money—Travel or W ork at Hornet Write 
today for Free Detective Paper and Intereating Litera
ture. NATIONAL •YftTKM, Dept. E, Fremont. Neb.

( Continued from page 124}
But two days later he received the io)>  

lowing letter from the station official!

Dear Sir:
You must have confused this station  

with some other, or you have mistaken 
the date, because this station was not on  
the air this past Thursday, doe to the 
sudden death Thursday morning o f the 
young lady to whom you so kindly w rote.

THE HEART OF HORROR
A W E L L -K N O W N  mystery writer whose 

stories you undoubtedly have read in 
the past few years was paying a visit to a 
friend in Haiti. W hile at the home of tide 
friend it was his opportunity to save the 
life of a native servant from drowning. 
The servant was grateful and treated the 
guest like a god.

One evening the writer and his friend 
were talking about an adventurer, Torn 
Machow, who had disappeared m  the 
Haitian jungle and had never been heard 
of again. All kinds of reports concerning 
his death had been made, but one guees 
was as good as another. The servant was 
listening to the conversation.

"Y e s ,” said the writer, “Tom  Machow  
had a great heart.”

A  few days later, when the writer was 
leaving Haiti, the servant gave him A 
package. The native cautioned him to keep 
it secret until he got back to America. It  
was a gift of appreciation, the servant 
said, and had cost a great deal to get.

The writer forgot about it until he came 
to unpack his trunk in New York. He 
opened the package. Encased in a strange 
gummy covering was a human heart. In  
childlike writing on a slip of paper was 
written: “The heart of Tom  M achow ."

A s soon as he could make it, the writer 
was back on a boat bound for Haiti to 
report the matter to the local officials. But 
the day before he landed in Haiti the 
package had disappeared from his state
room. In the place where the package had 
been was a single drop of blood. This drop 
of blood, when later examined by a 
chemist, matched the report made on Tom  
Machow’s blood at the French Hospital in 
New York city years before.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

T o H O R R O R -S C O P E S :
A subway train in New York City killed 

two men at the same station—one at two 
o’clock and one at four. Is this cola* 
cidence? S. S. L A R R A B IB .

FOREST JOBS
KUlable at SUS-fl7B per moo it , steady. Cabin. Hunt, 

p, patrol. Qualify at once.
Get tutaiU immediately

Kay son Service Bureau, B-56 Denver, Colo.

To S. S. L A R R A B IE :
Possibly it is, although it has long been 

a belief, as in the case of haunted houses, 
' that one death attracts a mats. This may 
| be true with individuals. A  man who ran

Smarter COLLEGE HUMOR 15c Everywhere



To help you answer these 3 questions:
(\4 . v r - v *&x. 5

\*i, > • *»i i v 8

; '

»>

I W hat are today's oppor- 
" tunities in D rafting 7

2  -  W ill I  like  the w ork ?

3 Can I  learn D rafting  
"rea d ily  7

Beginning Lessons in
D r a f t i n g  F r e e

B efore a n yth in ! can be  m ade or boOt, 
the dm itam an fbrat m ust draw iL Build- 
Ins trades, transportation. manufacturing 

-A L L depen d  on Mm. That is why <mp
pickup means flm  coll fo r  th* Dm fixatnil

Orafflofl OpporfoolrtM Crowtoi Dally
Drafting welcomes ambitious men — 
offers Rood pay  to  start, w ith  splendid 
opportunities for promotion. One of Lha 
auatffcsi of all lines. Right from the start, the beginner works side by tide with experi
enced men—inking In tbeir drawings, m&k-
American School ■ Dept. G

I&Straflfan. ooastsntty profltmsbTWsoon- 
U ct with seasoned enrlDeers. The "hlgbcw 
ups'1 see his work. If It la good, advanse
men t is sure and steady.

DraffiM £xpt r1eoc« NOT Necemrv
You can  m aster Drafting readily by 
hom e study because you  learn and ad 
vance exactly as professional Draftsmen 
work— with T-square, dividers and drawing 
board. Actual w orking conditions are dupli
cated. Thousand* of successful graduates 
enthusiastically endorse our m elboda

Prov that Voq cap CtoaUte
T h e  2 lessons will be  sent abaolutety 
w ithout obligation. In the privacy  o f 
your ow n room , look them  over. See 
how timply you start— how gradually you 
are led step by step—how thoroughly you 
master each point— bow as time goes on. 
you can pass from a raw beginning to com
plete mastery of Drafting— able to get and 
hold a pleasant, protltable. steady J-ob-Buoh 
a future Is well worth looking loto R IG H T  
NOW.tSO . . .  write T O D A Y !

258 ■ D rexftl Avenue at 58th Street • Chicago. Illinois
Test V ou rse lf  lo r  a G ood  Pay Job  — Steady Work

down his own daughter with his auto
mobile killed a second child a year later 
at the same spot. Certain neighborhoods, 
crossroads or buildings seem repeatedly to 
be scenes of tragedy.

Only recently in a new apartment house 
in Athens, Greece, a servant girl attempted 
suicide by gas. • Her act was discovered 
before it was too late. However a short 
time later another girl leaped from the 
fifth floor of the same building and killed 
herself. Two days later a man visting this 
spot did likewise. The tenant began to 
move. Investigation disclosed that at the 
time the building was being constructed 
one of the workmen had jumped from the 
same floor to his death.
To HORROR-SCOPES:

I have heard that the peasants and 
fisherfolk of Brittany are the most super
stitious in the world. Do you happen to 
know some of these superstitions?

H. WENDER.
To H. WENDER:

Here are a few: If a ship is battered to 
ieces and those on board drown their 
odies are washed to a certain cove where 

their souls must remain for seven days 
before going on. If any person dares to 
enter that cove during the week he will 
instantly die a horrible death.

When a sailor is drowned the gulls fly to 
his house and awoop against the window 

panes.

The people leave a fire in the hearth 
when they go to bed in case the dead wish 
to warm themselves in their former home.

If a person is accidentally killed, his 
bouI remains in the air until the time of 
his natural death.

When there is a storm at night the 
drowned can be heard shrieking and 
screaming.

If a baby dies bcfoi e baptism, it rises 
in the air where it must remain until Judg
ment Day.

The wind is the voice of the dead.
To HORROR-SCOPES:

What is the “ Dancing Madness” ?
DANIEL CARTWRIGHT.

To DANIEL CARTWRIGHT:
The dancing mania swept Europe in 

1374. Its causes are unknown. People 
danced frantically, waved their arms, 
tossed their bodies, leaped in the air, even 
tearing their clothes and lacerating their 
bodies. The madness spread rapidly. It 
had spells for three hundred years and 
reached as far south as Ethiopia. Then it 
faded out of history.

The greatest epidemic was in Metz, Ger
many, where at one time a thousand people 
were leaping and howling, some nude and 
bloody, in the market place. The mania 
did not always kill, but left victims feeble 
mentally and physically.

(Concluded on page 128)
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DO YOU SUFFER

IF SO, 
WRITE FOR 

BOOKLET ON 
S I R O I L

Hen end women In every walk o f life— 
from the highest rndtl, financial and pro
fessional ranks to the moat humble—have 
written to the Si rail Laboratories about the 
benefits they haws derived from SI roll. 81roU 
removes the scales and crm ti caused by 
Dsortaala and relieves other of Ks discom
forts. It Is applied externally and will not 
■tain clothing or bed linen. It Is ottered on 
a strictly money back guarantee, with you 
the sole judjre as to results.

SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC.
1114 OrisvsM 8U Oast T-J Ortmtt. MU*.

Please send me your booklet en 
Psoriasis sad Slroil— Sixth Edition

Rom

Add rung .............................................................................................

CHy .......................................  Btau............

LONESOME?
letter aodety for laoah' ladhi sod t 

CONFIDENTIAL vdndoodo&i uj w « ,  
scmilniWQi n f V a  I have made thomsnds of 
by not you? Write far FREE sealed partieoian.
, Oi BOX MB JACKSONVILLE. FLOFUQA

PILES D O N ’ T  BE C U T
Until You Try Thii 

Wonderful Treatment
I  for pile Buffering. If you have piles in any 
m form write for a FREE sample of Page’s 
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you 
read this. Write today. E. R. Page C o, 
421-B7 Page Bldg., Marshall. Mich.

ASTHMAn t m iM E N X  mailed on 
Free Trial. I f  satisfied, 
•end (1 ) If not, It's Free. 

l W rite me fo r  your treat -
______  1 ment today.

W . K- STERLING. RSfl Ohio Ave_ Sidney, Ohio

LIQUOR HABIT
GadfcrFBH  TRIAL of Noxaleo, a guaranteed harmlaaa 
bona tmntnant Can ba (Iran aaoetiy in food or drink to 
Wffmm who drinks or tm e  Whiskey, Bear, Qin, Horn* Brae, 
Wine. Moonshine, ata Your n qoat far Vtm Trial bines 
trial supply by raUnu maQ and fall (ZlOO treatment which 
■oa may try under • 30 day refund goarentoe. Try Nanleo boorndt. ARLEE Cd Apt 209. BALTIMORE, MO.

(Concluded from page 127)
To H OR ROR-SCOPES:

May I advise you that I have learned
from a friend of mine employed in a 
magazine shop in London that Kins 
Edward reads Chakra?

H AR R Y E L  W E L L .
To HARRY EL W E L L :

Thank you. King Edward has always 
been a great lover of good mystery yarns. 
His favorite English author is Gerald 
Vemer.
To HORROR-SCOPES:

Recently I heard a man say that be had 
put his bands in boiling water without ill 
effeot. Is this possible?

O. P. A L Y N N .
To G. P. A L Y N N :

Yes, in high altitudes, water boils even 
under 100 degrees of temperature. In Pern, 
for Instance, they actually wash babies in 
boiling wateT, but It is not hot enough to 
scald. It is a fact that the boiling poTnt o f 
water Is diminished by one degree with 
every 500 feet of altitude.

— C H A K R A .

YOUR CRYSTAL-SCOPE
Y IT H IL E  it is interesting to read abont 
’  ’  mystery of things that apply to other 

people, it is more interesting to know the 
mystery of your own life and fste.

Send this coupon to Horror-Scopes, 
T H R IL L IN G  M YSTER Y Magazine, 22 
W est 48th St, New York City. Enclose a 
self-addressed stamped envelope.

You will receive a Chakra-Crystal-Scope 
giving you information concerning your
self. It will reveal your lucky number, the 
combination of three numbers favorable 
to you; your good and bad traits, lucky 
days of the week, lucky color, beet occupa
tion, lucky dates, years, months and years 
of age. Each Crystal-Scope is made out 
by Chakra personally, in accordance with 
your birth-date.

HORROR-SCOPES,
T H R ILLIN G  M YSTE R Y,
22 W est 48th St..
New York City.

Please aend C H AK R A -C R Y STA L- 
SCOPE, free of charge, to:

Print name on this line

Address ............................................ ....

City State____

Date of b ir th ..............................................
Day Month Year 

(Edclose a self-addressed stamped 
envelope)

Brighter COLLEGE HUMOR 15c Everywhere
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60 DAYS' TRIAL
I  H A V E  thousand* of satisfied cus

tomers all over the country who 
cannot afford to pay big prices. I 
have been making dental plates that 
really fit for many years, by mail. I 
guarantee you satisfaction or they do 
not cost you one cent, and I take your 
word. Teeth made especially for you 
personally can be tried for sixty 
days.

la cm PannaytTBula
town ileus 91 people 
in  weerlng plaUa 
mad* by me. They ar* 
completely satisfied 
and have s&ml big 
money

HERE'S PROOF:
I am a min later of the OosreL I have hew 
preaching for 20 years. 1 can a&y you did 
good work for me. My teoih fli Rood and 
live good service.—(1. M.. W. Va.
My teeth have already bean worth ten times 
the price 1 paid fur them. My friend* ran'c 
understand how 1 obtained such beautiful 
teeth at such a email price

Mrs \V. T. B., Texas.
I am 64 yean old. Moat of my teeth have 
been out over 23 yean. My health was not 
food until I toi my luelh. I weighed only 
118. now I weigh 133 Iba. and feel better 
than Cn 20 years. I can't say enough for your 
fitting my teeth end the beauty they bare. 
My wife aalncd 22 Iba. since she alerted 
wearing your teeth. She now looks like aba 
did 12 yean ago when we wen married.

L. I>, K.. So Cay.

SEND NO MONEY
My plates ir e  twit beautiful to 

look at and are constructed to Rive 
Itfolong aorwlce and satisfaction. 
You can look younger at once. 
They are made with pearly white 
genuine porcelain teeth. Well-fit
ting and guaranteed unbreakable. 
Remember, yon do not send one 
cent with coupon—just your name 
and address, and we send free Im
pression materlaJ and full detailed 
directions. Be sure to write to
day for my low prices and com- 
■ ■ a H i H  pleto Information.
L U L L  Don't put thin off.
I  U L L  Do It today. Just
"  mail coupon.

i~
i D R . R. II. H E IN IN G E B , D .D .8 ., 
| 440 TV. H uron  St., Dept. 250,
| C hicago, III.
| Please send me your FREE Impres- 
* slon material, price Hut and full in- 
| formation on your dental plates
> without nny obligation.

I
I N A M E
I

ADDRESS

CITY................................. STATE..

A BABY FOR YOU?
I f  rom ar* denied the blessing o f  a baby AO yuor own and

rea m  fo r  a baby's arms and a baby’s smile do not give up 
nope. Joat write In confidence to Mrs. Mlldrud Owens. 
Dept. T, 682 Hanan Bldg., Kansas City, Mo., and ahe will 
tell you about a simple home method that helped her after 
being denied 15 yrs. Many others say this had helped bleaa 
their Ursa. W rite now and try for  this wonderful happiness.

FI STULA
Anyone suffering from Fiitula, Piles or any Rectal trouble 
Is nrg«d to write for  our F R E E  Book, describing the 
McCleary Treatment for these treacherous rectal troubles. 
The McCleary Treatment has been successful in thousands 
o f  cases. Let us send you our reference list o f  former 
patients living In every State In the Union. T he M cCleary 
C lin ic , 297 E lm s B ird ., E xce ls io r  S prings, Mo.

HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE
Hardened Arteries  -  Stroke
W rite far THBB gratis* on high blood pressure (writ- 

m i by a doctor) and booklet describing UTONA. a harm
less vegetable preparation that has been used aurcesnfully 
In a great many case* Bold only on a Money-Bark (Juar- 
anle* Literature FHER without obligation Send your 
name today.

NATIONAL UTONA COMPANY
691 Insurance Exchange Bldg.. Detroit, Uleh.

Ph ysician* p lea tc  w rit*

PILES o»n be relieved by INTERNAL 
treatment E8CULIN does It. No 
operation nee-h-l E9 CULIN re
duce* the swelling*, relieve* pain 
and rr-tore* normal fund  Ion*. 
DON'T BE CUT until you try thta 

wonderful remedy. Bead 10c  for trial treatment. HENCL1FF CO.. 
87  W EST VAN BUREN STREET, Daprt. I F - I .  CHICAGO. ILL.

R elieve
Pain In 9  
M inutesNEU RITIS

To relieve th e  torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia or Lumbago in 0 m inutes, get the Doctor’s 
Prescription NURITO. Absolutely sale. No opiates, no 
narcotics). Does the w ork  Q uickly — m ust relieve your 
worst pain in nine m in utes o r  y o u r  m on ey  back  at 
Druggist's. Don't suffer. Use guaranteed NURITO today.

and warts re
m oved from  
f  a c e a n d 

body, safely, quickly, at home. N o  pain or 
blemish. N o  acid. FREE information. W rite :

NEFF LABORATORIES 
Sta. E-lOO Toledo, Ohio

O L E S

LONELY HEARTS
J o i n  the world's 
greatest aocial exten
sion bureau: Happi

ness awaits you ■'orrMpond^nin everywhere reekina cungeulal mate*. 
8T year* of dependable dignified confidential service. L«t uj arrange 
a roroantlo rorrejitmrtenc* ta j  you Quick rriulln guaranteed. 
Photos dascrlpttoiut. introductions Free. Bend no nosey. 
S T A N D A R D  CLUB, B O X  fl07-J, ORAYB L A K E , IL L .

Stop Drink Habit
Ptll t ll le lM I  C r a f l l  |q bJi

m«  his CTsmvg
. prvivorvtrssitmmt 

re t ire  atop habit. Safa iUllctlt »*-P»a - - dc

|q hJs reffss, 1s t ,  llqoar or foaA 
( «  ytuakwr, b sa ro r  w lM ahoo- "  “  
Thralrka’s prescrlptfcn Tooqq

Jkm i
ter
rator ______  __________________ . __________
r* V f I A ‘nli - ^ r l5Td:  Si ld,*d In plain wrapper for IL M !C. <i D. If dtoLod. plus a faw w a it  additional ch arts . Order today.
CRAVE* CO., Dept 88, P. a  Ben M2, Barba*. Ctff.

loegq'l opsat atomech,

Smarter COLLEGE HUMOR 15c Everywhere
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Give MeYour Measure and I’ll Prove
in the First 7 Days 

You Gan Have a Body lik e  Mine!”
No other Physical In
structor in the World 
has ever DARED make 

such an offer!

I’ I . I .  p i v c  y o u  r u i i n i -  in “  . la ys  t i n t  T c a n  
t u r n  y o u ,  too,  in to  a n u n  o f  mill' l l ainl miKi lc.  
Just th in k  o f  :t ! Ki^lit in t lu - In s t  w ee k  u n d e r  

:ny y u i d a i u e  \o;i will  s(-,- .im| t. e| tin* i :upt.>\e- 
: :n -nt! T li c i i  a* m y  w eek ly  hist i i i> ti-in*. ; ir ; ivr in 
y o u r  lion;** y o u  co n t i n u e  I«» i r  l .uiM. n m  v. at <1 
" m i - r h a u l "  y o l i r  1««■* 1 > . Ily 1 lie « i;< I o f  three  
•Months you  :ni* tin- t w i u t  <■! a | !• i w |-» f : il li -•!>* 
:li;it y ou  wil l  In- t»: ■ >n> 1 1" d isp la y  o n  tin- he  .eh 
th is  s u n n i e r .  I ** • t «U- will  n« »1 i< e the rii«ltly y!«>w 
t.f hea lth  in y m r  fa n - ,  tlu- spatkh-  in 
j o u r  c h a r  t u s .  >i*ur loo, , .I  -1;,»• :1 - 
t h i s  a m i  t i n y  wil l  seek  \"Ur i .i in- 
j i; iny,  Y o u  w II Ik* tin- !•!!•■«, w h o  
wil l  walk  oft with  the  p u n i e s t  p t l  
am i the best j .ili 
w hi le  i o t h e rs  F O R E A R M  
w • : :11«■ r h o w  y o u  
• 1:■! it I

W r i t e  y o u r  n a m e  
: .:.d a d d r e s s  e a rc - 

u! lv mi tin- c o u p o n
V I . ' w .  I ’ ll M-tul 
\..u a lis o lute ly  f r e e
a I'n]'} " l  ni> new
‘ .....k,  i ‘ r i t i s t  i l<7
H  , • il !  t  h  a n d  
S i r s n . i i h . ”  Il re- 
\ ra ls  the sn ' r t t <  
that ih a m r i ' l  me 
ir. i in a w7 p*ut: .1 
tlal-i- lu-stii l w e a k 
ling  in to  a h u sk y  
lei  low  w h o  w o n  I 
W o r l d ' s  \|..s| IV :  f .
M a n "  aea insi  all 
I ■ i > w  I i a n  1 •11 i 1 • I 
(  h a m p i o n ”  the w a y .

A r e  yotl ui ib ; w I- l: ' : t 
Minds w h e re  thr > a:«- n

% o n  fat in s.|mts; I 'l l  s ’ 
p a i r  d o w n  t-» I 'u h tu .c  i 

A n d  with  t V  lovr nui*
I ' l l  ev e n ly -d e \ .  h 'p . d  !
TUt llod so  <|uhkl 
L ive  y o u  11
lit alth that d i e s  i '.hwii  into 
a nd  ban ish e s  >m h th in gs  
i> ii. piniph s, >k n l.h.t. h 

l .iuulri  d- .ti id-one s im il ar  c o n d i t i o n s  that  
• o h  miii  o f  the n ,M d t im e s  a m i  the  y o u d
t h in g s  o f  l i fe.

I ’ve Got No Use 
At All for “ Contraptions”
T h a ve n ' t  a n y  need fo r  c o n t r a p t io n s

that m ay  stra in  y m ir heart ami o t l u r
v ita l o re a n s .  I don 't d o - e  y ou  or  d'-e-
l o r y o u .  /  P  iniu-iV- 7*i ‘ i : s h , n  is all J
f e e d It'-* the naiur.i 1. t . s t e d  tm-tho.l
: i ir ilevel*ipitivi re il im n inside and  out .
It d is tri b i it ei  a dded  p • Minds o f  pow-i i •
f-.il iu ’. is .h-s o v e r  y o u r 1.1 i lv .  L-ets l i d  o f
Mirp!Ins fa t .  a nd  itive- y o u  the v ita li ty .
s- .nnet l i  a n d  pe|* that w in  v u  the 
a dm irat i o n  o f  e v e r y  w o m a n  am i the  
i .  s ju ,  t , . i any  man.

( it ! m y  f ree  hook .  i 'r h i  tf- 
:i:»/ //.-•i.V/t (f in/  * \ ! r r n ; !  I t "  '
M ail  m y  c o u p o n  to da y .  ( lam - 
M r  a st a m p to p i n v e  I e.ui 
m ake  A’ * >l * a n e w  m a n !

This Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Given Away by

T h is valuable cup, m ade of solid  
sterling: silver, sliiniN  about 11" 
liiicli oil u lilaek niiiliiikMiiy base. 

1 will aw ard il to m> pupil 
who ntiiKes tlie most im prove

ment on his development 
\  w ithin the ne\l :l iminlhs. 
tf Therefore, no m atter wliat 

you r m easurem ents may 
he now. you have an 
pqu.iI rhan < to win this cup 
tor permanent possession—and 
with YOUR name rnornved on 
It! Get my free hook liy mail. 

Ing coupon below.

48-PAGE BOOK

F R E E
Tt tell* y o u  all  about  h i .- *•*«•,-i.d /• viiijim/.-- 

7 Y k .*u»»i nielli  'll, amt what it has d o n e  to 
m a ke  bivi-nuis ' V■•! in. n m t  i f  n n - d o w n  
speeiuu-iis.  It sh o w s  y o n .  fr . .m  actual 
phi.tns.  h o w  I l i \  e drV«-|o|r d  m y  pupil s to 
the  Sami- |h i t i . Jly I ala • a d  pr<.portions < f 
i n y o w n  |>li> si.|’ :e. W h a t  in.- sy s te m  did f o r  
m e  a nd  t h e x -  i . - u n l n d s  o f  n t li e is  it ra n  «lo 
f o r y u t  'o.  iJ.-n't k--i p mi Ik i n i ' o n l y  ha l f  
o f  the  mail  y mi ( ’ \ N 
l i e ! h iml out \\ hat I c.u 
d o  f o r  m u . W h e r e  shall  t
I s e m i  Copy o fII T'lvr.' ii < ‘  ■ .-■(/ I I  t ' i i  !  t  It
a r . i t  .S Put
y o u r  i u n v  a:.-I a d d r o s
tin the eou|.. .n,  nr a
I 'o s t tard ,  ami m a d  it 

( I I A R L  L S 
ATI.A S. Dipt. : :p .  115 
L as t  J . 'rd S treet ,  N e w  
Y o r k ,  N .  Y .

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77P
115 East 23rd Slrcrt.  New York, N. Y .

pr<">( that your 'V-t. in o f  Dynamic-Tension 
a Nov Mali o f  liu- eh i* i iu1 a lte.i It ■■ v. 
.in I l iu m ii-i li* ili'Vi'liiimn lit. S , tkI im-
■■Jatrla-llnj  Health an.I Stri'iictli.”

riiarlr* All. i- -Imwifi^ h>wv 
111* !-- k • l"  lav. Tin* i*
li..! a • Mi-1 in |»i--t«i!i- '.ill
mi aelual iintoui-lii'd »i.an

(I ’ li-aM* Print or write pl.iinU

I
MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK NOW! |



T r a n  hundred and sixty-five day* trod how—< 
whal?

Will you «H11 be «<rnggHng along in the umo 
old iob at tbe same eld Hilary —  voir lad about tbe 
future —  never able to make both ends meet?

One year from today trill you dill be potting 
off your start toward success —  thrilled with am
bition one moment and then cold tbe next —  delay
ing, waiting, fiddling away die precious hours that 
will never come again?

Don't do h, man— don't do It.
H ere is no greater tragedy In tbe world dura 

that of a man wbo stays in the rut all his life, 
when with just a little effort he could advance.

Make np your mind today that you're going to 
train yourself to do some one thing welL Choose 
the work you like best in the list below, mask 
X  beside it, and, arithont cost or obligation, 
least get the full story of what the L C. 8, can 
for you.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S

D  ArahUactural D n l k m u
□  Building E itim a llog
D  C ontractor and Builder 
D  Structural I W h m a u□ BMnmd^a^ear
□  B eatriflal Knginsar
D  Electric Lighting
□  W nkfing. E lcetrio arwd Q m  
O  R ending Shop B luourhitt
□  H « i  T reatm en t oJ M etals

□  Business K i n i n m n t
□  Industrial M u n g c m e n t
□  T raffic M w a g a m a n l
□  A coou n  tunny

gO oct A m cnutaB t 
C . P . Arswnmrent

7T«»
Writ

B O X  3 9 7 0 -H , S C R A N T O N , P B N N A .
★  Without eost or obligation, please aeod me a copy of your booklet “Who Wins and ^  

Why,” and full particulars about the (object befort which I have marked X :
TaC H aiC A L AND INOUSTBIAL COURSES ~~

D  Bhaui M etal Worfcug □  PI w ishing □  f i t n n  P ittin g

BB o lU r n e k a  O  QatU& g 0  V n U U d u
Telegraph E a g h g c  Q  A ir Coortttkttdnc

~J T a U p b o u  W ork  O  ItofUn □  S u n m  Fnginnar
U  b'team E lectrio B o | h a «B Marina -----

R- R_ I e uuad rice 
P  H- B . Bratfcm B r g g n  1  “ " - * □ R. K.

3 TIU i*
3 C lvfl

C Surraring t
TBAINIMO COURSES

C  Scrritra BheUcan SeJa
□  Ftret Y ear Co llege Hubji 
D  B m lnara Corroepondi

G rade  Bdbeol B u t M l  
H igh Bahool fiahjsota 
C o l k n  P r e p e n ta iy  
H laetfuring 
C artoon in g 
L oiterin g  f i t o v  i

O  Stenography and T yp in g  
G  a r i l  Serrloe D  M ail C arrier  
□  R ailw ay M eO d m k

80IENCE COURSES

B M inin err  n  P ood s  and Oeofcary
Ten R oom  and C afeteria  M anagem ent. C a tw in g

..... Addrtm................................. .......... .............

tom reride (a Canada, tm d  Ik U  os upon
——............— .... State... _________ Present PoiUlom..

Is ike /nlrriwfianaf Correrpondtnac Bckeol« Canadian, Lim ite d . M m lr m L

ISO
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ft 
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Give MeYbur Measure and I'll Prove
in the First 7 Days 

You Can Have a Body lik e  Mine!
No other Physical In
structor in the World 
has ever DARED make 

such an offer!

I’ L l ,  g iv e  y nu  P I t n n F  ii 
tu rn  ynu.  ton, in to  a in.m 
Jus t think  o f  i t ! R ight ii

: :iy g u id a n c e  j m i  will - e r  ;i: 
r: iri it ! T h r u  as  m y  w n -k l j  
v o u r  l i cinr  vimi c o n t i n u e  t

i * ve -fhaul"
o t i l l is

that urn w ill |.<•

..nr h.fit.-

i 7 f lays that I  c a n  
o f  might  a nd  m u sc le ,  
the  litst w n k  u n d e r  

n*I t« « l t l ir it: :pi i’.\ e- 
iiist t  it*-thiii-. a r :  i w  in
I. I c  h l l i l ' I .  H  I • 1

I*H»ll<I t*> 
|ilr will

o f  heahl i  in v o ur  fax e. t he -tiai klii- ill
\olir ideal exes,  in u r In ..ad sla .ul-
de r s  and  they  will - v ek p  :ir x ii.m-
pany . \ o u  w It he th •• fi l l ,  .w Xx ho

tly I).-*
• ! A m i  it >1 
in to  an  “ A t l a s

W r i t r  v o u r  n a m e  
..-..I ad d r e ss  ca rc -  
, u!Iy mi tin- c o u p o n  

'•fl ow. I 'l l  M'llil 
x on  a h -o h i i c l y  f r e e  
a copy "l ‘ my n e w  
’ ■••ok. " / : :  r r h t s t . t i g  
// «• <i / f I :  <i n d
V»rii .;/ /i. " It re
v eals  th e  sec re ts  
that « hanged  me 
trorn a "T  |«'Hi m 1 
liat-clie-txd w e a k -  
1 i i :w! in to  a l iti-ky 
fe l lo w  w h o  w o n  the 
\\ oi h l ' s  M o s t  Pet t 
M a n "  against all eou.t 
how* I ca n  bu il d  you  
C h a m p i o n "  the -aim- w ay .

A r e  y ou  mule ;  w e  g h t .' 
p o u n d s  w h e re  they a i e  n< 
you tat in s p o t s '  I ’ ll show  
pare  d o w n  to l ight in g  d i m .

A n d  w ith  the  hie m u - ide s  a nd  p o w e r 
fu l e v e n ly -d e ve lo pe d  l - d v  t in t  1P.V 
m e th o d  so  «|uickly give s y o u .  I ’ ll also 
g iv e  you |hrough-and-1 hrougj l  healli i —  
health that d i n -  d o w n  in to  y m ir  -> - t e m  
a nd  b a n i -h e s  s uch  think's as c o n s t ip a 
tion.  p im ples ,  sk »  hl ot ches  a nd  the  
l .und red -a ii d -o nc  s im i la r  c o n d i t i o n s  that 
toIi \"ii  o f  the g o o d  t im es  a n d  the guutl 
th in gs  of  l i fe.

I’ve Got No Use 
At All for "Contraptions”
I h a v e n ’ t a n y  need  f o r  co n t r a p t io n s  

that m a y  strain \..ur heart and  o ther 
v ita l o rg a n s .  I d o n ' t  d o - e  v o n  or  eh c- 
t*>r y o u .  /*y«»i»:n*.'r«uijii»ff  is all 1 
need.  It 's  the natural,  tested m ethod  
l o r  d e v e l o p i n g  real n u n  iu - id r  a nd  out .  
It i l is tt ihutes  a d d ' d  po u n ds  o f  p o w e r 
ful  m u sc le s  o v e r  y .m r  I n d y ,  g e t '  rid o f  
su r p lu s  fat,  a nd  g iv e s  y o u  the  vita li ty,  
- i r c n g t h  a nd  p e p  that win  y .m the 
a dm ir at ion  o f  e v e ry  w o m an  and  tIt 
i « s p e d  o f  any  man.

(let m y  fr e e  In-ok. rr/ i j .f l - 
Ih'ilHh tnul Strrn-jtli" '

Mail m y  c o u p o n  today .  ( lam - 
hle a  st a m p to  pr o v e  1 ca n 
m a ke  Y (  >1 ’  a n e w  m a n !

This Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Given Away by

T h i s  v a l u a b l e  c u p .  m a d e  o f  s o l i d  
s t e r l i n g  s i h r r ,  s t a n d s  i i Ix m i I I t "  
h i g h  m i  a  l i l u e li  m i . h n g . i u y  lu ise.  

I w i l l  a w a r d  it i n  m y  p u p i l  
w h o  m a k e s  t h e  m o s t  i m p r o v e 

m e n t  o n  h i s  d e v e l o p m e n t  
\ w i t h i n  t h e  n e x t  :• m o n t h s .  
L T h e r e l o r e . n o  m : i l l e r  w l u i t  

j o u r  m e a s u r e m e n t s  m a y  
h e  n o w .  y o u  h a v e  m i  
rQu.il rh.»n • t•< * m  this cup 
for permanent possrssinn— and 
with Y O U R  name enoraved on 
it! Gel my free hook tiy mail-  

I no coupon below.

48-PAGE BOOK

F R E E
pu p i l -

[itii.il

It tells y o u  all alimit in.  - '»eei .d / 1 v 
7 Yi.vii' ii metli ' -d,  and  what it l a -  ■ !
m a k e  I ' ig-nin-i  ii d m en ■ at «.i" i<:i 
Speeinu ii-.  11 - h o w s  y o n .  f?utn 
p h o to - .  how  I ll.|\e i l e v e jo p  d ll 
t h e - a n i e  p. i H . Si x I ala t . d pi . .port i o n - * | 
m y  "W n pl i> -i .| :e .  W h a t  m . s y - i e n i  d id  tor 
m e  a nd  these b u n d l ' d -  o f  o t l i e t -  it ean do  
f o r  > oil t o. 1 )• ai l ki e p  o u  b e in g  o n ly  hal I 
o f  th e  m an y>m C\ \*  
lie I Kind out w hat 1 ca n  
thi f o r  \o*i. W h e r e  sha ll  
I - e n d  x ■ ■ l ;■ ci.px 

c r . ' i j ; ./: ;tk" * 1 ‘lit
a: <1 ad d r e ss  

•up in,  o r  a  
and  nia l it 
U A U L K S  

ATI AS. Dijit. 7TP. 115 
I-.a-t J . v d  Stre et ,  N e w  
York. N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77T
115 East 23rd S trut .  New York. N. Y.
I xx.mi tbo T>r*"f Unit ynur -x-t»-m *■( Dynamic-Tension 
will m.il.i* a N-xv M.oi nf me g j w  nix' a Iu m IMix. 
In: kx N ly .m l 1 ig |:i||.i lr  i|rxel<i|iin< III. S. n<| lue y*''r 
fin-  ......k. ' Lvvrl .i -l in, : llealtlt j i i  I StrcfiKtli.**

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK NOW! suit.1


