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D ives o r  ride*  on and under 
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cham ber. P ow erfu l d r iv in g  m otor. 
Natural sea co lo rs , re a list ic  look 
in g. lO i.V In . lon g . C om p lete  rig h t 
dow n to  sm all d e ta ils . A ll m etal 
enam el con stru ction .
Speedy. Pottpaii $ 1 .1 9
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the pennants. Or y o u r  ch u m ’ s f  O c  
nam e- Order sev era l. P ostp a id . J v
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G o  thru your catalog when it arrive*. Pick out a half dozen fun maker* and put them to work at your 
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find in tliifl catalog you can put on a surprise i>nrty that will amaze oven the wiliest guest! Be prej>ared— get 
you r copy o f  this big, now flaxhy and amazing catalog right away. Magazines and newspapers have praised 
this unusual catalog. Tid e  and New Yorker, "M ont unusual catalog ever seen." Coronet, "In  this industry 
Johnson Sm ith &  Co. is suprem e." Our 2 5 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  orders are your guarantee of service and satisfaction!
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YE S—b u t  It’ s th© m ost w on derfu l 

ca ta lo g  y o u ’ ve  e v e r  h eld  In y ou r  
ha n ds. Y o u ’ ll b o  am azed and am used 
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? Int
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o r  later, w e ’ ve  found , they  sc© 
so m eth in g  th ey  w ant—and w© g e t  
th e ir  ord er!

y o u 'l l  find p len ty  o f  I n te re s t in g  ar
t ic le s  y o u 'v e  never seen b e fore .
Many peop le  a ctua lly  spend days 
lo o k in g  at th is In teresting  book .
Why Do I Send 3c?

T o  a bsolu te ly  lim it  the num ber 
o f  cop ies  to  those m ost In terested ; 
to  help prevent m ore  than on© 
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L O T S  o f  J O B S  O P B N / N G  

Machine Shop Men ii;WHIG
’d e m a n d

Electrical Engineers, Diesel and Air-Conditioning Experts, 
Builders, Contractors and Automobile Mechanics, too, have 
good chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE  PROGRAM
Now is the time for every ambitious man to start in 
one) of the fields which are now opening up new jobs 
in industry. Get the facts needed from our world fa
mous technical cyclopedias. Use the jiffy index to find 
out what you need to know in a hurry. Shop foremen 
should welcome men who prepare themselves this 
way, and industry right now is on the lookout for 
skilled men who know how.

ELECTRICITY
This new seventeenth edition of 
applied electricity has over 3,000 
page*— hundreds o f illustrations.
Dynamos, motors, power stations, 
radio, television and many, many 
other subjects all covered. Total 
pries only *29.80. Sent s o  trial.

AUTOMOBILE 
ENGINEERING

6 Volumes
Whether you are a mechanic or helper, 
expert or apprentice, auto owner or 
driver, you will find great value in these 
auto books (19th edition) which tell you 
step by step how to  make difficult re
pairs. 2.500 pages. 2.000 illustrations. 
Marine engines, aviation motors. Diesel 
engines included. Total pries only $2446. 
Sent on trisL

MACHINE SHOP MEN
Learn to set up and run almost 
any kind of machine. M AKE  
MORE MONEY NOW, learning 
quickly HOW  T O  DO TH IN G S  
which usually take yeare of 

study and practice.

Needed
N O W !

T H E S E  8  B I G  B O O K S  give you a chance to qualify
for promotion in the mechanical field. Everybody knows that there 
is a shortage of skilled men right now and that there are likely to be 
more and more good jobs open. Here are 3,000 pages with nearly 
3,000illustrations which cover tool making, pattern making, foundry 
work, mechanical drawing, forging, machine shop practice and man
agement, and hundreds of other subjects. This set, "Modern Shop 
Practice." should be endorsed by manufacturers, superintendents 
and foremen everywhere, and we believe will give any mechanic who 
uses them an advantage over untrained men. With each set we will 
include a big binder o f  nearly 800 pages with 267 original shop 
tickets and 1,200 illustrations which show step by step how to set up 
and run almost any kind of a job. These are in addition to the 8 big 
books pictured above. Total pries only $34.80. Sent on trial.

Consulting Service Included
A  year’s consulting privileges with our engineers will now be given to 
each buyer of any act of these books without extra charge.

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING
9 Volumes

This new 1940 edition 
should make 11 easy for 
any carpenter to become 
aeon tractor. Invaluable 
to  builders. Roof fram
ing, steel square, archi
tectura l draw ing arid 
d e s ig n , e s t im a t in g , 
painting and decorat
ing. heating, building, 
con tracting , concrete 
forms, and many other subjects well covered. Total pries $29.89. 
fo n t on  trial.

AIR-CONDITIONING
6 Volumes

Over 2,000 pages, 800 illustrations, 
cover this new industry including 
heating, ventilating, insulating and 
similar subjects. Total pries $24.89. 
Sent ontrlsL

DIESEL ENGINEERING
6

Volumes
Over 2-.500 pages profusely illustrated 
make Diesel, the new power, eaay to 
understand Learn Diesel operation, con
struction and repairing this way. Total 
pries $24,89. Sonton trial.

ANY SET SHIPPED FREE!
fo r  Exam ination, ah  you need do to get a net o f "M od em  
Shop Practice" 8 volumes plus binder, "Applied Electricity" 10 
volumes. "Autom obile Engineering" 6 volumes, "Building, Esti
mating and Contracting”  9 volumes, "A ir Conditioning" 6 volumes, 
"D iesel Engineering" 6 volumes, for free examination is to  send In 
the coupon below. The books will be sent to you promptly. You pay 
the delivery charges only. Keep them for 10 days. If not satisfied 
send them back and you will owe us nothing. If satisfied, send only 
$2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month nntil the total price 
shown is paid. There is no further obligation.
American Technical Society, Publishers—  Home Study CoiiTtm 

Drexoi at 58th M m t. Chicago. «no4s Dept. X 149
r . . . . . .  .SEND THIS COUPON

A M ER ICA N  TE C H N IC A L  S O C IE TY , Dept. X 149
Droxol at 58th S treet, C hicago, Illinois

Send for 10 days free use the cyclopedia which I list here.

Pnt n»m e o f  set her#
I will pay the delivery charges only and If fully satisfied will 
send you $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the
total price of ...................................... is paid. If I return the
books in 10 days I will owe you nothing. You are to include 
a year's consulting privileges with your engineers without 
extra charge.

Name .

C ity ........................................................................State......................
P lee-e  attach a letter elating * v r ■ occupation  and name and addraaa o f  
em ployer and at leant one boalnesa man aa a re feren ce .
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HE mU/CKED- THEN A TIP GOT BILL A GOOD JO B !

I Trained These Men
Ctiltf Operator Brt*dea*tfOff

Station
Before I completed your lea- 

Son*. I obtain**! my Radio 
B roa d ca st Operator's licenae 
and Immediately joined Station 
WMPC whero I am now Chief 
Operator.

HOLLIS F. HAYES 
827Madl»on 8L 
Lapeer, Michigan

Stnrlea Manager for Four Store!
I  was working In a garage when 
I enrolled with N. X  I. I am 
now Radio service manager for
the M---------- Furniture Co. for
their four stores.

JAMES E RYAN 
146 Second St.
Fall River. Mass.

$15 a  Week Extra In Spare Tfcne
I  am doing spare time Radio 
work, and I am averaging from 
$700 to $850 a year. Those ex
tra dollars mean so much— the 
difference between Just barely 
getting by and living comfort
ably.

JOHN WA8HKO 
97 New Cranberry 
Hazleton. Penna.

$200 to $300 a Month In 
Own Business

For the last two yearn I have 
boon In business for myself mak
ing between $lV)0 and $300 a 
month. Business has steadily 
Increased. I have N. R. I. to 
thank for my start In this field. 

ARLIE J. FROEHNER 
300 W. Texas Are.
Goose Cfceefc. Tuxaa.

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
in  qour spare time fora

GOOD JOB IN RADIO i
H  you can't see a  future tn your present Job: 
foal you'll never make much more money, if 
you're In a seasonal field, aubject to lay 
offs. IT 'S  TIME NOW to Investigate Radio. 
Trained Radio Technicians make good mon
ey, and you don't have to give up your 
present Job or leave home to learn Radltx I 
train you at home nights In your spare time.

Why Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30, $40, $50 a Weak

Radio broadcasting stations employ opera
tors. technicians. Radio manufacturers em
ploy testers, inspectors, servicemen In good - 
pay Jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, employ 
installation and serviceman. Many Radio 
Technicians open their own Radio sales and 
repair businesses and make $30. $40, $50 a 
week. Others hold their regular jobs and 
make $5 to $10 a week fixing Radios in 
spar© time. Automobile, Police. Aviation, 
Commercial Radio; Loudspeaker Systems, 
Electronic Devices are other fields offering 
opportunities for which N. R. I. gives the 
required knowledge of Radio. Television 
promises to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learnini

The day you enroll, I start sending you Extra 
Money Job Sheets—start showing you how 
to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your 
Course I send plans and directions which 
have helped many make $5 to  $10 a week

4
J. E. SMITH, Prw l- 
dent Nation*! Radi* 
Institute Establish*!

extra In spare 
while loaming. I 
special Radio equip
ment to conduct ex
periment* and build 
circuits. This 50-50 
training method make* 
losmlna at lim e  in
teresting, fascinating, 
practical YOU ALSO 
G E T A M O DERN .
P R O F E S S IO N A L .
ALL-WAV®, A L L 
P U R P O S E  S E T  
S E R V I C I N G  I N -  I 
STRUMENT to help 25 year* 
you make money Ax
ing Radio* while learning and equip you foe 
full lime work after you graduate.
Find Out What Radi*. Television Otar Y*«l 
Act Today I Mall the ooupon for my S4 page 
book •Rich Reward* In Rad l a "  It point* 
out Radio's span time and full time oppor
tunities and those ooming In Television: 
toll* about my Course In Radio and Televi
sion; shows more than 100 letters from meo I  
havo trained, telling what they are doing and 
earning. Read my money back agreement. 
MAIL COUPON in an envelope or paste c o  
penny poatcard— NOW!

J. E. SMITH, proaldent 
Dept. IA09, National Radio iMtttnta 

Washington, 0 . C.

Mai/ this to get 6 4  page book FREE

Rewards in R ad la "

7 .  E . S m ith , P re s id e n t, D e p t. 1A O #
N a tion a l R a d io  In s titu te , W a sh in g to n , D . O.
Mall me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book "R ich  

(No f ‘ lf. r- ln  will calL Write plainly.)

AGE.

STATE..



By CHAKRA
Famous Mystic

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are 
true. Tne person who has a number of odd and mystifying stories at his fingertip 
will always be the center of attraction in any conversation.

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. It presents 
true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen
ticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!
Send in Coupon on Page 112

THE CAT ON YUKON HILL
T R A N G E  are the eyes of a cat," so 

goes the old saying—but perhaps the 
•trangest cat story ever reported is the one 
recently verified by a correspondent of this 
magazine.

In southern Alaska, some time ago, John 
Duncan, a gold miner, ran screaming into a 
saloon. He was bleeding badly. His face 
had been torn to ribbons, and his eyes were 
gouged— flesh was missing from  his cheeks. 
As he fell in death, he cried:

“ The cat on Yukon Hill.”
N o one seemed to know what he meant, 

but several friends investigated. From  an 
old Indian, they learned that one m oonlight 
night, a black object resembling a cat had 
been seen on an overhanging rock peering 
into a cave below. Its eyes reflected the 
glow  o f the m oon like beads of phosphorus.

But it was not until months later that 
some explanation was found. Then a story 
was learned that a prospector, 25 years pre
viously, had lived in that cave. His lone 
companion was a black cat.

One day, a friend had investigated when 
the old man had not been seen around, and 
as the friend had looked into the cave, he 
saw the cat eating the body o f the dead 
prospector. Horrified and angered, the 
friend shot the cat.

The old man’s partly consumed body was 
buried in the cave and the dead cat placed 
alongside o f him. It was never known 
whether the cat had killed the man, or was 
eating the body after death.

Thus, had John Duncan, years later, while 
venturing near that eerie cave, been at
tacked by a Feline Phantom which came 
back from the dead to resume its ghastly 
feast of 25 years back?

No living cat had ever been reported in 
that vicinity from that day until the day o f 
Johh Duncan’s strange death!

THE DRUGGED FLIGHT
A R CO TIC S are dangerous things. They 

sometimes release energy of the human 
brain which seems to carry an individual to 
a different realm of existence.

One of the strangest drug stories is told 
o f an explorer in South America who en
countered natives that had secret knowledge 
of the drug curari, which they used in vari
ous ways, even poisoning their arrows with 
one mixture which could cause instant death 
to a human foe or an animal.

One day a friendly native brought the ex
plorer a wild pigeon, knowing that the ex
plorer liked that kind of meat. The bird 
was still warm, having just been killed. E v
idently the native had wrung its neck.

The explorer prepared a pigeon stew for 
himself and enjoyed it. But he no sooner 
sat down to smoke his pipe, when a strange 
sensation came over him. He seemed to be 
in a different state of being and he lost all 
realization o f his own identity. He had a 
strange desire to fly.

He remembered distinctly leaving the 
ground and soaring above the trees. He 

(Continued on page 109)
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train for a better job in

fLECIRICnY
Pay Tuition
After G r a d u a t io n
ACTUa T WORK OH ACTUAt
ELECTRICAL MACHINEKT

12 W E E K S  
SHOP TR AIH IH C

F irs t  y o u  a re  to ld  a n d  s h o w n  w h a t t o  d o  
a n d  h o w  to  d o  It. T h e n  y o u  d o  It y o u rse lf.

G E T  M Y BIG 
F R E E  
B O O K

“MILLIONS FOR DEFENSE"...
Means Thousands of New Good-Pay Jobs!
Our tremendous defense program is 
now getting under way. W hat is more 
important to  this program than the 
giant force o f Electricity? Electricity 
is the mighty power that makes it 
possible to carry on the program our

fovernment and industry has ahead.
'his means thousands o f jobs for Elec

trically-trained men.

Get Ready Now for Your 
Place in Eleotricityl

Start training n o w — at m y school—  
where you can g e t  y o u r  tra in in g  
q u ick ly  w ith  a very  sm a ll o u tla y  
o f  m o n e y !

Get Training First . . .
Pay Tuition Later

G e t  y o u r  tra in in g  first . . . th en  
p ay  fo r  It In  12 m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts  
s ta r tin g  60 d ays a fte r  y o u r  reg u la r  
12 w eeks' tra in in g  p eriod .

Earn While Learning
If you need part-time work to help 
you through m y school, my em ploy
ment department will help you get it.

Learn by Doing
In m y Shops, you learn the quicker, 
easier way . . .  by  d o in g ! You work 
on real e le c tr ica l m a ch in ery , under 
guidance of expert instructors at every 
step. Coyne training is practical train
ing . . . and easy to grasp.

4  W eeks' Radio Course,
No Extra Tulticn Charge! 

After 12 weeks’ training in Electricity, 
you can take my 4 weeks’ Radiocourse 
a t  n o  extra  tu it io n  ch a rg e ! 
Graduate Employment Service 
M y lifetime free  e m p lo y m e n t  serv
ice  has helped hunarsds o f graduates 
locate important opportunities in the 
fascinating Electrical field. Find out 
n o w  h ow  t o  m ak e o n e  o f  th e s e  
opportunities y o u rs !

Get M y Story I
Coyne training i9 for any fellow who 
wants to get ahead . . . even th o u g h  
h e  m a y  h a v e  v e r y  l i t t l e  r e a d y  
m on ey . F ill In th e  c o u p o n  tod a y ,
for my big F R E E  Book, with facts 
and p ictu res  on  the grea t C oy n e  
Shops in Chicago.

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL Dept.* ] 5 $  CHICAGO

M A IL  T H E  C O U P O N  N O W -
H. C. LEW IS, President, CO YN E ELECTRICAL SCHOOL,
500 S. Paulina Street, D ept.l 1 -84 , Chicago, III.

I ’m really in earnest. I do want to get ahead. Send me your big free catalog I  
with full particulars about Coyne training and your plana to help a fellow, who | 
hasn't a lot o f money, to get ahead.

I
I

.J

Name. . 
Addreaa
C ity . . . State



A  Mooef-Makiug Opportunity
ybr Ala* o f Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

A n  In v e n t io n  Ex p e c t e d  t o  R e p l a c b  

I A  M u l t i-M i i i i o n -D o l l a r  In d u s t r y

Costly W ork  Formerly 
•‘Sent Out*’ by Business Men 
N ow Done by Themselves 

at a  Fraction o f  the Expense
TOtfe fan cal! for men everywhere to handle 
< * c1uaIvc e fte o c jr  f o r  o n e  o f  t h e  m o a t  
U n h tu e  b u a in e**  in v e o o o u *  o f  t h e  d a y .

f o r t y  ytcsu  eg o  «br bom* A qi b o « y  brenocw » #  tupreae—«od*r 
niaiort «* (io c t . Twenty yean ago roc phonograph industry tan into 
•Wttoy Bullions— today pioctkaUy a relic. O n ly a comparatively few 
fowsiglwed men taw  (he fortune* ahead in fa r  automobile and the 
radio. x « t  .irresistible wave* o f  public buying »wcpt these men to 
fortune, and *en« (be buggy and (he phonograph into (be discard So 
arc great succcs*cr made b y  men abk  to detect (h cabift in public favur 
from  OOC industry t o  another,

i wind; u 1Ukx»  of dotUu «b«wc luT**n

A ft duoAS ip of wkaj is ordinarily1 Faidi u «k* mamd
wa1u*Wc i«»cuooo «P 40# e«u*rkab*c butiuca*.

Mar »aa4w d a w  ir ratio* gfset Aa Old rsoblulw! iedway—w imqrrl
ditifl ua^wuot out ofibe omwpi —k- W K i miUroot g* doUacs chore iiouxir
<»o7 fcM—u Vo 4xxuaacL<j( o m i-Uk̂  sapUsed W

mho «icoi omt 4k eight* to dm — „------- -- ---------- —
not show «r{u4> w (U k  mom am aUxw vobwre <rf igr 4 k

EARNINGS
One mac fa California earned over $1,600 per month for three 
numtiiv—clow to $5,000 in 90 dry*' time. Another write* 
from Delaware— "Since I have been operating (just « little 
ksr than a month o f actual telling) and not the full day at 
that, because I have been getting organiaed and had to *pend 
at least half the day in the office, counting what I have *old 
outright and oc trial, I hart made just a little in excess of oce 
thousand dollars profit for one month." A man working small 
c ity  in N. y . State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man 
« c o  over $300 fa lea* than a week-* time. Space doe* not per- 
c u ' mentioning here more chan these few random cases. How
ever, they ate sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future 
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for che 
right land of mas. One man with us has already made over 
* thousand sales o s  winds his earnings ran from $5 to S53 
per sale and mote. A great deal o f this business was repeat 
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before 
coming with us. That it the kind o f opportunity this business 
offers. The fact chat chit business has attracted to it such 
business men aa former banker*, executives o f businesses—  
men who demand only the highest type o f opportunity and 
income— gives a fairly good picture o f the kind o f business this 
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for 
che right field in which to make his start and dcvclophis future.

Nos «  “ Cadges"- 
hoS 4 “ tM ek-KM setr-

toss m m  m w  tou ts**fu *y toy toststo 
fk§*S flC liff/ OS IMF 0$ StoOSOSSSd

t 0Sm i*jU-dni$kto*nQ*d*y  oo tommy oxmdos
b 4*  iovokwr hoy** oo jft* oo me K**ix*. tom 
rfrfy tgre (o o  Stop I

-----uuJ J  the CXMBKC d  t a p s '
ler̂ l OSO* by <Qrpty|a^fgy
i rtkt! d  peu t M ---------

a sS S S L . - .............. „
umJLxs  tut) rtuubcabduU roc wcfewK bulb wii^fe 
tv  offer ioMcr* d * $ u  Isnp. Nor 4o rov haw w •<M 
sU  tsac feaw w mss * c  ife* * w  oaw lar fcc« « <w( 
mgjmsm  hlu mil W langur. Tic aa* M *a *«i daw— 
she uxor* U l*a**lr baa* »faa n*U *c ihar wry 
aan& f—f/si * c  itmssahs f  of **»ws» «fe i 
(a ste f dotaij

Some of she Sovinge
You Can Show

fm mh bw> *• «** sv* pw few bkow **• wmww
a lo w  r a  a Mta orjMuiawo Oiwia* Uai day laf------------r . / . . . . , a i a ------! _ _ ■
u *  *

f?f? I . __
An smiMBiifA - iulcr pus aw wjaeavwfw (IS, whau* 
■he rsprmt uwif taw bocs o»o  *t/W) A irpuiaaai
: f f  IfH f7rprnV tJ W  |C*>f| l/ 4WC <M(Wf

• L f w d i  w.xj f i / j / j  Aa4 m on Wc *W i 
Bffwiwy Km* ^  ^  Lar Ttac « «  |iu< « Um J

tfac nm y 1 *1 uses w  ^ ftr in r̂om m
vfsfs muk. Sfuskslly cvery fou U h*m«Mr»> *o4 *wjr 
serffoo of rfu couttoy m frraf>f(Mf4 by ( W  6d4 U\**utvliirli tisrr:frier aritdi duning enn-ineinr munr>.i»»ina“ WWT "'it "f *• , ' ....... .. 1 - ” iru e.w-mfiitoi whufi Laril 1B Ua Lulacu bun can fall in

fixiflrr Typical of 
th* Young, Crowing Industry

iotc chtf butttMM k oor like •dlin; •oroedut  ̂
od««« «c o «7 or «cp«r\iucu$ More. For
km****, wb«o you wke » f t  >0 order, cao be ywr 
«b*Kc. Ob fcl ,jOQ woreb <4 bwitoca*, your iLare cjlo be 
fJ J.07.QQ. TUc worr koar you $<* m your part erf every 
<JuW# word <rf Loukm yov <io is C7 cam—oe tco 

woreb f<>.70, oo a huoArod 4olW»' wortb K7.00
oeber vvociU two dur<U <rf every oci<T yem get a

you« .  Nor only ob <bc brat order—Uir os icycM i*4cn 
v- m 4 yov Lave cU oyporiutat/ erf wrarff  as eves larger

This Business Ha*
Noshing to Do With 

House to House Canvassing
Nor lo  you b * t  so koovr aoyttic^ above ti4 j nr tag—* 
^ L o f. W U ("  M «Mccca«ary 10 dac orddoary kxmc at 
die word Uhtm erf ba— imn^ away ae ckc rairr—M 
ao4 sryioM to bosut”  a «aj*, you euiix a dipubod. 
M ww i l l  <aiJ, Lean 4m f o il at ion whatever abc 
Am OM40MM aayi be will s u m —u  ow ruk, let cW 
* oacoaMT adi kmsdf d u t the tonnu u «j aod woriiof. 
7bia rfoca away arid* cfc« ekead (or penure oa tbe ca*> 
eoBMT—k  KUmysotM du hm iim f of trying to ect the 
snooty tdor« the (mstnmtr baa really ooovwced b d i  
W0%, Vo» Waaf̂ y cdJ whax you offer, showing proerf of 
tmxjtss lo A m emuma's panioJaa line of boaiom. 
TLco Lear* die lo*cwum without a dollar down. Ir 
MMU working st ones. Us slew  short tort, the taaull*. 
«ou abould aooaiJy raodoov caovcb caab okxxt so pay 
(or du dual, widsprohu short ths iomuoent coming la 
as 4m a«4M data, Too dua call badr, coilecx your taoocy. 
Nodiwg is so umvukL>| aa oar offer to let rcsuJca apeak 
(or thuioaulrca without nsk so cbacaaaoaerl While oebas 
(all 10 Art rrea a bearing, ocr mca arc making aales 
nuwUAilaao du hundred«. They have rtedved (lie atteo- 
<JoA o f tht I srg<»t drmi in (he country, «od sold (0 (be 
(Baiisaf Lsiiiuui by ebs ftnuAanda,

ffo Money Seed Be Risked
fa wring this boaiaem out. To* caa meaaeae the parti* 
Lfiuw sod 00c be oot a dollar. If ym wr f*  *
tomammj ttot u mt mmrtmto* a bcKOOS that a  jo t  
coming into io o*a 00 the upgrade, instead erf the 

l bmxseaa t hat o£a% the borer rdaof (ram 
, bat snerqidabie ciprtiar—a hen ana that 

r co every o&ee, store, or (acrary

majnrj bat doea not have any nrur cotang 1 
vr*£b as other orersaitiea 60-^thxt became yoa c o t rai 
cbe aaiea is exclusive tarricory b yocr own Kpmwi— 

sows m uar tndsatjmml gmUt tkm mmy mm mdm 
d» 0 md md nmrrtmtt a  0 smamth r ttmr if sach a >»■■■'—  
looks as if b is worth iovcscxgatiog. get m twmto math m 
<* 00m (or the righa aa year temtory don't dday— 
fcecaaic the dianres are that 1/  you do wait, *—>"«■ cfaa 
will have wruzca to as is the nxranajac—and if it o r a  
om (hat yoB were the better taaa—we’d both be tony . 
So (or ooovaoicacc, mat tie cmrfm hclsm—bul tend b ngjbt 
•way—or w»e d you *u L  Dot do a now. <lfc>

r. R ARMSTRONG. U r t
Dcpc4047A. Mobile. Ala.

[RUSH FOR EXCLUSIVE 
TERRITORY PROPOSITION I

I

I

I

r  r. ARM ST none. Pt« ,  D-PL 40(7 A. Mobile. AM. 
Wuhout oOlicmtioa to we. aead me lull uzlor- 
•aatioo 00 rour propoWboa.

Susei at

I
I
I

I #«» RF*--- 1--  - _ „ _ ,.____f_ |



Dm  Milan, lava
S la m  City, lavaFOR THE BEST IN MYSTERY

fount Ojua, fomfianiotL.

(Psd&jdtwsL Tyiaqa^imA,
•

THE PHANTOM  DETECTIVE 
THRILLING DETECTIVE 

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE 
G-MEN DETECTIVE 

EXCITIN G DETECTIVE 
THE MASKED DETECTIVE 

DETECTIVE NOVELS M A G A ZIN E  
POPULAR DETECTIVE 

THE GREEN  G H O ST  DETECTIVE 
•

On Sale at All Stands

☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆  
YO U R DAILY H O R O SC O P E  

IN

EUERVDflV
PSTROLOGV

NOW ON SALE I O C  AT ALL STANDS

☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆

(RsucuL Oju/l fompaniDfL 
W la q a iin s L

STRANGE
STORIES

NOW I O C  AT ALL STANDS

Okmulgee, O H*. 
Haxattaa, Pa.

Look 
Men!

Here’s a Partial List 
o f States, Cities and 
Institutions in which 
GRADUATES o f  
I. A. S. were placed in 
positions as Finger 

Print Experts!

Be A
Secret 
Men tide*tlen

S titt  af W ith .
State t l  Michigan 
S titt  ot Utah 
S titt  of Ohio 
Duluth. Ninn. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Pueblo, Colo.
Idaho Falft, Idaho 
Ogdon, Utah 
Lorain Co., Ohio 
St. Paul. Minn. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Lincoln. Nebr. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
Now Havon, Conn. 
Groat Fallt, Mont. 
Galvoaton, Texaa 
Pensacola, Fla. 
Stillwater. OUa.

Calgary. Alta., Can. 
Houston. Texas 
Waterloo. Iowa 
Victoria, B. C. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
Atlantic City. N. J . 
E. Laming, Mich. 
Globe, Arizona 
London. Ont.. Can. 
Henryetta, O Ua. 
Seattle. Wash. 
Ferndafe, Mieh. 
MeAlotter, OUa. 
Negaunee, Mich. 
Lawton. OUa.
Crown Point, Ind. 
Bay Otty, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Glondale. Calif. 
Hawaiian Islands 
Druiarigbt, OUa.

Miami. Florida 
Orlando. Florid* 
York. Pa.
El Pate. Toxin 
Everett. Wash. 
8eheneatady, N. Y .  
Alhambra. Calif. 
Llvingeton, Mont. 
Saginaw. Mich. 
Fort Oalllnt. Cola. 
Bedford, Ohio 
Hunt!nrton, W . Va. 
Salt Lake City. U . 
Taft. California 
Jamestown, N. Y .  
Phoonlxville, Pa. 
Rochester. N. Y . 
Madia, Pa.
Dayton. Obla 
Eaat Chicago, lad. 
Green Bay. Wla. 
Noeona. Taxas 
Noonah. Wla. 
K in gflsW , OUa. 
Contrail*. Wash. 
Bismarck. N. D. 
Bloomington, Ind. 
Cu yth o il Falla, 0 . 
Rack Island. IIL  
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Astarla. Oregon 
Pendleton, Ind.
8t. Joeeph, Mo. 
State of Illinois 
State of Iowa 
State of Idaho 
State of Colorado 
Lima, Ohio 
Selma. N. 0.

Want a Regular 
Monthly Salary?

Investigate this opportunity to  earn a regular m onthly salary 
and share in R ew ard s— the sam e opportun ity w hich appealed 
to those hundreds o f  Institute o f  Applied Scienc* Graduates 
now  holding positions in the partial list o f  States, Cities and 
Institutions snow n here. A nd one to fifteen I. A . S. Graduates 
are em ployed on  regular m onthly salaries by  each bureau 
listed. Be a F inger Print and Secret Service Operatori W rite 
for  Free details h ow  you  can  train at hom e in s p a n  time to 
enter this youn g, sw iftly-grow ing profession.

e n r r  The Confidential Reports Oper- 
V  A C m Bi  Mtor N o . 36 Made to M s  Chief t
Writa or send coupon for Pro* Report* and IHuatraWd Finger Print 
Book . . . the acme information requested by laadreda of I. A . 8 . 
graduates oow earning a monthly aUaryl

B In stitu te  o f A p p lie d  Sctenoe, D e p t .7 9 6 1
■ I f i o  Sannyalde A w e., C hicago, 111.
5 Gentlemen: — Without any obligation on my part whatever. Mod ■
■ mo the R«port« of Operator No. 88, alto yoar lllaetrated Free Book I
■ oo Finger Prints ind yoor Jow prices, and Eaay Terms Offer. |
■ Literalura will be sect only to persons stating their age.a a| Nmmt---------------- --------------- --------------— ------------- g
J  Addrtm ...... ....................................  ........... Affd---------- —



KNOW 
YOUR 
CAR

Yen Need 
th is  

B o o k

JUST 
OUT!

■ M J O t x n t o r  anil mechanic needs 
A DDELfl N EW  A U TO  QULDE. This Dock saves ttme, moDey and 

v. Highly endorsed. I t  presents the whole subject o f  auto me- 
lcs< I— Baslo principles, 2— Construction, i —Operation. 4—  

.8 — Repair. E ssay understood. Over 1500 pages— lMOUlus- 
i showing inside views o !  modern cars, trucks and buses 

with Instructions tor all servloe Jobs. Diesel Engtnes fully treated, 
$ M  fully Illustrated. To Set This Assistance for Your.. 11 Simply 
J R  m i tn and Man Coupon Today*
3 F COMPLETE _0 J ^ Y J O N L Y ^ I. A

A U D E L  *  C O ,  4 0  W E S T  2 3 rd  S T R E E T , N E W  Y O R K
AIJDELS NEW AUTOBOUILECU1QB ft« ) for 

to koop lt, I vrfUsorvdyoa $1 within 7 cIkttij then remit Jl month - 
» o f  h  b  paid. Otherwise. I will return It to f o o  promptly.

pKFul^
k e v e r  

Musses!
The World’s Greatest Sleuth 
Tackles a Grim Mystery of 

Baffling Clttes

THE PHANTOM'S 
GREATEST GAMBLE

a

A Full Book-length Novel 
in the January Issue of

THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE

EVERY m n AT ALL 
MONTH1UCSTANDS

Oocapaboo

P A L The Federals in Action
60 days trial

i :

FALSE 
TEETH
AS LOW AS $7.95
Per Plato. Dental plates are 
made In oar own laboratory 
from your personal iraprea- 

rfoo. WORKMANSHIP and Material G U A R A N T E E D  or PURCHA9E 
PRICE R E F U N D E D . We take this risk on oar 60-Day Trial Offer.

Do Not Send Any Money and catalog o f  oar LOW PRICES.
DON'T PU T IT O FF — Write as today! Supervised B y A  Dentist. 
B R IG H TO N -TH O M A S  D EN TAL LABORATORY (INC.) 
D E P T . 413 # 2 1 7  S .  H A L S T E D  S T R E E T ,  C H IC A G O . IL L .

SONGWRITERS
Original songs and song poems wanted. NO C H A R G E  FOR 
M E LO D IE S , Monthly awards. Free Examination.

Hollyw o o d  recording  studios
D e v i BS. Bex 87. Prouaa Sta. LOS A N Q E L E 9

INVENTORS
Write CLARENCE A. 
Attorney, IA S  A d a m s

D o n ’ t d elay . P ro te ct  y o u r  
Idea w ith  a P a t e n t  G et F ree  
P aten t G uide. N o ch a rg e  fo r  
p r e l im in a r y  i n f o r m a t i o n .  

O ’B R IE N , R eg is te red  P aten t 
B u ild in g , W a sh in g to n , D . C

Learn 
to MOUNT BIRDS

I Tan SKINS, make up FURS
Be a Taxidenmat. Double vow  hunting fun. W e 

teach you at Home. K4oont Birds, Animal*, Fish,

E s s ^ s s f e s s
SSSs.TVFSr .ft FREE BOOK
Now Proa. 8*od post u n i. BttU roar AQC. 
NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 

t. 4171 Omaha, Nabraak.

IN

G-men DCTEaiue
NOW ON SALE I O C  EVERYWHERE



MAKE YOUR OWN 
RECORDS AT HOME

Now a new invention permit* you to rnako a professlonal-llke 
recording of your own singing, talking or instrument playing. Any 
one can quickly and easily make phonorraph records and play 
them back at onco. Record your voice or your friend*' volcei. If 
yon play an instrument, you can make a record and you and your 
friends cam hear it as often as you like. You can also rocord orches
tras of favorite radio programs right off the air and replay them 
whenever you wish.

F in d  Out I f  Y ou  H ave P r o f e s s i o n a l  Talent
The movies . . . radio . . . stage in both Broadway and Holly

wood aro evor seeking new talent.
Before spending money for an audition, make a “ home record”  

of your voice or instrument and mail it to a reliable agency . . . you 
might be one of the lucky enes to find fame and success thru this 
easy method o f bringing your talents before the proper authorities.

IT 'S  LO T S O F FU N , T O O !
You'll get a real thrill out of home recording. Surprise your 

friends by letting them hear your voloe as though it were broad
cast. Record a snappy talking feature. Record jokes and you will 
become the life ot the party. Great to help train your voice and to 
cultivate Speech . . . nothing to practico . . . you start reeording at 
once. No other mechanical or electrical devices needed. Everything 
neceasary included. Nothing else to buy. Just sing, speak or play 
and HOME RECORJX) unit which oporatos on any electric or old 
lype phonograph will do the recording on special blank rocords we 
furnish. You can immediately play the record back as often a* you 
wish. Make ydur home movie a talking picture with BOMB RE- 
fORDO. Simply make the record while filming and play hack 
while showing the picture.

TVttWK of i t / I  Jusr 
This RECO*t>Wf7&7*tf Mtw Hone RtCofwor

Vcs. B o b .
IT SURE SOUNDS
Like you*  voice/

O P E R A T E S  ON 
Y O U R  A C OR DO 

E L E C T R IC  
P H O N O G R A P H S  

RECORD 
P L A Y E R S  

R A D IO P H O N E  
C O M B IN A TIO N S  

Old t r  New Typ« 

P H O N O G R A P H S  
and P O R TA B L E S

8 E N D  N O  M O N E Y ! H U R R Y  C O U P O N !
Everything Is Included. Nothing else to buy and nothing else to 

pay. You get complete HOME RECORDING UNIT which includes 
special recording needlo, playing needles, 6 two-sided unbreakable 
rocords (equivalent to 12 records). Also included guide attachment 
combination recording playback unit suitable for recording a aklt 
voice, instrument or radio broadcast. Additional 2-sided blank 
records cost only $.75 per dozen.

COMPLETE OUTFIT
IN C L U D IN G  S IX  
RECO R DS. O N L Y .

T W O -S I D E D  B L A N K $2 - 9 8

GET READY NOW
FOR 1941 EXAMINATIONS

STAR T
$1260 to $2100 Year

Railway Postal Clerks
Railw ay Postal Clerk* get $1,900 the first year n p k r .  

bein& paid on the first and fifteenth o f  each month. ($79,17 
each pay day.) Their pay 1* autom atically Increased yearly 
to $2,450. A dvance may be had to C hief Clark at $2,700 a 
year. ($112.60 each p ay  d ay .) A g e  18 to  85.

3 Days On -- -  3 Days Off —  Full Pay
Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually w ork  8 days 

and have 3 days o ff duty o r  in the same proportion . Dur
in g  this o ff duty their pay continues ju st  as though they 
were w orking. They travel on a pass when on  business. 
W hen they grow  old, they are retired with a pension.

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks
Clerks and C arriers now  get $1,700 the first year on 

regular and autom atically increase $100 a  year to  $2,100 
and $2,800. A g e  18 to  48.GOVERNMENT 

CLERF Ass’t Statistical Clerk
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THE CYCLOPS'  EYE
A Complete Colonel Crum  Novelet

By JOHN H. KNOX
Author of “ The Ripper Creeps “ Wake Not the Dead,” etc.

CHAPTER I

Whom the Gods Would Destroy

INSIDE the big hotel there was 
gaiety. The banquet in honor of 
the famous party of mountain 

climbers was over and the regular 
Fourth of July dance was in full swing. 
But on the terrace, where the strains 
of La Paloma floated muted and 
dreamy, another world existed, a world 
of savage enchantment—the magic of 
an Arizona night.

The girl in the green gown stood 
rapt. Her glance, skimming the hud
dled lights of Eltonville, lingered 
where vast black battlements lifted a 
shadowy screen against the stars. 
When she spoke to the gangling, big
shouldered youth beside her, her voice

came like the unnatural whisper 
through a medium’s trumpet.

“ No, Mr. Maple, I’m not joking,” she 
said. “ I tell you there will be a death 
within the next twenty-four hours—at 
the latest.”

The big youth shifted his weight. 
The outline of a gun showed briefly 
under his tuxedo.

“ I wish,” he said in a soft drawl, 
“ that you wouldn’t call me Mister Ma
ple, Del— I mean Miss Byers. And 
who in heck is going to die?”

“ One of the climbing party,” the 
girl said softly. “Jared Ritter, his wife, 
Peter Barnaby, Elmer Culp— one of 
them.”

“ Heck, Miss Delia!” Deputy Andy 
Maple laughed. “Three months ago, 
when that party first climbed the Cy
clops, such talk fitted in. At that time
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1 6 THRILLING MYSTERY

people said the curse would get them 
sure. But the climbers went back East 
and nothing happened, and now they’re 
back—”

“ Now they’re back,” she repeated.
“ Huh?” Again the young deputy 

chuckled. “ You mean the curse drew 
them back? Nonsense! They came 
back because they accidently spoiled 
the photos they made last time, and 
now that Barnaby’s written an article 
about their climb, they’ve got to have 
new pictures to illustrate it.”

“ Accident?” The girl glanced quickly 
about the terrace, which seemed to be 
deserted. “ It wasn’t an accident those 
pictures were ruined. And it won’t be 
an accident when death comes. You 
watch those people, Mr. Maple. Jared 
Ritter’s already drunk, and he’s quar
relled with his wife and Barnaby. 
There’s going to be trouble—death. Go 
at once.”

The deputy made a feeble protest, 
but the girl was insistent. He crossed 
the terrace and went back inside.

The girl remained where she was, 
staring out over the desert.

A ND now a shadow near the base 
of a squatty potted cactus moved. 

It moved toward the girl so sound
lessly that it was standing beside her 
before she noticed and gave a startled 
gasp.

The figure was not at first glance re
assuring. A little man, less than five 
feet high, he had a trimly proportioned 
body, a poised carriage that suggested 
a cat-like coordination of trained mus
cles. He was dressed in immaculate 
evening clothes that even in the semi
darkness hinted of the most expensive 
tailoring. But it was his face on which 
the girl’s eyes lingered. Longish, 
aquiline, there was such a sharpness in 
the bird-like eyes, such perfect suavity 
in the thinly smiling lips, that it was 
almost sinister.

“ Who— who are you?” Delia Byers 
stammered.

“ I think you know,” a cultivated 
voice replied.

“ Well, yes.” The girl laughed nerv
ously. “ At least I can guess. You’re 
the scientific trailer-detective, Colonel 
Fabian Crum. I heard that your 
trailer-laboratory arrived today. But

I never guessed that you were here to 
do some snooping.”

Crum’s gentle laugh reproved her.
“ I didn’t mean to eavesdrop just now. 

My size, you see, and the cactus there— 
anyhow, I couldn’t keep from hearing. 
It made me wonder why you hadn’t 
come to me with your startling pre
diction.”

An evasive shadow flitted across the 
girl’s face.

“ They told me you were here for a 
rest. And of course you think my pre
monitions are silly. You don’t believe 
in such things.”

“ But, my dear young lady, I do. 
Evil may outlive its human embodi
ment, and demons are but the thought- 
shells of evil men. As for mountain- 
demons, they have a long and interest
ing lineage.”

He paused. The two looked out 
through the shimmering air. Beyond 
the small resort town, moonlight lay 
white on the sands, and up from this 
pale sea, dark shadows began to mount, 
climbing in black tiers against the me
tallic sky until they had reared the 
massive torso of a brooding colossus, 
complete even to the single dully 
gleaming eye in its bullet head. This 
last effect, caused by moonrays strik
ing an exposed face of quartz, had 
given the sombre rock its name—the 
Cyclops.

“ The Indians,” the girl mused, “ had 
another name for it.”

“Yes,” Crum said, “ Cabraken. But 
he was simply an Indian equivalent of 
the Cyclops. All myths are related. I 
once investigated the Black Monk of 
the Harz Mountains as well as the 
haunted lake of Mount Carrigon in 
France— ”

The girl looked at him sharply.
“ You’re only pretending to believe 

in such things!” she said. “ You’re 
teasing me.”

“ No,” he answered, “ I believe—in 
evil influences. It’s you, Miss Byers 
who’ve been pretending. That’s why 
you interest me. You wished to warn 
this young deputy of something, yet 
you wished to conceal the true source 
of your information. Am I not right in 
that assumption?”

The girl’s eyes narrowed with real 
alarm. “ If you’re clairvoyant,” she
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said, “ then you tell me— ”
“Simple reasoning will tell me some

thing,” Crum said. “ What interests 
women much more than legends? 
Why, love triangles. You meant to 
warn the deputy that Bamaby and 
Ritter will have trouble over the lat
ter’s wife, who certainly seems to be 
carrying on a flirtation with him.” 

“ Well,” said the girl, “what of it?” 
“ Oh,” said Crum gently, “ but that’s 

not all. You spoke of photographs 
taken on the party’s previous trip here 
and deliberately destroyed.”

“ Oh,” she faltered, “but I merely 
suggested that the curse— ”

“ Yes,” Crum interrupted, “you sug
gested the curse as a blind. Look 
here, Miss Byers, you’re an intelligent 
girl. Your father is a retired archeolo
gist who bought an interest in this 
place two years ago. The man who 
sold out his interest, Vince Elton, 
claimed that a curse drove him away. 
So you’ve been thoroughly familiar 
with the legends all along. Why didn’t 
you give the young deputy this warn
ing when the party was here three 
months ago, instead of waiting until 
their return?”

The girl started to stammer a re
ply, but Crum silenced her.

“ Wait, I’ll tell you. You must have 
noticed the affair between Ritter’s wife 
and Barnaby before—they don’t seem 
to try to conceal it. And the idea no 
doubt occurred to your ingenious mind 
that this mountain-climbing business 
would be an excellent way for a faith
less wife and her lover to get rid of the 
husband—accidently— some slight de
fect in climbing equipment, perhaps. 
But nothing happened when they were 
here the last time. So why didn’t you 
rid yourself of that idea?”

“ Well,” the girl said defiantly, “ why 
didn’t I?”

“ Obviously,” said Colonel Crum, 
“because you learned something else 
since then, something which leads you 
to believe that Barnaby deliberately 
destroyed those pictures in order to 
get Ritter back here for a second try at 
murder!”

The last words had come in clipped 
syllables that rattled sharply in the 
girl’s ears. She gave a little gasp of 
alarm and turned as if to escape those

probing eyes. But just then feet 
scraped on the terrace and Deputy 
Andy Maple reappeared. With obvious 
relief, the girl made quick introduc
tions. Andy Maple grinned all over 
his good-humored face as he took 
Crum’s hand.

“ Say, this is a break for us,” he ex
claimed. “ I heard you were here, 
Colonel, but my boss, Sheriff Sylvian 
Chipley back in Oceola City, said you 
were here for a rest and to leave you 
alone. But, gosh, I ’m proud— ”

“ You’ve been watching those climb
ers?” Crum cut him short.

“ Sure, but that’s just a crazy idea of 
Del— I mean Miss Byers. Ritter’s off 
somewhere drunk, and his wife and 
Barnaby are looking— ”

He stopped. Below them in the 
street, a reeling figure had come into 
sight, careening along the line of 
parked cars. Almost at once two other 
figures appeared, coming after him—a 
man and a woman.

“ Jared!” the woman called. “ Where 
are you going?”

THE drunk whirled on her with a 
curse.

“ Where’s my car? What have you 
done with it?”

The woman, a voluptuous looking 
creature in a gown of daring cut, came 
closer, but the stocky man with her 
stood back.

“Why, Jared, you know the car’s at 
the cottage where we left it. But don’t 
try to drive— ”

“ Go to the devil!” Jared Ritter 
roared. “And you too, Barnaby. I ’m 
leaving. To blazes with the damned 
pictures. Give me my keys!”

He lunged at the woman threaten
ingly, and she stepped back.

“All right, they’re in my purse— ” 
She went back into the hotel, accom

panied by Barnaby, but returned alone 
about five minutes later and flung the 
keys down from the terrace to her hus
band. He picked them up and went 
lurching off, while the woman turned 
to the watching group with a cynical 
laugh.

“ You must think I ’m a fool,” she said 
in a half whisper. “ But the ignition 
key isn’t on that ring I gave him. By 
the time he spends a half hour trying
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to fit the trunk key into the ignition 
lock, he’ll be sobered up a bit or will 
have passed out.”

She turned and swept back to the 
dance floor. Presently the others fol
lowed. Young Maple claimed the next 
dance with Delia, but afterward Crum 
claimed her and they stepped back on
to the terrace again.

“ You don’t intend to tell me the rest 
of it?” Crum asked.

The girl didn’t answer at once. Both 
gazed at the towering bulk of the Cy
clops. Suddenly the baleful eye seemed 
to wink.

“ Night birds passing across it,” the 
girl said huskily. “ No, I ’ve told you 
all I know. Why are you so inter
ested?”

“ I am peculiarly sensitive to the at
mosphere of places,” Crum said. “ And 
from the moment I arrived, I felt some 
buried evil festering here. Suppose we 
take a stroll, over toward the cottage 
where Ritter’s car is parked.”

It was a walk of only three blocks. 
As they approached the cottage they 
saw the long, sleek car parked in the 
driveway. Nearer, they noticed a 
man’s legs hanging out from the door 
on the driver’s side.

“ Gypsy Ritter was right,” Delia 
whispered. “ He’s passed out.”

Crum didn’t answer. He stepped up 
and laid a hand on Ritter’s body. The 
man lay inert. His shoulders seemed 
to be wedged under the steering wheel. 
Crum leaned in—

Even before there was any warning 
sound, Crum’s preternaturally sharp 
olfactory sense caught the smell. Then 
the dry, buzzing rattle began—

Cat-like, the little man leaped back. 
Five feet of scaly lightning that lashed 
out of the shadows struck his wrist and 
landed with a fat, slapping sound on 
the curb. Instantly Crum’s foot was 
on the reptile’s pitted head, crunching 
down as the rattler wrapped writhing 
coils around his ankle. Presently he 
kicked it off.

“ I don’t advise anybody else to try 
that with a diamond-back,” he said 
easily. “ My size allows me to be some
what quicker.”

The girl hadn’t screamed. Crum felt 
proud of her. She helped him pull Rit
ter out and stretch him on the grass

turf. Crum made her turn away as he 
struck a match and bent over the
corpse. ,

It was a sickening sight. It wasn t 
so much the blackened, bloated mass 
that the face had become as the 
thought of how it had got that way 
the thought of the drunken man open
ing the door, lurching in, wedging him
self under the wheel, writhing there 
while the snake struck again and again, 
burying hypodermic fangs in face and 
throat.

The match burned out. Suddenly the 
girl stiffened with a cry.

Crum whirled, caught her arm. “ You 
shouldn’t have looked!”

“ But I didn’t,” she choked out. 
“ Not at him, I mean. It was there!” 
She pointed toward the corner of the 
house. “ Maybe I imagined it, but it 
was awful. It looked like a small rep
lica of the Cyclops itself! A great 
bunch of shapeless shadow, crouching 
there, watching us! It had one single, 
shining eye!”

CHAPTER II 
Demon from the Past?

CRUM quieted the girl, suggested a 
drink, sent her off to the hotel to 

notify young Maple and a doctor, and 
asked her to drop by his trailer and tell 
his assistant, Aga Aslan, to come at 
once.

After she had gone, he stood a mo
ment, his sensitive nerves quivering to 
some indefinable aura in the silence, 
then turned and took stock of the sit
uation.

The coupe was parked close to the 
curb. If the door had been left hang
ing open, the snake might have crawled 
into the car. Such things happen, as 
people who live in rattler-infested 
country know. On the other hand, 
since the glass in both doors was 
rolled up, there was a possibility of 
fingerprints— if someone had put the 
snake in. Ritter’s own prints would 
be on the driver’s side. He struck a 
match and looked at the other door
handle obliquely. It shone clean as a 
mirror. It had been wiped!
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Encouraged in his suspicions, he 
waited for the young deputy and the 
hotel doctor to arrive. They came pres
ently, followed by the three remaining 
members of the climbing party. Gypsy 
Ritter, her face haggard under its 
enamel of make-up, took one look at 
her husband’s body and turned away 
with a choked cry to lean on Peter 
Barnaby’s arm. Barnaby, a massive, 
stolid man with a rock-like face, seemed 
entirely unmoved.

It was Elmer Culp, the youngest of 
the group, who seemed most shaken. 
His boyish face looked positively green 
as he glanced at Ritter, then turned 
with a sick expression and leaned gag
ging against a tree.

D R. BRISTO L took one look at the 
dead man. The big rattler had 

struck him once in the jugular and 
twice in the face, and you can’t put a 
tourniquet on a man’s neck.

They picked Ritter up and carried 
him into the house. Gypsy Ritter fol
lowed, but she had already ceased to 
sob. Peter Barnaby stood aside, cold 
and detached, eyeing Crum with a wary 
glance.

“ W ell,” said the little detective 
blandly, “ accidents are to be expected 
in a mountain climber’s life, I suppose. 
And now you won’t be able to get those 
pictures, eh?”

“ W hy not?” Barnaby asked. “ We 
can get them without Ritter. We 
didn’t intend to make the whole climb 
again anyhow. W e’ll just go high 
enough to get a few shots of some dan
gerous climbing, and one shot on a 
ridge against the sky to represent the 
top. It won’t take long.”

“ Very sad for Mrs. Ritter,” Crum 
murmured gently.

"You think so?” Barnaby growled. 
“ I don’t. And if you’re getting ready 
to ask where I was previous to Ritter’s 
death, I ’ll tell you. I went for a walk 
—alone. But I didn’t put the snake in 
Jared’s car, and”—he pounced forward 
and caught the little detective’s arm in 
a vise-like grip— “ if you get any funny 
ideas and start worrying Gypsy with 
your suspicions, I ’ll— ”

He didn’t finish the threat, for the 
next instant he felt himself spun 
around as if the tail of a tornado had

caught him, and then something with 
the power of a locomotive’s piston 
slammed him flat against the grass turf.

“ Hey, what the hell— ”
He started up angrily. But the big 

figure that loomed over him was a good 
two inches taller than his own six feet 
and he added quickly, “ I wasn’t hurting 
him.”

“ Luckily,” Aga Aslan said quietly, 
“ or I should have given you more than 
a tap. Now perhaps you have business 
elsewhere.”

Apparently Barnaby did. He left 
just as Andy Maple came running from 
the house. Maple stopped short, star
ing at the burly young Asiatic who 
acted as Crum’s chauffeur, bodyguard 
and technical assistant.

“ I started,” he said, “ to ask if you 
needed any help, but I see—”

“ Yes,” Crum smiled, “ Aga is usually 
quite adequate.” He made a quick in
troduction. “ And now, Aga, since there 
appear to be no fingerprints, we’ll turn 
our attention to the snake. I want you 
to take it to the laboratory and give it 
a post-morten. I ’m curious about its 
insides.”

Aga, the silent, merely nodded. He 
had followed the little detective 
through too many adventures on re
mote continents to be surprised at any 
order. But Andy Maple was frankly 
appalled.

“ Autopsy a snake?” he gulped. “ Say, 
you ain’t taking that curse stuff seri
ously, you won’t think it ain’t a natural 
snake?”

“ W e’ll see.” Crum laughed, as Aga 
picked up the snake and went off. “ But 
don’t laugh at curses, young man. A 
curse is a malignancy that science itself 
is not yet able to measure. Now I want 
to learn more about this place and its 
cursed mountain. I suppose Ennis Mc
Cann and Clemon Byers, the owners, 
would be the men to talk to.”

He found the two owners worriedly 
conferring at one end of the cocktail 
lounge in the hotel. Despite their ef
forts not to disturb the dance, news of 
the tragedy had leaked out and put a 
damper on the festivities. Many guests 
were leaving, others were clustered 
about talking in whispers. They eyed 
Crum with ominous glances as he saun
tered in.
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“ Hello, Colonel,” McCann greeted. 
He was a big, florid man with thinning 
reddish hair, a clipped mustache and 
the expansive manner of a promoter. 
“ Hope this accident hasn’t upset your 
plans for a rest.”

Crum’s eyes travelled from McCann 
to his partner, Byers, the retired arche
ologist. Byers was his partner’s oppo
site. Thin, stooped, taciturn, he had 
the peering, pinched face of a flesh-eat
ing bird. How he could be the father 
of the beauteous Delia was something 
that had puzzled others before Crum, 
who now said suavely in reply to Mc
Cann’s remark:

“The word ‘accident’, gentlemen, 
lends itself to many interpretations.” 

“ Eh?” McCann gave a start, his tone 
dropping to a whisper. “ Say, you 
haven’t fallen for this gossip about 
Bamaby aad Ritter’s wife?”

“ I’ve heard it, of course,” Crum an
swered, “but that wasn’t what I meant. 
As you probably know, it is the mys
tery with a touch of the psychic that 
interests me. And frankly, even before 
Ritter’s death, I sensed something of 
the sort here, an aura, shall I say, of 
something old and evil, some influence 
buried and hidden and terrible.”

HE paused, noting that Clemon 
Byers’ face had tightened with a 

curious intentness and that McCann’s 
cheeks had blanched slightly.

“ Gad!” McCann said, turning to his 
partner, “ I thought this man was a 
scientist and here he is talking just like 
old Vince Elton.”

“ Vince Elton,” said Crum, “ is a man 
who interests me. He seems to be so 
much a part of the legend of this place. 
I understand that he filed on this land, 
prospected it, and later got you to in
vest your money in a resort here. But 
it’s said that two years ago he sold out 
and left in a panic because of the curse 
that seems to hang about the Cyclops.” 

McCann heard him to the end, then 
broke into a laugh.

“ Gad!” he said to Byers. “ Imagine 
that little one-armed devil being driven 
off by a curse! But we fell for it all 
the same, eh, Clemon?”

“ Then you mean it wasn’t the curse?” 
Crum asked.

“ That was his story,” McCann

chuckled. “ But listen. It happened 
two years ago, at a Fourth of July cel
ebration just like this one tonight. 
Vince came into my office, half drunk, 
and pretending to be scared to death. 
He said he had to leave ; the curse had 
caught up with him at last; he was 
ready to sell out for a fraction of what 
his interest was worth. Well, frankly, 
I didn’t like it. I’d sunk all my money 
here, and things weren’t going any too 
good. I told him he could go to hell. 
I ’d give him a hundred thousand dol
lars and not a cent more.

‘ ‘Well, I thought that would settle it. 
A hundred thousand! It was an insult, 
considering what we’d spent. But 
damn my soul if he didn’t take it up. 
‘You get me that hue red thousand in 
cash before dawn,’ he iold me, and get 
me out of here in a fast car to Tucson, 
and I’ll sign the deeds.’

“ Well, I was floored. He couldn’t 
drive a car, you see, because he just had 
one arm, and his wanting to get away 
so fast somehow sold me on the idea 
that something really was after him. 
But I didn’t have the money to buy 
him out. And that’s where Clemon, 
here, came in.”

He turned and glanced at the old 
archeologist. “ Clemon was staying 
here at the time, pottering about with 
Indian relics, and well, I just happened 
to tell him about Vince’s ' offer. He 
surprised me by saying that he had his 
life’s savings in good bonds in a bank 
vault in Oceola City and that if we 
could convert them into cash, he’d buy 
Vince Elton out. Well, we managed 
to do it, waking up bankers and law
yers and getting the deeds all signed 
that night. Then I drove Vince to Tuc
son myself and put him on a train, and 
it wasn’t until next day that the news 
broke and we were wised up to what 
that little scoundrel had up his sleeve.”

“ And what was that?” Crum asked.
“ Oh, nothing,” McCann said, “ except 

that an old Mexican family in Phoenix 
filed suit for this tract of land. Their 
claim was based on an old Spanish land 
grant that knocked hell out of Vince’s 
original title to the land. And they 
didn t want a reasonable settlement. 
They meant to blackmail me into giv
ing them an interest that would have 
ruined me. So now you see why Vince
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was in such a hurry to sell out and get
away.”

“ But you didn’t lose the place,” Crum 
said.

“ Oh, no,” McCann answered, “ and 
that was due to Clemon Byers again. 
The thing looked hopeless to me, and 
I ’d have given up. But Clemon, being 
an archeologist, was a shark on early 
Western history. He started studying 
the case and damned if he didn’t find a 
detail that knocked their case all to 
smithereens. W e got off for a measly 
five thousand, which was peanuts.”

HE finished with an appreciative 
glance at Byers, but the old 

archeologist merely looked glumly 
away.

“ You don’t,” Crum said, “ appear to 
find that victory amusing.”

Byers stared at him a moment out of 
his wrinkle-edged eyes.

“ Frankly, no,” he said. “ Vince Elton 
was known as a hard, mean, revenge
ful man. I ’ve often wondered how he 
felt later, after he’d sold out for a song 
and the place wasn’t lost after all. I’ve 
wondered how he felt toward me.” 

“ Well, by Gad, he never came back!” 
McCann blustered.

Byers started. “ No,” he said, “ no, 
not yet. Well, I ’m off to bed. Good 
night, gentlemen.”

He moved away with his soft, cat
like pace, and McCann glanced at his 
watch. “ Well, I must drop by my of
fice, if you’ll excuse, me—”

“ If you don’t mind,” Crum sug
gested, “ I ’ll go with you. I ’d like to 
ask you one more question— privately.” 

McCann agreed and Crum followed 
him to the elevator. They got off on 
the mezzanine and walked to McCann’s 
office. The latter inserted his key, 
pushed the door open, and then paused, 
staring at an envelope that lay just in
side the door. He snatched it up 
quickly, but not before Crum’s sharp 
eyes saw the name, Ennis McCann 
printed crudely on the envelope.

“ Have a seat,”  McCann rumbled, 
turning away as he ripped the letter 
open and snapped on his desk light. 
He glanced at the contents, flung the 
wadded envelope into the wastebasket. 
The message itself he pocketed, then 
turned, trying with a ghastly smile to

conceal the sick pallor of his face.
“These guests and their complaints 1” 

he muttered, trying to cover up. “ Well, 
Colonel, you wanted to ask— ”

“ Just this,” Crum said. “ Did Clemon 
Byers really frame up that suit that 
drove Vince Elton to sell out and 
leave?”

McCann gave a start, blinked rap
idly.

“ Why, no, the idea had never 
occurred to me. I ’m certain Clemon 
couldn’t have done such a thing.”

“ That’s all,” Crum said. “ Thanks, 
and good night.”

He went out, strolled along the mez
zanine until he met a bell-boy and drew 
the lad aside.

“ I want the crumpled envelope that’s 
at the very top of the wastebasket in 
Mr. McCann’s office,” he said briskly. 
“The one with his name lettered on it. 
Mr. McCann is in danger and I’m work
ing for his protection. Get that en
velope somehow and bring it to my 
trailer.”

“ But I couldn’t, sir— ” The boy shook 
his head. He glanced down and saw 
the numeral “ twenty” on the folded 
bill in Crum’s hand. “ Well, sir, I might, 
Colonel— ” He went on his way a 
richer man.

Crum rode down to the ground floor, 
strolled out of the hotel and across a 
vacant lot to the trailer park. The long 
chromium plated trailer behind his big 
car was lighted and the door hung 
open. He stepped into the gleaming 
laboratory—one of the most compact 
in the world— where every manner of 
instrument used in modern crime de
tection was crowded into a tiny space, 
and saw Andy Maple staring with fas
cination at Aga Aslan who was busy 
with the bloody carcass of the snake.

“ Gosh, Colonel,” the young deputy 
gasped, turning, “ I’d heard about you, 
but I never dreamed you had an outfit 
like this. Say, if I was this kind of a 
detective, I ’ll bet Del— I mean Miss 
Byers— wouldn’t high-tone me like she 
does.”

CRUM chuckled and spoke to his 
assistant. “ Well, Aga, what did 

you find in the reptile’s stomach?” 
“ Raw beef,” said the Asiatic. “ Un

digested chunks of it.”
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“ Good,” Crum said. “ No snake in 
the wild state lives on beef. It proves 
that the snake was kept in captivity.” 

“ And now,” Andy Maple put in ex
citedly, “ all we got to do is find who 
kept snakes and— Say! I know one 
guy who does. Old Windy Phillips. 
Owns a photographic studio and curio 
shop. Reptile museum in back.”

“ Get him,” Crum said crisply, “and 
bring him here.”

Andy Maple went off at a lope. Aga 
began cleaning up the bloody mess of 
the snake’s carcass. “ You think, Ef- 
fendi,”  he asked, “ that perhaps there 
is something in this curse?”

Crum had produced a long cigarette 
and sat smoking thoughtfully.

“ At least I know, Aga,” he said, “ that 
a man has died, that it was not an acci
dent. Yet so far, I have not proved a 
human agency. If the killer is human, 
I suspect he is diabolically clever.” 

The minutes ticked silently away. 
Then Crum sat up with a start as feet 
came pounding across the vacant lot. 
A moment later Andy Maple’s excited 
face appeared in the doorway.

“ He’s dead!” the youth panted. “ Old 
Windy’s dead. Layin’ by an empty 
snake cage. Looks like he died of 
snakebite, to o !”

Crum was on his feet in a trice, snap
ping an order to Aga to wait, following 
Andy Maple across the vacant lot. 
They came to the main street that 
fronted the canyon, turned in at an 
alley and reached the reptile museum, 
which was under a shed behind the 
photographic studio.

Windy Phillips, his stubble-covered 
face a bloated horror, lay on his back, 
his glazed eyes staring up at the open 
mesh-wire cage on a platform just 
above him. Crum snapped on a flash.

“ Struck only once,” he said, “ but in 
the jugular. There must have been 
more than one snake in that cage. 
Well, go get the doctor.”

Andy rushed off and Crum straight
ened to his feet. If a snake had shot 
enough poison into this man to kill him 
instantly, he thought, there wouldn’t 
have been enough venom left for Ritter. 
And it was strange that this man who 
knew snakes could have been taken un
awares, should have died without a cry, 
unless something held him—

He glanced at the back of the shop, 
noticed that the door hung ajar. Pok
ing the light ahead of him, he went in. 
Instantly his eye fell on a cabinet in 
the small room. Its drawers were out 
and a mass of negatives and prints had 
been spilled upon the floor. He started 
toward it, but a sound caused him to 
whirl, duck, as a cushion sailed through 
the air, struck his arm and knocked the 
light from his hand.

It crashed to the floor and went out, 
but not before Crum had caught a 
glimpse of the Thing emerging from 
the curtained doorway—a massy some
thing that seemed a part of the dark
ness itself, a shadowy blot, deepening 
by degrees to a black nucleus, and in 
its shapeless head there was only one 
shining eye!

The next instant he had quickly 
leaped sideways to avoid the rush which 
he knew would come, but even his 
quick agility was not enough. The 
Thing swept on him like a half-solidi
fied cloud. Tenuous filaments en
meshed him, and suddenly he felt him
self crushed with constricting force 
against the monster’ s solid core.

Strong as he was for his size, he was 
no match physically for this shadow- 
beast that tightened on him like an 
amoeba absorbing a stray particle of 
matter. Writhing and fighting, he 
sought release for his flattened, burn
ing lungs, tried to cry out from a dry 
and swollen throat.

Then dimly, to his wavering con
sciousness, came a sound of voices. 
Dazedly he felt the pressure relax, felt 
himself drop, his knees buckling as 
he slid to the floor in a faint.

CHAPTER III
The Cyclops Strikes Again

ANDY MAPLE and the doctor 
were bending over him, and the 

glare from a ceiling light blazed in his 
eyes. Crum stirred and the doctor 
helped him to his feet.

“ What happened, Colonel?” the 
young deputy stammered.

Crum smiled, wiped his brow. “ Why, 
I must have stumbled against the cab
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inet in the dark. Have you examined 
the dead man?”

“ Not yet,” the doctor said, and led 
the way out. He knelt a moment by 
the corpse. “ Andy tells me two snakes 
were kept in the cage. One may have 
struck Phillips when he opened the 
cage and the other may have found his 
way to Ritter’s car. This man was dead 
before Ritter was. However—”

“ He was paralyzed instantly by the 
venom?”

The doctor frowned. “ It’s barely 
possible, but— ”

“ Anyhow,” Crum said, “ you’ll hold 
this body for a post-mortem, Andy. 
W e ’ll see if we can find evidence of any 
force holding him while the snake 
struck. Have the ambulance come and

once before the fixative weakens its in
tensity. I ’m going to bed now.”

A great part of Colonel Crum’s suc
cess was the result of the care with 
which the little detective had learned 
to conserve his energies, both mental 
and physical. Hence, as soon as he had 
retired to his bunk in the other end of 
the trailer, he wiped all problems from 
his mind and was almost instantly 
asleep.

He woke early, completely refreshed, 
and not until he had finished his cof
fee did he accept from Aga the 
small photograph which was the result 
of the latter’s night’s work.

“ Luckily,” Aga explained, “ the ink 
was gallotannic and the printed letters 
came out beautifully.”
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take the body into Oceola City with 
as little fuss as possible. I ’ll see you 
tomorrow.”

He returned to his trailer where Aga 
greeted him with the news that a bell
boy had delivered a wadded envelope 
to him.

“ Good.” Crum took the envelope and 
glanced at it. “There’s a bare chance 
of bringing out some fingerprints, but 
what I ’m chiefly interested in is the 
possibility of contact marks on the in
side of the envelope. If the writing 
was on an unfolded sheet, the Ermel 
method should bring it out. Treat it 
under the red light with the usual 
solution of silver nitrate, citric acid, 
tartaric acid, nitric acid and distilled 
water. Use an ordinary fixative, but 
photograph the developed writing at

Crum’s eyes lighted with pleasure as 
they glanced over the ominous message 
which his science had salvaged from 
the bare envelope.

“ The Eye sees all,” read the words, 
lettered in crude capitals. “ The Eye 
knows all. You cannot escape the Eye. 
Midnight tomorrow is the absolute 
deadline. You know what this means.”

“That will be tonight,” Crum mut
tered. He looked up as a knock 
sounded on the door and Aga opened 
it to admit Deputy Andy Maple.

“ Well, the rest of the night was 
quiet,” Maple announced. “ Maybe 
there won’t be any more deaths to 
worry about.”

“ Look at this,” Crum invited. He 
handed the photograph to the youth 
and explained how he had obtained it.
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M APLE read it and let out a whis
tle. “ This makes it look like 

something is killing off that climbing 
party and threatening McCann, too?” 

“ Yes,” Crum said. “ Let’s consider. 
I find the use of the term ‘Eye’ most 
significant in this message. Aside from 
its obvious reference to the quartz 
ledge in the Cyclops’ head, it carries 
the added suggestion of seeing, of 
something seen, perhaps recorded. 
That brings us back to those photo
graphs which were so mysteriously 
ruined.”

“ Yeah,” Andy said, “but Del— I 
mean Miss Byers— said that Barnaby 
destroyed them so he could get Ritter 
back here to kill him.”

“ But suppose,” Crum suggested, 
“ that the pictures were destroyed on 
their own account. Suppose they re
vealed some secret on the Cyclops— ” 

“ Say!” Andy interrupted. “ That 
gets back to the old treasure legends. 
Vince Elton was always looking for 
hidden Indian treasure. And Mr. 
Byers— ” He stopped.

“ Yes? What about Clemon Byers?” 
“ He potters around looking for In

dian relics,” Andy said quickly. “ Don’t 
get any ideas about him. That treasure 
stuff’s all rot.”

“ I think so, too,” Crum agreed. “ But 
there doesn’t have to be any treasure, 
so long as some unscrupulous person 
thinks there is and believes that some
one else has tumbled on the secret, 
too.” He paused. “ I wish you’d ask 
Miss Byers to come here for a few 
moments.”

“ But she’s gone to town,” Andy 
said. “ They told me she left the first 
thing this morning.”

Crum stood up suddenly, startled ap
prehension in his face.

“ Gone, is she? Look here, young 
man, you rush to town and get that 
girl back at once. Don’t let her out of 
your sight until you’ve delivered her 
here to me. If she knows as much 
about those photographs as I think she 
does, she’s in danger of her life!” 

Andy Maple didn’t wait for more. 
He was off like a flash, and a few mo
ments later his battered flivver went 
sailing past in a cloud of dust.

Crum went into his tiny dressing 
room, slipped into a suit of dark flan

nel, and this time stretched across his 
vest front the watch chain from which 
dangled the curious little pistol-charm. 
Aga noted this and took it for a signal 
of danger. For the little pistol was no 
toy. It fired a single tiny bullet no 
larger than a match head, but loaded 
with enough of the deadly arrow- 
poison, curare, to stop a jaguar in his 
tracks. It was the final card that Crum 
always held back to play only in the 
deadliest emergency.

Fully dressed, fresh and debonair, 
the little detective strolled out.

The Cyclops, sunning its granite 
shoulders in the morning light, still 
wore in its dark gullies the shrouding 
veils of mystery. Crum strolled to the 
bridge that crossed the canyon at a nar
row spot and followed the road along 
the opposite side.

He had already noted, farther down 
and just opposite the Cyclops itself, 
the three remaining members of the 
climbing party sauntering along the 
canyon’s sheer rim. But as he ap
proached, Gypsy Ritter and Peter Bar
naby moved away, leaving Elmer Culp 
alone.

“ Good morning,” Crum greeted him. 
“ I suppose you heard that there was 
another death last night. But this man 
was killed before Ritter, so let’s hope 
that Ritter was the only member of 
your party under the spell of doom.”

CULP answered hoarsely. “ The 
spell of doom?” He was hatless 

and the sun beating upon his boyish 
face accentuated its unnatural pallor. 
“ No, no, you don’t believe that. We 
know what you believe—that Barnaby 
killed Ritter to get his wife, that Phil
lips was killed when Barnaby got the 
snake. But it’s not true. I work in 
Ritter & Barnaby’s brokerage office 
and I know all about the affair. Ritter 
was a louse and his wife’s quite frank 
about her affair with Barnaby. But 
Ritter wouldn’t give her a divorce. If 
they had wanted to kill him, they’d 
have done it long ago.”

He broke off, staring sullenly at 
Crum who was gazing down into the 
canyon's depths. About two hundred 
feet below them was a shelf-like ledge 
abutting from the cliff’s face, and in 
this face the dark mouth of a cave was
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barely visible, slanting down. The 
shadow of the Cyclops falling across 
the canyon made its blackness even 
deeper.

“ Interested in Indian relics, legends, 
treasures?” Crum asked.

Culp gave a start. “Why, no. Why 
do you ask?”

“ Oh,” Crum said vaguely, “ I thought 
perhaps you might like to explore that 
cave down there. They say no one has 
ever been into it—impossible to reach. 
But not, of course, for a mountain 
climber.”

Culp laughed nervously. “ But you 
see, I ’m just that— a mountain climber. 
Indian relics, legends, caves don’t in
terest me, and even a mountain is just 
a rock to be climbed.”

“ Of course,” Crum agreed, “ but if 
you should stumble on something— for 
instance, that cave down there.” He 
picked up a rock, dropped it over the 
cliff’s edge. It struck the ledge, 
bounced into the cave’s mouth and sent 
back a ringing echo. “ Hear that ring? 
It’s deep. Even from across the can
yon you can’t see into it very far. It 
might be another Carlsbad cavern. 
Wouldn’t you like to discover some
thing like that?”

He paused, looked up blandly to 
meet Culp’s angry stare.

“ Quit beating about the bush,” the 
young man said. “ It’s not caves you’ve 
got in mind. It’s the Cyclops. You 
think maybe we stumbled on some se
cret up there— Indian treasure or some
thing. But it’s rot. We didn’t find a 
thing but just rocks to climb on.”

“ And yet— those pictures so myste
riously destroyed!”

“ Mysteriously!” Culp laughed. 
“ Nothing mysterious about it. The 
first batch was in our big camera when 
we reached the top. I was staring out 
across the landscape with my field 
glasses when Barnaby, who was stand
ing behind me, saw an eagle and let 
out a yell. It startled me. I dropped 
the glasses, and in trying to grab them, 
knocked the camera off. It was 
smashed all to hell.”

“ Hmm,” Crum murmured. “ Barnaby 
startled you. But you had other pic
tures ?”

“ We had another batch in a smaller 
camera,” Culp said. “ We thought they

would do. But when Barnaby took 
them to be developed that night, we 
found that the film had been defective 
and they were all black—a total loss. 
So you see it was pure accident both 
times."

“ Pure accident,” Crum repeated 
slowly. “ And when do you intend to 
take the others?”

“ Right after lunch,” Culp said. “The 
sun will be just right.”

CRUM strolled away, went back to 
his trailer. He kept watching the 

road to town, impatient for Andy Ma
ple’s return with Delia Byers. But 
hours passed and they did not come. 
Crum ate lunch at the hotel, watched 
the climbers and a crowd of spectators 
leave for the Cyclops rock, and re
turned to his trailer. It was another 
hour before the dusty flivver drew up 
and Andy Maple sat gasping.

“ Lord, but I had a time! First find
ing her, then persuading her—”

“ Persuading!” Delia Byers cried. 
Her face, angrily flushed under the 
tossing gold curls, was more beautiful 
than ever as she turned to Crum. 
“ Why, this young ape carried me off 
by main force, and now I want to know 
why you—”

“ You don’t like cavemen?” Crum 
asked. “ But my methods are more 
gentle. Will you step inside for a mo
ment, Miss Byers?”

The girl got out of the car and came 
in. Andy followed. Crum closed the 
door and offered the girl a seat. She 
took it and sat glaring. But her ex
pression changed when Crum, in a tone 
as clipped and authoritative as the rat
tle of a telegraph key, said:

“ Miss Byers, tell me all you know 
about those pictures. This is a serious 
matter and I want no evasion!”

“ Pictures! But I don’t know, I don’t 
have them. I— ”

“ Then you did have them!” Crum 
shot at her in a tone that made young 
Maple bristle and glower. “ Speak up, 
girl. This is a murder case!”

She was trembling now, all the color 
gone from her face. Her wide eyes 
begged for pity.

“ But I can’t, I’m afraid—but . . . 
Yes, I had them. They were found by 
a maid in the room Culp and Barnaby
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occupied when they were here last—a 
roll of film wadded up in a newspaper. 
She asked me what she should do with 
them and I took them, and just out of 
curiosity had them developed. They 
were perfectly good. So I knew then 
that Barnaby had hidden them there, 
after substituting bad ones in the cam
era, and had then forgotten— ”

Crum was on his feet. “ Where are 
those pictures now?”

“ They were burned!” the girl sobbed. 
“ I gave them to father and he burned 
them. He told me never to say any
thing about them. Now he’ll be dread
fully angry when he knows I ’ve to ld !” 

"Angry!” Crum growled. “ His emo
tion will be something else when I’m 
through with him. Andy, get Mr. 
Byers and bring him here!”

Andy looked uncertainly at the girl, 
then met the stern glance of Crum’s 
eyes and stumbled out obediently.

“ Now, Miss Byers,” Crum said, 
“what did those pictures show?” 

“ Show?” she asked. “ Why, nothing 
unusual that I could see—just pictures 
of the climbers on the Cyclops and 
shots of the landscape.”

She stopped as Crum made a move 
toward the door. He had seen Andy 
Maple stop halfway between the trailer 
lot and the hotel as a man came run
ning toward him. There was a brief, 
excited conversation and then Andy 
turned and came running back. His 
hair blew about his flushed face as he 
panted up, calling out:

“ Barnaby’s dead! Fell from a cliff 
while they were making the pictures. 
Body battered all to hell. They’re 
bringing him in!”

CHAPTER IV 
The Secret of the Eye

THE next hour moved with confus
ing swiftness. Crum and Andy Ma

ple met the party as it came in bearing 
Barnaby’s body. Two men held Gypsy 
Ritter who struggled, screaming with 
hysteria. The facts of the accident 
seemed commonplace enough. Bar
naby had been making a traverse across 
a dangerous face of rock, and Gypsy

Ritter had been snapping a shot of it, 
when Barnaby, trying to lift himself 
over a ledge, had suddenly lost his 
hold. He had fallen three hundred 
feet to the screen-covered floor of a 
chimney, and he wasn’t a nice sight to 
look at now.

“ Where was Culp at the time?” Crum 
inquired.

Culp, he was assured by a dozen wit
nesses, had been thirty feet below, 
holding to Barnaby’s safety rope which 
was run through the carabiner in an 
anchored piton. It wasn’t Culp’s fault 
that the sudden violence of Barnaby’s 
fall had torn the rope from his hand.

Crum and Andy Maple rode into 
Oceola City in the ambulance that car
ried Barnaby’s body to the morgue, 
and there were met by the County 
Medical Officer and Sheriff Sylvian 
Chipley, Andy’s boss. The sheriff, a 
big, bald, easy-going' man with long 
rusty mustaches and a sleepy manner, 
laughed good-humoredly at Crum’s 
show of concern.

“ Why, hell,” he said, “ I don’t see no 
connection between this and the other 
deaths at all. Barnaby just lost his 
hold and fell in plain sight, though 
maybe the other deaths had made him 
nervous.”

“ No, Sheriff,” Crum said emphat
ically. “ They are all a part of one pat
tern. And the pattern isn’t complete. 
Tonight the horror will come to a head, 
unless it is prevented. For that reason, 
I want you to grant me emergency 
powers—complete charge of this case, 
with the authority to do exactly as I 
please.”

“ Pheeew!” breathed the sheriff. 
“ You’re asking a lot, Colonel. Now, 
if you was to show me that Barnaby’s 
death had any connection with the oth
ers, that it wasn’t just a plain and sim
ple case of losing his grip, well, then 
I’d take a shot and do as you ask.”

Crum stepped toward the slab where 
Barnaby’s battered body lay. His face 
was an inscrutable mask. He was 
faced with three consecutive murders, 
so cunningly done that not one could 
be proved even to be a murder.

Standing near the slab, he drew all 
his resources to his aid. Barnaby had 
been reaching up for a hold, they had 
said. Had his hand struck something
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—a snake perhaps, coiled there? He 
picked up the corpse’s hands and exam
ined them. Nothing but the scratches 
that might be expected.

He was about to turn away when his 
delicate nostrils, with which Nature 
seemed to have endowed him in com
pensation for his size, quivered to a 
queer odor which rose even above the 
smell of blood. He bent, sniffing, and 
his eyes fell on a suede jacket which 
had been ripped from the dead man’s 
body.

He picked it up. The smell was 
stronger. He lifted it higher. It had 
come wrongside out in being pulled 
from the corpse, and suddenly, with 
excitement flashing in his eyes, Crum 
pointed at a spot near the jacket’s arm
hole. There, flattened against the 
suede, was the crushed body of a long- 
ish, crab-like creature with a forked 
and jointed tail.

The sheriff looked and gasped:
“ Vinegaroon!”
So it was— one of those vicious Mex

ican whip-scorpions which derive their 
name from the peculiar smell of vine
gar they exude.

IN a flash the sheriff and the doctor 
had rolled the corpse over, and 

there, sure enough, on Barnaby’s right 
shoulder, was the red, swollen mark of 
the venomous creature’s bite.

“ Damn!” the sheriff swore. “That 
certainly explains why he lost his hold. 
But look here. Say the thing was placed 
there. How was it done, and how could 
the person who placed it there be sure 
it would bite at the right time?”

Crum’s agile brain had been working 
fast. Now he pointed to the sleeve of 
the jacket. Just at the elbow was a 
large hole where the suede was worn 
through. A leather patch sewed to the 
outside formed a loose pocket.

“ The scorpion may have been placed 
there,” he said, “ hours in advance. 
Cold and sluggish, it would have lain 
there until warmed by the heat of the 
climber’s body, and then crawled out. 
And now, how could the killer know it 
would strike at the right time? There 
is the devilishly clever part. He knew 
that as long as the climbing was easy, 
the folds of the jacket would hang loose 
and the creature be undisturbed. But

what would happen in a dangerous 
place, in a place where muscles strained 
to pull a heavy body up? Why the 
jacket would be drawn tight, the crea
ture would be crushed and would strike 
—as it d id !”

“ Well, damn my hide!” the sheriff 
said. “ If that ain’t good! You still 
ain’t proved it was put there, but three 
men in a row killed by the bite of pizen 
critters is too many. Okay, Colonel, 
I ’m good as my word. What all do 
you want done?”

Crum hesitated a moment. His eyes 
were on Andy Maple as he spoke.

“ First,” he said, “ I want a warrant 
for the arrest of Clemon Byers and his 
daughter.”

All three men jumped as if struck. 
Andy Maple went white, then red.

“ You ain’t serious?” he managed to 
cough out. Then, with fists doubling: 
“ Why, by grabs, you ain’t gonna ac
cuse Delia—”

Crum faced him with cold eyes.
“ You’re a deputy,” he said. “ Either 

you act under orders or you hand in 
your badge. The sheriff has given me 
his promise. Now”—he turned to Chip- 
ley— “the warrant will charge them 
with concealing evidence bearing on a 
murder. I suggest that you go for 
them yourself, Sheriff, and bring them 
quietly to town without any fuss. 
Don’t let it be known they are under 
arrest. Just bring them to your house 
and hold them there without bond. I ’ll 
be there to question them.”

The sheriff swallowed a couple of 
times.

“ Man, this will cost me votes,” he 
complained. “ But I give my word, and 
that’s that.”

When the sheriff had stalked out, 
Andy Maple turned to Crum, and the 
latter saw that fear and anxiety had 
supplanted the anger in the young dep
uty’s face.

“ Look here, Colonel,” he asked, “do 
you really think—”

“ I think,” said Crum, smiling, “ that 
that girl ought to be a little nicer to 
you. In the meantime, just remember 
that she’s in grave danger and will be 
safer under arrest than anywhere else. 
And now I’ve got a job for you. New 
light has dawned. I wonder why I 
didn’t realize before that those scat
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tered pictures in Windy Phillips’ studio 
were important. But I was thinking 
then only of photos of something on 
the Cyclops. Now I want you to go 
through that pile of prints and nega
tives and pick out any that show the 
Indian cave across the canyon. No 
questions now! I ’ll see you there la
ter.”

A NDY went off and Crum, finding 
a telephone, had a message re

layed to Aga from the Eltonville hotel. 
Then he walked to the sheriff’s house 
and waited for the prisoners to arrive.

They were an angry pair as they 
were herded into the sheriff’s parlor, 
and Clemon Byers was breathing 
threats about false arrests. The girl, 
silent and defiant, merely glared. Crum 
came straight to the point.

‘‘Mr. Byers,” he said, “ I understand 
that you destroyed certain photographs 
that have a bearing on three murders. 
What was there about those pictures 
that caused you to do so?”

“ I don’t know,” Byers answered sul
lenly. “ I couldn’t see anything unusual 
about them. Three were pictures of 
the party climbing the Cyclops. Two 
were snaps of Eltonville. One was a 
picture of the cave across the canyon.” 

“Ah,” said Crum, "the cave. What 
about that one?”

“ I couldn’t see a thing— ”
“ Yet you destroyed them!”
Byers dropped his eyes. “ I did. I 

destroyed them because I believed that 
to keep them would imperil my own 
life and my daughter’s. That’s all. I 
will not say more if put to torture.” 

The old man’s face was twitching, 
but his jaw was firm.

“ Keep them under guard,” Crum 
snapped and went out.

Aga, in answer to the phone call, was 
waiting outside in the big car. Crum 
got in and was whisked swiftly back to 
Eltonville. His car stopped in front 
of the studio of the dead photographer. 
Inside he found Andy Maple on hands 
and knees among the prints and nega
tives.

“ Well, what have you found?”
“ Not much,” Andy said, “ just one 

faded old picture taken a couple of 
years ago, showing the Indian cave and 
the ledge.”

The little detective took the picture 
and glanced first at the white date 
mark in its corner. “July 5, 1938,” it 
read. Excitedly he studied the picture, 
which showed the cave and the ledge 
photographed from the Eltonville side. 
You couldn’t see into the cave at all; 
it was just a black blur, with white 
rocks around it, on which were perched 
a cluster of great black birds. But 
Crum’s usually steady hand shook as 
he thrust it into his pocket.

“ My theory is confirmed by this, I 
think,” he said. “ Now the case is com
plete except for the finishing stroke. 
Tonight, Andy, we will exorcize the 
devil that is terrorizing Eltonville!”

Andy Maple gaped bewilderedly at 
this strange talk, but the instructions 
Crum gave him seemed commonplace 
enough. He was to say nothing of the 
arrest of Byers and his daughter, he 
was to act as if nothing had happened, 
and he was to keep Gypsy Ritter and 
Elmer Culp under constant watch.

Returning to his car, Crum gave or
ders to Aga to return to Oceola City 
and buy pulleys for a block-and-tackle 
and several hundred feet of rope.

“ Rope?” Aga ask>.d.
“ Rope,” Crum said, t “ A man is going 

to hang himself tonight.”

CHAPTER V 
The Pit of Snakes

THE night came black, moonless, 
and the hours dragged slowly

{last as Crum, seated beside his light- 
ess trailer, with only the silent Aga 

for company, waited for the fateful 
hour. At the hotel all appeared to be 
calm and quiet.

But Crum knew that evil forces were 
astir, and his faculties were gathered 
for the final struggle.

Suddenly there was a scrape of feet, 
and around the edge of the trailer Andy 
Maple came sneaking.

“ He’s gone,” the youth gasped. “ I 
let Culp get past me. I was watching 
Gypsy Ritter’s room and had a bell
hop watching him, and the kid let him 
get away by the fire-escape.”

“ How long ago?”
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“ An hour or so, I reckon,’’ Andy said 
miserably. “ I been looking every
where for him. I was ashamed to tell 
you— ”

“ The devil!” Crum swore. “ I know 
where he’s gone. But you should have 
told me at once. Come, Aga, bring the 
ropes and pulleys.”

The big Asiatic lifted the burden 
that would have loaded a horse, and 
the three sneaked silently toward the 
canyon bridge, crossed it and followed 
the canyon’s edge to a spot above the 
Indian cave. Here they crouched while 
Crum inspected the cliff’s rim.

“ Ah,”  he said presently, “ here it is!”
“ W hat?” Andy Maple husked.
“ The rope ladder Culp used to go 

down,” Crum said.
“ Culp!” Andy grated. “Then Culp 

is the— ”
“ Culp,” Crum whispered, “ is the au

thor of the threats. He is the man who 
discovered the cave’s secret while star
ing through field glasses from the top 
of the Cyclops. He is the man who de
stroyed the photographs to keep the 
secret from falling into other hands. 
Okay, Aga, rig up the block-and-tackle. 
Culp may trust to a rope ladder to get 
back up, but he’s a mountain climber. 
W e shall take precautions.”

“ W e’re going down?” Andy Maple 
jittered.

“ Not unless you want to,” Crum re
plied.

“ W ho said I didn’t?” the youth 
growled, and set to work helping Aga 
rig up the rope and pulley arrange
ment, which was fastened to a stout 
juniper tree and dropped over the cliff’s 
edge.

“ Now,” Crum directed, “ fasten a 
sling to the lower pulley and straddle 
it, Andy. I ’m lighter and will go down 
by the ladder. Let him down easily, 
Aga, and then keep the rope in your 
hands and be ready to pull it up in a 
hurry the moment I give the signal of 
three sharp jerks.”

Aga grunted an affirmative and Crum 
started down. He went like a monkey, 
trained muscles supporting his slight 
weight with ease. He passed Andy 
Maple swinging breathless in the black 
gulf and clambered down, down, into 
the giddy and apparently bottomless 
darkness. It was a good two hundred

feet, but presently his feet reached the 
ledge and he crouched silent, waiting.

A wind whispered in the depths of 
the canyon and above its opposite rim, 
the black mass of the Cyclops leaned, 
portentous against the lesser darkness 
of the sky. The pulleys had made 
scarcely any noise and only Andy’s jit
tery whisper brke the unnatural hush 
as he asked, “ What now?”

“ Silence!” Crum hissed. “ Now we 
wait.”

W AITING can be a terrible or
deal when one does not know 

what one waits for, and Andy’s breath 
grated hoarsely as he crouched, listen
ing to the faint night noises. The 
black mouth of the cavern was some 
fifteen feet down the ledge, and as the 
wind came past it, a soft sound of rat
tling reached their ears. Faint at first, 
like a signal, it spread its rustling whis
per until the whole foul darkness of the 
cave seemed to be alive with snakes. 
Then another sound obtruded—a sound 
from above that caused both Crum and 
Andy to look up.

Both clutched their guns. Someone 
was coming down the rope ladder! 
Against the cliffs the figure was in
visible, but as it swung out with the 
wavering rope they could see that it 
was a human shape, a shape with 
skirts! A moment later a soft voice 
called:

“ Colonel Crum! Colonel Crum!” 
“ Great Jupiter!” Andy swore. “ It’s 

Miss Byers!” He stood up, and a mo
ment later was helping the shivering 
girl down to a footing.

Crum was angry. “ What are you 
doing here?” he hissed. “ How did you 
get past Aga?”

“ I followed you,” the girl said with 
a nervous laugh. “ I heard you tell him 
not to let go the rope, so I jumped past 
him and started down the ladder before 
he could grab me. You see, I’ve been 
watching you. I got away from them 
in town by pretending to be sick and 
getting Mrs. Chipley to put me to bed. 
Then I slipped out the window.”

“ But why did you come here?” 
“ Well,” Delia Byers faltered, “ I got 

to thinking that father and I were may
be responsible for some of this, and if 
I could help you out, you’d overlook
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our destroying those prints. So I—” 
“ You dizzy young fool!” Crum 

grated, trying to keep a certain sly ad
miration out of his voice. “ Don’t you 
know there’s death down here?”

He paused. The onimous rattling 
had begun again, and now a rising 
moon, invisible from where they 
crouched, was painting its first green
ish flush on the Cyclops’ towers, caus
ing the baleful eye to bum and 
smoulder.

“ Yes,” the girl whispered, “ but I 
know things you should know. I know 
who’s in there— ”

“ You know!” Andy rasped. “ W ho?” 
“ Vince Elton,” the girl said quietly. 

“ You see, father’s been afraid of him 
all these years. He always believed 
Vince would come back to take re
venge on him and to guard the secret 
of some Indian treasure that he be
lieved in. Father believed those pic
tures revealed something about that 
treasure, though we couldn’t figure out 
what. But he thinks Vince is back 
and that he killed Ritter and Barnaby 
on account of the pictures, and that he 
would have killed us if we kept them. 
So if Vince is in there— ”

“ Is he, Colonel?” Andy Maple 
asked.

Crum didn’t answer.
“ W e’ve made too much noise,” he 

said. “W e may as well go ahead now. 
Andy, loop the rope around that girl 
and I’ll have Aga draw her back up.” 

“ But I won’t go !” Delia Byers said 
stubbornly.

“ All right then,” Crum said impa
tiently. “ But loop the rope around 
yourself anyhow for safety, and stay 
behind.” He began moving forward in 
a crouch toward the cave’s opening.

THE moon was rising rapidly and 
its rays reflected by the Cyclops’ 

bulk made a faint luminescence on the 
ledge. The hissing of the snakes grew 
louder now and at the cave’s opening 
Crum halted, sniffed the air.

“ Smell them snakes!” Andy gulped. 
“ Not the snakes,” Crum said in a 

low mutter. “ Blood.”
Holding his flashlight far to one side, 

he snapped it on. The white beam 
lanced into the cavern’s gloom and the 
girl behind him gave a choked cry.

Steps slanted sharply down into the 
cave’s depths, steps carved long ago by 
vanished races and now half buried in 
debris and the droppings of countless 
bats who fluttered now in the shadows.

But what had caused the girl to cry 
out was something else—the sprawled 
shape that lay motionless on the an
cient stairs!

It was Elmer Culp. Dressed in his 
climbing togs and with the safety rope 
about his waist straggling up the steps 
to some anchorage outside, he lay with 
his throat cut from ear to ear and his 
blond hair floating in the puddled 
blood.

Instantly Crum flashed the light off. 
But no sound had come save the hiss
ing of the snakes. No movement had 
disturbed the cave’s gloom.

“ Did Vince Elton kill him?” Andy 
Maple’s voice quavered.

“ Vince Elton is here,” Crum said 
softly, “but he did not kill Culp. Keep 
your gun leveled on the depths of the 
cave.”

He did likewise, snapped on the light 
again, and this time swung its beam a 
little to the right. Here, at the edge 
of the steps, was a deep pit caused by 
some cave-in, and as they stared they 
saw the writhing bodies of the snakes, 
hundreds of them, their scaly coils 
writhing like demons in torment. 
Then, as if disturbed by the light, they 
began crawling deeper into the shad
ows, and a whitish something began 
to emerge beneath them—a skull with 
staring eye sockets, the bleached white 
cage of fleshless ribs, shoulder blades, 
the bones of a single arm!

“ God!” Andy Maple breathed. “ One 
arm!”

“ Yes,” Crum said, “ there lies Vince 
Elton. This is the buried evil. This is 
what Culp saw through field glasses 
from the Cyclops’ top when the light 
happened to be just right to slant into 
the pit. And Culp, realizing the pos
sibilities— ”

“ Don’t move!” a hollow voice rum
bled from the cave’s depths.

And from those depths, something 
seemed to materialize that defied the 
sanity of the mind. Shapeless at first, 
as it emerged slowly into the light, it 
was like a creature of some dark ele
mental substance, a massive body, a
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bullet head in which a single eye 
seemed to smoulder through veils of 
shrouding smoke.

Only Crum uttered a sound, and it 
was an oath, the oath of a man who 
despite the most careful plans has been 
taken by surprise. The demon laughed 
then, and at the same time they saw 
the black barrel of the shotgun pro
truding from the folds of his disguise.

“ Thought I wouldn’t linger here, 
eh?” a human voice now inquired. 
“ Thought I ’d skip after killing Culp, 
eh? Well, drop your guns in the pit. 
And don’t reach for that little pistol, 
Colonel. A blast from this shotgun 
will kill not only you but the girl be
hind you.”

It was undeniable, and Crum obeyed, 
tossing his revolver into the snake pit 
and ordering Andy to do likewise.

“And now what, Mr. McCann?” 
Crum asked.

A T the sound of the name, Andy 
and the girl started, but the 

shrouded figure merely laughed again 
and began shedding its costume of 
black gauze, which, fold on wadded 
fold, had been sewed together to form 
a robe. Underneath, and still holding 
the shotgun steady, stood Ennis Mc
Cann in dark overalls and with a cir
clet about his forehead set with a crys
tal to reflect the light.

“ Next,” said Ennis McCann, “ you 
die.”

Crum shook his head slowly.
“ It seems an awful waste of life,’’ he 

said. “ If you could only have guessed 
that it was Culp who was blackmailing 
you in the first place.”

“ But I didn’t,” McCann said. “ He 
had such a baby-face. First I thought 
it was Ritter, and I had to kill old 
Windy while I was getting the snake 
to kill Ritter. Then I got another black
mail threat and thought it was Barna- 
by, so I killed him. But today I 
guessed it was Culp and followed him 
here. He was going to take Vince’s 
skeleton out for proof, since I hadn’t 
paid the money he demanded, but I 
beat him to it.”

“ Strange you didn’t get the skeleton 
out before,” Crum remarked.

“ Before what?” McCann asked. “ I 
never thought about it being seen from

the top of that rock. I knew it couldn’t 
be seen from anywhere else. And that 
little devil Culp didn’t start the black
mail until they came back here this 
time. Clever, all right, guessing the 
whole thing as soon as he saw that 
skeleton.”

“That was easy,” Crum said. “ The 
story was widely known. And anyone 
who saw the one-armed skeleton and 
guessed it was Vince Elton would 
know that you were the killer, since 
you claimed you took him to Tucson 
that night. I guessed it as soon as I 
came to the conclusion that the secret 
was here in the cave instead of on the 
rock. And then, when I got that pho
tograph from Windy Phillips studio it 
told me— ”

“ You got a photograph?” McCann 
jerked out.

Crum nodded. “ You came back and 
rifled his cabinet last night just to be 
sure, didn’t you? Well you missed it. 
It didn’t show anything in the cave, 
but it told me enough. It was dated 
July 5, 1938, just the day after Elton 
disappeared, and the ledge was cov
ered with buzzards.

“ Yes, you knew how a rock dropped 
from the cliffs would bounce down into 
this place beyond sight, and the body 
did likewise— but not out of sight of 
the buzzards. And the hundred thou
sand you stole from Elton won’t do 
you any good in the gas chamber, Mc
Cann.”

“ Gas chamber?” McCann laughed. 
“ Not for me.”

“ But you can’t escape. My assistant 
is waiting above.”

“ But I won’t go that way,” McCann 
said. He had been coming forward, 
and now he stepped up and over Culp’s 
body, facing them at close quarters. 
“ I brought enough rope with me, and 
I’ll let myself down into the canyon’s 
bottom. I ’ll take Vince’s skeleton with 
me and we’ll see if Sheriff Chipley can 
puzzle your deaths out.”

Utter silence fell at these words. 
Crum, as much as the others, realized 
the awfulness of their predicament. 
Even if he dropped the light he was 
holding, made a desperate fight, the 
quick blasts of the automatic shotgun 
would wipe them out. And he couldn’t 
risk that girl’s life.
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Standing dazed by this impasse, 
Crum’s eye suddenly fell on the 
safety rope, which, tied about Culp’s 
middle, straggled up the steps between 
their feet. That body lay just below 
and behind McCann’s own feet.

“ Mr. McCann,” the little detective 
said, “ I am not afraid to die and neither 
are these others. But it’s a shame for 
this girl to be mangled by a shotgun 
blast. You probably have a pistol. Will 
you let her step forward and take a 
shot in the heart?”

M cCANN hesitated. “ Well, of all 
the delicacy! But I don’t care. 

Only, I’ll keep the shotgun on you any
how. Come on forward, Delia.”

“ But first,” Crum interpolated, “ I ’ll 
have to release her from the rope that’s 
tied around her. It won’t take a mo
ment and you know that I can't do a 
thing as long as you keep that shotgun 
leveled— ”

He turned quickly before McCann 
could reply and stepped behind the 
girl. Andy had made a move but a 
quick wink stopped him. Now, as 
Crum’s hands swiftly freed the girl’s 
waist from the pulley’s sling, he fished 
with one foot for the rope attached to 
Culp’s body, lifted it, tied it quickly to 
the pulley and turned back.

“ All right, Delia, go down— ”
As he uttered the words, he gave the 

rope three sharp tugs, and shoved the 
girl forward so violently that she fell

below the shotgun’s range. Instantly 
McCann’s finger pressed on the gun’s 
trigger, but at the same instant the 
rope, tightening as Aga pulled from 
above in response to the signal, jerked 
Culp’s body violently forward and 
pulled McCann’s feet from beneath 
him.

The shotgun blasted ceilingward as 
McCann fell back with a cry, and then 
Crum was leaping forward, the deadly 
little watch-charm pistol between his 
fingers. It made no more than a faint 
sput, but its deadly bullet found its 
mark. And as McCann reeled backward 
into the snake pit, he collapsed in
stantly and lay strangely still among 
the writhing rattlers savagely lashing 
their bared fangs into his lifeless body.

“ Don’t look!” Crum warned the 
girl. “ He doesn’t feel it.”

But as he turned, he saw that she 
wasn’t looking anyhow. Andy Maple 
had lifted her from the floor, and hold
ing her shuddering body in his arms 
was trying to kiss the pallor from her 
forehead.

Crum turned away with a smile, just 
as the body of Culp, still being pulled 
by strong tugs from above, vanished 
upward like some levitated zombie 
from the cave’s opening. He won
dered what Aga would think when he 
drew up that burden, and decided he’d 
better call up and tell his faithful as
sistant that another adventure was 
finished.

Next Issue: THE DEVIL'S LOTTERY, Another Colonel Crum Novelet 
by JO H N  H. KN O X— Plus Many Other Novelets and Stories

e

. . .  don’t cough! Get pleasant relief from a 
cough due to a cold with Smith Brothers 

Cough Drops—Black or Menthol—5?.

Smith Bros. Cough Drops are the 
only drops containing VITAMIN A
Vitamin A (Carotene) raises the resistance o f 

inucous membranes o f  nose and throat to 
cold infections, when lack o f resist! 
ance is due to Vitamin A deficiency.



THE THING IN THE
BOTTLE

By RAY CUMMINGS
Author of '‘The Purple Head,”  “ The Midnight Fiend,” etc.

The  sw ir lin g  purp le m ist oozing from  the bottle  seemed to assume a m enacing form

John Kent Spends a Mystifying Night in the 
Catskill Mountains Combating Arab Magic!

cabinet in a corner of the living room. 
It was a brown, pot-bellied vase, its 
glazed surface covered with a tracery 
of grotesque Persian figures. He set 
it on the table before us.

“Want to see him come out?” he de
manded.

“ Grandfather, don’t be absurd,”

f C I
T'S a Jinn,” the old man said 
with a senile chuckle, “and 
it lives in this bottle most of 

the time. Look ye, I guess I could 
bring it out if you want to see it.”

He was ignoring his staring group 
of relatives and grinning at me. He 
had brought the bottle from a glass
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Mary Harkness murmured.
“Absurd, Mary?” He chuckled, ex

posing toothless gums. He was an old 
man, nearly ninety perhaps. But his 
shriveled figure was wiry; his move
ments spry. “What’s absurd about 
it?” He waved a finger at me. “Look 
ye, John Kent—you’re new among us, 
but you’re a smart young fellow. You 
might as well know about this thing.”

Was he a little cracked? I really 
didn’t think so. He seemed to take an 
impish delight, making these members 
of his family uneasy. His grinning 
gaze went to each of t h em —the 
slim, brown-haired Mary Harkness, 
his great-granddaughter; A r t h u r  
Marks, stalwart, grim-looking forty- 
year-old cousin of the girl; and an
other cousin, young Tom Blake, a pale 
thin, sullen fellow in his twenties, 
with a chronic hacking cough that 
suggested consumption.

It was a queer family that lived here 
in Harkness Hall perched among 
these desolate crags of the Catskills 
at the canyon top. They were all— 
except Mary—doubtless h a n g i n g  
around here waiting for this rich, 
crabbed old man to die. Ezra Hark
ness knew i t ; and he gloated in mak
ing them uncomfortable.

I felt the saturnine, middle-aged 
Arthur Marks twitch at my sleeve.

“Grandfather’s a b i t  eccentric, 
Kent,” he murmured as he leaned to
ward me. “Don’t let him bother you.”

The old man stood fingering the 
bottle.

“W e’ve got a Jinn in the Harkness 
family, Kent,” he explained ironically. 
“W e’re a bad lot, look ye, and when 
one of us gets too rotten, the Jinn 
comes out and kills him off. The fam
ily purger! He killed my nephew, 
Robert, two weeks ago.”

I had heard about the tragic death 
of Robert Harkness. On a night as 
sullenly dark as tonight, eerie with 
the puffy wind that always moaned 
a r o u n d  these lofty crags, Robert 
Harkness had gone out onto the ter
race. He had been drinking too much 
and had lost his footing, or the wind 
had blown him over the cliff—a fall of 
several hundred feet into the gorge 
and the boiling river of Kicking 
Horse Canyon.

THE pallid young Tom Blake 
coughed reedily.

“You better quit that kind of talk, 
Grandfather,” he warned sourly. “Mr. 
Kent’s our family lawyer now. You 
say you’re going to change your will, 
and if he thinks you’re of unsound 
mind—”

“If there’s any insanity around 
here, it ain’t me,” old Ezra retorted 
testily. “Robert was a drunken sot 
and a loafer. You, Tom—you saw the 
Jinn push him off the terrace. So did 
you, Arthur. Ask ’em, Kent. I didn’t 
see it, but they did.”

I turned to Arthur Marks. His 
heavy-featured, slack-jawed face had 
taken on a queer expression as he tried 
to look lugubrious.

“Did you think you saw a Jinn com
mitting murder up here?” I asked, my 
words and serious tone sounding 
idiotic to me. “By the way, exactly 
what is a Jinn?” I added.

The old man answered me.
“It’s an evil spirit, or benign one, ac

cordin’ to what it does and which side 
the fence you’re on.” His toothless 
grin was gone. But in his eyes there 
was a sardonic gleam. Was it irra
tionality? I shifted uneasily in my 
chair.

“W e’re an old British family,” Ezra 
Harkness added. “We got the Jinn 
attached to us a long time ago when 
one of our male ancestors was in the 
Indian Service. Want to hear the 
tale?”

“Yes,” I said, frankly curious. 
“Well, this illustrious ancestor mar

ried a Mohammedan girl. Her name 
was Tamari. Quite a little beauty, 
look ye. This bottle came down to us 
from her. The Jinn lives in it. You 
see, he was Tamari’s Jinn. When she 
was a child she had befriended him, so 
he swore that he’d devote himself to 
befriending her and all her seed. He 
started right in. He killed George 
Harkness’ brother—so the story goes 
—who wasn’t too brotherly toward 
Tamari one day.

“And he’s been at that sort of thing 
ever since. Sixty years ago—I re
member it very well—he came out and 
killed a Harkness who damn sure de
served killing. And now, just two 
weeks ago, he killed Robert—”
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“Please don’t think, Mr. Kent,” 
Mary put in tremulously, “that Grand
father really believes this.”

“Damn it, why shouldn’t I?” the old 
man retorted angrily. ‘‘What about 
what Tom and Arthur saw that night 
two weeks ago?”

“A purple ghost thing,” young Tom 
Blake burst out suddenly. “I saw it 
out on the terrace—Uncle Robert was 
fighting with it. I heard him scream, 
and I looked out my bedroom window 
and saw it. So did Arthur. He was 
here in the living room, and he saw it 
through that window over there.” 

Marks nodded lugubriously.
“I thought I saw something like 

that,” he agreed. “A big purple ap
parition that had George in its 
clutches, shoving him over the abyss. 
A trick of the window light on the 
mist outside, is my guess. We told the 
police, but they just laughed. Why 
wouldn’t they?”

“But us Harknesses don’t laugh at 
it,” the old man said. “W e’re all afraid 
of the Jinn. Except me. So I’m of
fering to bring him out of the bottle 
right now. The first time he’s ever 
been out in public, so to speak.”

“Hell, go ahead and do it,” young 
Blake burst out. “Let’s see the damn 
Jinn. It’ll be a relief, instead of hear
ing about him all my life.”

“You think I can’t do it?” the old 
man jibed. “You watch me.”

W ITH a lusty puff he blew out 
the table lamp. Shadows leaped 

to engulf us. Over in a corner of the 
somber room a silver candelabrum 
with six lighted candles sent a waver
ing illumination, making big shadows 
of us and of the pot-bellied bottle 
spread on the opposite wall. In the 
silence there was only the puffing and 
moaning of the crazy outside wind, 
gusting at the leaded panes of the 
closed windows.

Then from behind me in the eerie 
room I heard a sudden gasp. In the 
portiered doorway leading to the dim 
hall two other figures stood peering. 
The Harkness servants. One of them 
was Annie Green—big, raw-boned, 
hatchet-faced spinster of sixty-five 
or seventy. I had noticed her at sup
per—a weird, gaunt figure. Glow

ering and sullen, she had seemed to 
eye me suspiciously as an interloper 
here.

Behind her now in the doorway the 
houseboy, Hassan, stood clutching at 
her. Erect, swarthy, Indian youth 
whom one of the Harkness men had 
brought from India, he stood staring, 
fascinated, at the old man and the pot
bellied bottle.

Old Ezra looked up, saw them in the 
eerie candlelight, and chuckled sar
donically.

“All right, you two can stay and 
watch if you like. Get ready — here 
he comes!”

He raised his hands over the bottle. 
In that breathless instant I saw the 
candlelight painting his seamed old 
face, his thin lips parted in a jibing 
grin, his sunken eyes gleaming. Was 
there something malevolent about 
him? I suddenly felt it.

“Come out, Jinn !” he intoned. “I 
command you to come out. I’m not 
afraid of you—these others are all 
damn cowards, but not me.”

I heard young Tom Blake strug
gling to suppress his cough; it 
sounded like a strangling gasp. Then 
I gasped myself. From the broad neck 
of the brown bottle a thin purple wisp 
was oozing! In the flickering eerie 
candlelight it spread upward.

The Jin n ! Or was it my own imagi
nation that made the swirling purple 
shape seem just for an instant to as
sume a monstrous, menacing pseudo
human form? For a second or two, 
oozing from the bottle, it spread out 
over us—arms and fingers like claws 
waving down as though about to seize 
us—a face, monstrously leering.

Mary Harkness screamed. Beside 
me, big Arthur Marks shoved back his 
chair with a grinding clatter and stag
gered to his feet. Even old Ezra him
self seemed to gasp. Then the terrify
ing purple shape was fading. As 
though a little draft of air in the room 
had caught it, I saw it whirl, turning 
upon itself, losing its form.

“My God—get it back into the bot
tle !” young Tom Blake gasped.

But none of us heeded him. No 
one moved, save that now we were all 
on our feet. The purple shape of the 
Jinn, almost formless now, had
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floated back to the portiered hall door
way. Hassan and Annie Green had 
fled. I stared, numbed, as the purple 
thing oozed silently through the door 
and was gone into the drafty dimness 
of the big outer hall.

FOR a moment we were all stricken 
into numbed silence. Then old 

Ezra Harkness, chuckling again, 
lighted the table lamp.

“Well, how’d you like him?” he 
gloated. “Told you I could get him 
out. He’ll roam around now—he likes 
to spread himself a bit. But don’t 
worry, by morning he’ll be back in his 
bottle.”

Whatever astonishment and per
haps fear the old man may have felt 
at his prowess in summoning the Jinn, 
he had recovered himself now. Again 
he was ironically jibing.

“Go on, get out of here, all of you,” 
he ordered. “I’ve got to have a busi
ness talk with young Mr. Kent. My 
will needs rearranging.” He was herd
ing them unceremoniously to the door.

“Damned if I ever saw the old man 
like this before,” Marks muttered to 
me.

“Go on, out with you. Mary, if 
you’re frightened, go out to the 
kitchen with Annie and Hassan. But 
don’t be afraid of the Jinn. Tell 
them I guarantee he won’t hurt any 
of us.” He laughed as though pleased 
with his private little joke. “The 
Jinn’s a friend of mine—he does what 
I tell him.”

Surely this old fellow was irra
tional. How could I draw a new will 
for him when it seemed that he must 
be of unsound mind? But when the 
door closed presently and he and I 
were alone in the living room, as 
though he had been an actor, his as
sumed role dropping from him, he 
grinned at me.

“Sit down, Kent,” he said genially. 
“I’ll give you my ideas on how I want 
to draw my will in this new version. 
Tomorrow we’ll go down to town and 
have James, Livingston and James fix 
it up for us. Only sent for you—sen
timent of the thing, look ye—your 
father and I were pretty close friends, 
boy.”

I was only twenty-four. My father,

who had died six months ago down in 
Albany a hundred miles away, had for 
many years been Ezra Harkness’ 
friend and counsellor.

“All right, sir,” I agreed. I sat fac
ing him. Then I burst out: “But, Mr. 
Harkness, that thing in the bottle—” 

His impish grin came back. “I like 
to see ’em squirm. Look ye, young 
Kent, it’s no great pleasure being a 
man well past eighty, with your rela
tives waiting like vultures for you to 
die. Mary’s all right. But what are 
the others? Robert was a sot and 
drunkard. Arthur Marks—we call him 
Mary’s cousin, but he’s not even that. 
And I wouldn’t trust him with a 
plugged nickel. Damned surly brute. 
And Tom? There’s a worthless boy 
for you. You think that cough of his 
is consumption? It ain't. I’ve had 
him examined. Most of it’s a fake, so’s 
he won’t have to go to work like I tell 
him he should, ’stead of sittin’ around 
here moonin’ over Mary.”

“The Jinn—” I said.
“That got you, too, didn’t it? My 

own little joke. I went to a chemist 
the other day. He looked up some 
dope in a conjurer’s book.” From his 
vest pocket the grinning old man pro
duced a little white pellet. “I dropped 
one of these in the bottle,” he said. 
“A little water in there, and up comes 
a purplish, odorless gas. Harmless 
enough.”

I STARED at him. The imagination 
can play one such queer tricks! 

My own tense fancy had conjured 
arms and a face—had made the harm
less rising purple vapor seem a 
monster.

He evidently guessed my thoughts. 
“Look ye, it was damn realistic, wasn’t 
it? I had no idea it would seem so 
real. But anyway, that’s what caused 
it.”

“Then all you told me about the bot
tle, and Tamari—”

“Oh, that was all true enough. A 
legend of our family.” He shrugged. 
“You can believe it or not as you like.” 
He suddenly leaned toward me, plac
ing a hand on my knee. “You know 
it struck me as damn queer, Kent, that 
both Tom and Arthur should have 
thought they saw a purple apparition
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pushing Robert off the terrace two 
weeks ago. I never really believed in 
the Jinn myself. And yet—”

His voice trailed off. I could think 
of nothing to say. He shook himself 
slightly, and went on.

“Well, let’s get to work. I’m an old 
man—won’t live very long now. Guess 
this’ll be the last will I’ll ever draw.”

He had been a clever businessman in 
his day, and an even more clever in
vestor. He was worth nearly a million 
and a half now, in carefully liquid as
sets. His present will left it in equal 
shares to such of his relatives as might 
survive him. This included the aged 
servant Annie Green, but it did not in
clude Arthur; Marks.

“He’s just a protege of my dead 
brother, so I have to support him for 
life,” Ezra explained. “And he won’t 
work. Imagine a man content to loaf 
around here, lettin’ me support him, 
and him with no chance of inheritin’ 
anything.”

There was a fairly substantial leg
acy for Hassan, the Mohammedan 
houseboy. Ezra’s new will, which he 
now proposed to draw, was in keeping 
with the man’s ironic nature. So far 
as the main features were concerned, 
he was making no real changes. But 
he wouldn’t let his squirming relatives 
know it. The only major difference 
was that now he had become interest
ed in a home for crippled children. 
Some of his less liquid assets—his 
long-term investments which he now 
succinctly itemized for me—were to 
go to this charity. It was hardly a 
tenth of his estate; but with ironic 
glte he swore me to secrecy.

“Mary by rights ought to have it 
all,” he said, as though that were 
something to be regretted. “She will, 
too, look ye, if she survives the others. 
With Robert dead, there’s only Tom 
and Annie Green—”

He c h e c k e d  himself. We both 
stiffened; leaped to our feet. From 
outside the living room window came 
a cry, an oath, then a scream of terror. 
Momentarily the puffing wind around 
the house was silent, so that the cries 
came clear.

“Good God !” the old man gasped.
I rushed to the window, he follow

ing me. The scene outside was al

most black—sullen clouds, a dim vista 
of crags and stunted trees, and the 
ground descending a few feet of sharp 
declivity from the house terrace to the 
brink of the gorge. The weather 
seemed breathless out there—breath
less upon the verge of a sudden sum
mer storm. And suddenly lightning 
split the sky, with an almost simul
taneous thunder crack.

A  SHAFT of light from our win
dow and another, perhaps from 

the kitchen, merged on the terrace. At 
its edge, young Tom Blake and 
Arthur Marks were struggling with a 
ghastly purple shape! The Jinn!

Then Marks staggered back, with a 
wild oath of terror stood flailing his 
arms. But the Jinn had seized young 
Blake! Incredible, so that for a mo
ment all I could do was stand gasping, 
numbed. This was no trick of my 
imagination. The monstrous purple 
thing, much as it had looked a while 
ago when old Harkness with his chem
ical trickery had brought it from the 
bottle, was wrapping itself around the 
panic-stricken Tom Blake. Marks had 
staggered back in terror. He made an 
effort to rush forward now.

“Tom!” he screamed.
He jumped from the terrace to the 

rocks, himself in imminent danger of 
going over the lip of the precipice. 
But he was too late. Blake was reel
ing down the steep declivity as his 
flailing arms fought with the Jinn, 
dispelled it. But it came again. Then 
he was on the brink of the jagged 
rocks, staggering, losing his balance. 
A puff of wind must have come over 
the crags, for the ghastly purple shape 
split and dissipated.

At the lip of the brink the stagger
ing, screaming Blake for a second was 
poised. Then he was gone—down into 
the abyss where the Kicking Horse 
River roared toward the falls a mile 
away. They’d find his body down 
there in the morning. Another like 
Robert Harkness. . . .

The violence and swift onslaught of 
the summer storm was common to this 
mountain neighborhood. It burst 
upon us now as we gathered in the 
Harkness living room, a leaping crazy 
wind enveloping the house, lightning
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bolts for a time—then nothing but a 
driving, torrential rain and a roar of 
steady wind.

The pallid, shaken Marks had come 
in from the terrace. Annie Green 
came running from the kitchen. Mary 
had previously left the kitchen, was in 
the hall when the commotion made her 
join us at once in the living room.

Where was Hassan? The thought 
occurred to me. Then from the hall 
side doorway, the Mohammedan came. 
He was bareheaded and wet from the 
rain, his swarthy face almost green 
with terror.

“The Jinn !” he gasped. “Him I 
saw out there. Mr. Tom fought with 
him—fell—”

“Yes, we. saw it,” old Ezra said 
grimly.

At my suggestion we tried to tele
phone the village to notify the au
thorities. The storm had broken 
down the line; the telephone was 
dead. It would be dangerous for any 
of us to attempt the precipitous rocky 
road in a storm like this.

“I’ll attend to this in the morning,” 
old Ezra said. “Nothing we can do 
tonight. Annie, you and Hassan go to 
your rooms. I guess that’s about all 
any of us can do.”

I stared at the old man’s grim face 
and his gleaming eyes. What was in 
his mind? We were marooned here 
for the night. Marooned with a mur
derous Jinn, bent on ridding this fam
ily of its unw'orthy members? Surely 
that was incredible. Some ghastly 
mystery was here in this weird house
hold, but was it a rational murderer— 
or at least a human murderer, dement
ed perhaps, with trappings of the su
pernatural ?

“I think we should go to our rooms,” 
I said. “I agree with Mr. Harkness— 
nothing we can do tonight.”

1 HAD a small loaded revolver in 
my suitcase upstairs. Somehow it 

gave me comfort. Surely this murder
ous thing was something that a bullet 
would stop!

Alone in my room a while later, I 
dropped the weapon into my pocket. I 
had no intention of going to bed. For 
a long time I sat in darkness. The 
house had quieted. Perhaps everyone

but myself was asleep now. The storm 
was still raging—a heavy, driving rain 
and gusts of wind that frequently rat
tled the old house, making it seem to 
shudder.

I must have dozed in my chair be
side the bed. My thoughts blprred. 
A rational murderer here? Or was I 
faced with the supernatural? You 
couldn’t kill a Jinn with a bullet. Was 
there really an avenging Jinn in this 
weird family?

Something snapped me to alertness. 
I found myself sitting bolt upright in 
the darkness. An hour or more had 
passed. Despite the rattling of the 
old house, distinctly I thought I heard 
a patter of footsteps passing my door. 
I was there in a second.

The upper hall was dim with heavy 
shadows. There was just a small 
night-light on the wall to the right of 
me at the head of the front stairs. It 
seemed that I saw a brief shadow on 
the ceiling over there, as though some
one—or something—had just passed 
and was now descending.

A purple shadow? The roaming 
Jinn? The crazy thought made me 
hesitate, my heart pounding. Then, 
weapon in hand, I padded swiftly to 
the stair-well. There was nothing but 
empty stairs and a dim vista of the 
empty lower hall. I turned back to
ward my bedroom. In this wing, I 
knew, there were only my room, old 
Ezra’s and Mary’s. The sudden real
ization made me stiffen. One of those 
two must have passed my door and 
gone downstairs! At the girl’s closed 
door I hesitated. Then I knocked 
softly. Evidently she was not asleep.

“Yes? Who is it?” I heard her mur
mur instantly.

“John Kent.”
The door yielded to my touch, and I 

went in. Mary was sitting on her bed, 
negligee over her pajamas.

“Oh—you!” she gasped. She stiffen
ed with a new terror as she saw the 
weapon in my hand.

“It’s all right,” I m u r m u r e d .  
“Wanted to see if you were safe here. 
I heard somebody pass my door.”

She was on her feet, clinging to me. 
“I heard that, too! Was Grandfather 
going downstairs? Oh, I’m so frights 
ened. I don’t understand all this.
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Grandfather acting so queer—”
“You stay where you are. I’ll go to 

his room and see.’’
But she followed me. The old 

man’s bedroom was at the end of our 
little hallway. The door was closed, 
but it opened at my shove. Ezra Hark- 
ness was gone. Why would he get up 
and go downstairs?

“Wait here,” I whispered to the 
girl. “Or go back to your own room. 
I’ll go down after him.”

Again she clung to me in terror. 
“Oh—don’t leave me — let me come 
with you.”

I could not blame her for not want
ing to be alone.

“All right,” I agreed. “Come on, but 
don’t make any noise.”

A  JARRING bump here in the 
bedroom froze us. But it was 

only a loose shutter of the bedroom 
window, banging in the wind. I went 
there, shielding my eyes as I peered 
through the closed, wet pane. This 
was toward the back of the house. The 
shutter had blown open. I had a dim 
vision of the rocky back yard. And 
something was moving out there! An 
upright blob was faintly visible—a 
man dragging something big and ob
long from the house, out toward the 
curving edge of the cliff!

Momentarily the wind and rain had 
eased; the sky seemed a little bright
er. Was that figure dragging a 
corpse? At first I thought so. And 
then it looked more like a narrow ob
long object the size o f a coffin. As I 
stared, he tumbled the thing over the 
brink, into the boiling river far down 
in the canyon. Then the moving fig
ure vanished among the crags.

“What is it?” Mary murmured anxi
ously. “What do you see? I—oh, I 
feel—so queer,” she gasped. “Some
thing—the matter with me—”

I gripped her as she staggered. She 
was panting now, as though she 
couldn’t get her breath. Something 
the matter with her ? Good God, I felt 
it m yself! My chest seemed bursting. 
Wildly, my heart was racing. I knew 
that something far more tangible than 
terror was making me feel like this! 
Something was in the air of the small, 
closed bedroom—something odorless

which we were breathing and which 
was killing us.

Like a man strangling I clutched at 
my throat with one hand and shoved 
the girl with the other. We staggered 
to the hall door, all but fell through 
it, closed it after us. In the hall, gasp
ing for breath, we quickly revived. 
Presently I felt almost normal.

“Some gas in that bedroom!” I mur
mured. “We had a narrow escape! In 
another minute we would have—”

An eerie voice from downstairs 
made me bite off the words. Faint, 
blurred and muffled, the voice floated 
up to us.

“Jinn, come out! If you exist, come 
out and let me see you.”

The old man’s voice! The wind 
outside was blasting again, a gust 
shaking the house. With the numbed 
and now terrified girl clutching at me, 
I went downstairs. At the living room 
door we stood transfixed. One small 
candle in the chamber was lighted. Its 
faint, flickering glow struggled with 
the shadows. The table, near one of 
the closed windows, still held the pot
bellied Mohammedan bottle.

And before it stood Ezra Harkness, 
exhorting, pleading with the Jinn! 
He was a weird, eerie figure in his 
white nightgown, his spindly bare 
legs like pallid sticks beneath it. His 
wispy white hair was tousled. The 
faint candlelight painted his seamed 
face and gleamed in his eyes. He 
waved his thin arms.

“Come on out, Jinn! I won’t use 
tricks this time. If you really exist, 
let’s see you.”

The pot-bellied bottle stood there 
motionless.

“Jinn, please come—” he pleaded. 
“I guess you’re needed. Some damn 
murderer is here in our family. You’re 
needed, Jinn—”

A sudden blast of the storm-wind 
struck the house wall. The puff ab
ruptly loosened the fastenings of the 
old-fashioned window casement by 
the table. The small sash swung in
ward, out over the table and hit the 
bottle, knocking it to the floor. The 
crash as the bottle broke into frag
ments mingled with old Ezra’s gasp of 
dismay. Then he looked up and saw 
us in the doorway.
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“You, Mary? And Kent? Look ye, 
I been tryin’—”

The girl ran to him. “Grandfather 
dear—”

I took a step, and then I stood 
stricken. The bottle had crashed 
into a hundred scattered fragments. 
But from down there on the floor a 
purple shape was rising!

“The Jinn !” the old man squealed. 
“I didn’t fake him this time, Kent! I 
didn’t put anything in the bottle—not 
this time! But, by God, there he is! 
Look at him!”

Was it a little of old Ezra’s chem
ical, still remaining in the bottle, 
mixed now by the crash with a little 
remaining water? Was it just my 
imagination, as now I breathlessly 
stared, that in the eerie candlelight 
the rising purple shape seemed to take 
on a monstrous travesty of human 
form?

It wavered over us here in mid-air. 
A draft from the window swirled it. 
There was nothing in a second or two 
but a thin stream of purple oozing out 
over my head through the doorway 
into the lower hall. The Jinn, going 
where? I was hardly conscious that I 
was following it into the lower back 
hallway toward the kitchen. Was the 
purple thing leading me somewhere?

I saw suddenly a slit here in the 
wall, a hidden panel that had been slid 
aside, leaving an inch crack as though 
someone had passed through here and 
failed to close it fully. And as though 
by suction of moving air, a faint, re
maining stream of purple was oozing 
through.

I slid the panel farther open. Fetid 
air greeted me. There was a dim vista 
of moldering, steeply descending nar
row stairs. Far down—much below 
the cellar level of the house—a faint 
radiance of light showed. With re
volver leveled, cautiously I went 
down.

When I had stared out that bedroom 
window, seeing a man’s figure out on 
the rocks dragging something, I had 
thought it the demented old man. 
Obviously, it hadn’t been. Who, then? 
The burly, saturnine Arthur Marks?

I saw him now as I reached the bot
tom of the long staircase. A big, 
rocky subterranean chamber was here,

partly under the ancient house. A 
grotto opened off to one side, a nar
row slit at the brink of an abyss. 
Marks was near there on the dim and 
rocky declivity. Beside him, in the 
light of a candle I saw an upright, 
cylindrical metal tank. Another was 
a few feet from it. Pipes led upward 
from them.

A rational murderer! I charged 
angrily toward Marks where he stood 
puttering with his murderous, mys
terious, apparatus. Here was some
thing that my bullet would stop !

“Up with your hands!” I rasped. 
“I’ve got you!”

HE started violently and dropped 
the dangling length of metal 

pipe he was clutching. Vaguely I was 
aware of a puffing hiss.

I saw Marks stagger as though he 
had been struck. Then he screamed. 
His arms flailed as he fought empty 
air. I did not fire. Twenty feet or so 
from him I stood numbed, my weapon 
sagging to my side. You couldn’t 
fight a Jinn with a bullet.

Was it only my imagination, that as 
Marks staggered wildly down the 
rocky slope, I saw his flailing arms 
were futilely trying to ward off an at
tacking purple shape? It seemed to 
envelope him as he tottered at the 
brink. It seemed to go down with him 
as, with a last scream of terror, he 
fell. . . .

The police, when they came next 
morning, prowled until they found 
the rest of Marks’ weird apparatus. 
The old house, before the Harkness 
family bought it, had been connected 
with this secret grotto. Apparently 
no one but Marks had ever stumbled 
upon it. The murders of Robert Hark
ness and Tom Blake now were ob
vious. Marks had installed under the 
house terrace a motor-pump and a big 
tank for compressed air.

Released through a vent on the ter
race, the air had blown his victims 
over the abyss in a single high-pres
sure blast—the sudden releasing of 
the entire contents of the pressure- 
tank. There were controls so that 
Marks could work it from the terrace 
or from the living room. It had been 
one of his tanks which I had seen
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Marks throw into the river. With 
open top, it would fill with water and 
sink, never to be found.

In the grotto, that tank had been 
filled with compressed, pure oxygen 
which he had piped up to old Ezra’s 
bedroom! It was the over-stimula
tion of oxygen which had raced 
Mary’s heart and mine. The old man, 
had he been there asleep in his habit
ually closed little room, would have 
died of that excess stimulation! Dead 
of heart failure. The oxygen would 
evaporate from his blood; no autopsy 
would have disclosed that it had been 
there!

Marks was an ingenious criminal 
indeed, devising two weird methods 
of murder necessary to accomplish his 
purpose. Tom Blake and Robert 
Harkness, being younger men, might 
not have died in their sleep from the 
oxygen. And conversely, old Ezra 
seldom went outdoors. It would have 
been nearly impossible for Marks to 
lure him out there, and have him 
blown over the brink, with witnesses 
who saw it to say that it was an acci
dent.

“Look ye,” the old man told the po
lice and me that morning, “it’s easy to 
see how that damned villain thought 
he was safe. He doesn’t inherit any
thing.”

Marks was the skeleton in the Hark
ness family closet. Ezra’s younger 
brother, long dead now, had been 
Marks’ father—and Annie Green, 
dour, hatchet-faced housekeeper, was

his mother. Perhaps he would have 
killed Mary Harkness later this night. 
In any event, before the old man could 
change his will, the housekeeper 
would have got the bulk of the estate 
—and Marks well knew that his dot
ing mother would not keep it from 
him.

“What do you say about that purple 
Jinn?” the police captain inquired. 
“I guess Marks mixed some purple 
chemicals with his wind-puffs on the 
terrace.”

“But why would he do that?” an
other man objected. “All he wanted 
was to make it look like a normal ac
cident. Why fake something super
natural?”

W HY, indeed? But he must have 
used a purple gas—there was no 

Jinn, of course. Down in the grotto, 
my sudden onslaught had startled 
Marks. Inadvertently he had released 
the pressure in that tank beside him. 
Its puff had made him stagger, and he 
had fallen down the declivity and 
gone over the brink. My imagination 
had conjured that purple shape, I told 
myself.

“Guess that’s right,” the police cap
tain said. “Everybody knows there’s 
no such a thing as a Jinn.”

“Suit yourself,” old Ezra said stub
bornly. “But, look ye, I’m believin’ 
we got Tamari’s Jinn attached to the 
Harkness family. He swore he’d kill 
any of us who needed killin’. And 
Marks sure needed it, didn’t he?”
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CHAPTER I 

Death on the Beach

THE uproar dragged me out of a 
sleep in which I’d been dreaming 
that two-thirds of the lions in 

Africa were chasing me down Holly
wood Boulevard, each of them roaring 
like a Thanksgiving football crowd. 
When I sat up in the darkness, wide 
awake and with sweat beads prickling 
out on my spine, it still sounded as 
though lions were serenading me.

I could distinguish the deep-chested 
barking and snarling of the mastiffs 
that Jonas Curry kept in pens near the

tip of the island. Every once in a while 
one of the hounds would hit high-C 
with a weird savagery that sent icicles 
sliding through my veins. Closer to the 
house a gorilla—I’d been told his name 
was Clarence—rattled the bars of his 
cage and roared a challenge to someone 
or something.

Jonas had a miniature zoo there, in
cluding apes, South American cats, 
snakes, a couple of bears, and most of 
them seemed to be going nuts for some 
reason. Underneath all the pandemo
nium was the steady pounding of the 
wild surf on the seaward cliffs of the 
island.

Not much chance of sleeping. I
42
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“A nice restful spot for a week-end," 
I muttered and decided I needed a 
drink.

I went out into the hall. Jonat 
Curry’s place was big, rambling. At 
one time San Benito Island, twenty 
miles off the California mainland, had 
belonged to a Spanish family who had 
raised a lot of sheep and a lot of chil
dren on it. Their house had been no 
small potatoes even then, and when 
Jonas used some of his millions to buy 
the island, he had built a couple more 
wings to the place. Living on the is
land between exploring jaunts, he had 
put a lot of money into housing the ani
mals he brought back, and on experi
ments and inventions he was somewhat 
reticent about.

Although I’d been one of his battery

found the bed lamp and snapped it on. 
My watch on the night stand said five 
minutes after one. A wet, salty wind 
whipped the curtains at the window, 
driving in off the dark Pacific. I kicked 
the covers off, found a robe and slipperB 
and sat on the edge of the bed, lighting 
a cigarette and listening to the infernal 
hullabaloo outside.
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of lawyers for a couple of years, this 
was the first time I’d visited the island. 
If this night was a sample of the quiet 
week-ends he’d mentioned, I decided it 
would be my last visit.

There was a dim night-light in the 
hallway. I shuffled toward the stairs. 
I hadn’t got there when a door opened 
at my right and something very good- 
looking in a peach-colored negligee ap
peared.

“Top of the morning to you, Patsy,” 
I 6aid. “And is that concert outside the 
usual thing here?”

Patricia Sully shivered. She had the 
blackest hair, the blackest eyes and the 
reddest lips any woman had a right to. 
One of the mastiffs let go with a high, 
wicked keening and Patsy went white.

“I’ve never heard them carry on like 
that,” she said. She looked puzzled, 
faintly alarmed. “I can’t imagine 
what’s upset them so.”

“I wouldn’t know, either,” I said. 
“But I would know a drink might keep 
me from going nutty from all the up
roar. Where does Jonas keep his very 
hardest liquor?”

We went downstairs together, Patsy 
sticking close to me and wincing every 
time the pandemonium outside rose in 
volume. I didn’t mind how close she 
got to me. She happened to be Jonas 
Curry’s coiisin but they weren’t any
thing alike. In contrast to Jonas’ mil
lions, she didn’t have a nickel of her 
own, and she certainly didn’t resemble 
lanky, slab-sided Jonas. But she did 
rate high with me.

When we got down into the sprawl
ing, lower hall, we could see light inch
ing out under the door of the big room 
Jonas had fixed up as his study. Jonas 
looked around at us, startled at our en
trance. He was fully dressed. The pol
ished spectacles that made his pale, 
bony face look like that of a professor, 
flashed at us.

“Next time I come out here, Jonas,” 
I said, “I’m bringing some sleeping 
powders for your menagerie. What’s 
the matter with them?”

He was standing by one of the win
dows. Beyond the glass, moonlight 
sifted through flying scud and made the 
night a faint, ghostly white. The yelp
ing and roaring went on outside.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with

them,” Jonas said. But there was some
thing in his eyes that told me he was 
half-lying—and frightened. “Throw 
some clothes on and we’ll have a look 
around.”

When I came back downstairs, Jonas 
had a hand sunk in the pocket of his 
flannel coat.

The added bulge told me there was 
a gun in the pocket.

“I don’t like the sound of that out 
there, Gerry,” Patsy said worriedly. 
“Will you be careful—both of you?”

“You never knew a McTavish yet 
that wasn’t careful,” I said. “Mix me 
that drink while I’m gone.”

Jonas said nothing.
The island is only a mile long, maybe 

half a mile wide. The house is on the 
flat land at the northern tip, and all the 
other buildings, including Jonas’ lab
oratory and workshop buildings, are 
there too. Toward the south the land 
rises into hills and canyons where 
Jonas grazed a herd of sheep. We 
turned through the uncertain moonlight 
for the kennels where the mastiffs were 
raging.

“Keep a sharp eye out, Gerry,” Jonas 
said, his voice husky.

“For what?” I said. “What do you 
think’s wrong—that perhaps one of 
your animals is loose?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong.”
The mastiffs, about twenty of them, 

were kept in a double row of wire pens. 
Jonas had knocked off dozens of blue 
ribbons with them. Ordinarily the 
beasts didn’t know what fear was. But 
they were frightened now.

We went down between the pens. 
The huge animals padded up and down 
nervously and howled and roared. The 
flash in Jonas’ hand swept around the 
pens. Everything seemed in order. He 
then led the way a hundred feet farther 
on where the gorilla, Clarence, was 
rumbling behind the bars of a cage. 
From there we went past a couple of 
dozen cages. Ocelots, leopards, moun
tain lions, jaguars, stared back at the 
flash with green eyes, spat or howled. 
In a big cage at the end of the row half 
a dozen apes scrambled around and 
chattered at us hysterically.

“Any of the animals missing?” I 
asked him.

“No.”
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Jonas headed toward the greenhouse 
where he raised tomatoes the size of 
cocoanuts and other vegetables just as 
huge by means of this new-fangled 
water culture. Shrubbery rustled be
hind us and Jonas jumped two feet. 
His sigh of relief was like an explosion 
when the flash showed that the shrubs 
had only moved in the wind.

“Jonas, you’ve got a pretty good idea 
what we’re looking for,” I said. “What 
did you think that noise was? Have 
you any idea?”

“I tell you I don’t know. Come on.”
We prowled through the greenhouse 

where tomato vines were a dozen feet 
high and cornstalks towered above that. 
The water tanks in which the roots 
were immersed stretched in long, 
gleaming aisles and we went up and 
down between them without finding 
anything wrong.

The greenhouse is down near the 
beach. We started along the shore path 
for the clump of buildings that were a 
combined laboratory and workshop. 
The beach there—the only real beach 
on the island—runs down a gentle slope 
to the surf. We could see the white 
sand glistening softly in the dull moon
light.

But not quite all of it glistened. Just 
ahead of us, just off the path, there was 
a dark splotch on the sand. We got 
closer, and the finger of the flashlight 
picked up the dark splotch, turned it 
into a bundle of sprawled limbs', dishev
eled clothing.

Jonas faltered, stopped. His breath 
came out in a stifled groan. The flash
light jerked with his hand and the light 
swung off the crumpled figure. I 
grabbed the light from him and took 
half a dozen steps that brought me out 
on the sand, above the body.

The light turned the thing into a hor
rible nightmare. The body was that of 
a woman, a woman whom only a few 
hours before I’d been facing across a 
bridge table. I’d met her for the first 
time that night—she’d been introduced 
as a Mrs. Gail Haskell, a friend of Patsy 
Sully—and she had seemed a jolly, at
tractive sort who played a good game 
of bridge and could hold her own with 
anyone.

But she wasn’t jolly or attractive 
now.

i

CHAPTER II 

“l  Killed Her"

IN the harsh light of the flash, her 
eyes stared lifelessly upward, terror 

stamped in them and in every line of 
her contorted face. She had been wear
ing a suede jacket over a sports dress, 
and over her abdomen and bosom both 
jacket and dress had been ripped and 
torn and shredded to expose her flesh. 
The body had been horribly mangled.

Yet, despite the terrible rending, 
there was little blood about.

Jonas was standing beside me. I 
looked at him in the glow of the flash
light and he was staring downward 
dully. He had been apprehensive be
fore, but now it was impossible to tell 
what emotion lay behind his gaunt face.

“Jonas, in the name of Heaven, 
what’s going on out here on your is
land? Who—or what—could have
killed her in this ghastly fashion?” 

Jonas said nothing, his thin lips com
pressed tightly. He took the flash from 
me, swiveled it around in a wide circle 
that showed nothing moving or alive.

“Is one of your animals loose? Is 
that it?”

“No,” said Jonas flatly. “Come back 
to the house.”

“But we can’t leave her like this!” 
“We can’t help her now. We’ve got 

to get back to the house.” His voice 
was harsh, peremptory.

I caught Jonas Curry’s thoughts. 
With death, fiendish and horrible, 
loose on the island in the darkness, it 
was better to be back at the house 
where the others needed protection.

Patsy Sully came out of the study, 
holding a long drink in her hand. She 
looked at us as we entered the hall, and 
apparently my face didn’t mask the ex
perience I’d just been through. Patsy 
halted.

“What is it? What’s happened?” 
There were quick, light footsteps be

hind her. Quentin Keith, the chemistry 
instructor whose brilliance at Southern 
Tech had attracted Jonas’ attention and 
who had been brought to the island to 
work with Jonas, came through the 
study door. His glance caught Patty’s
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white, startled face and he put his hand 
on her arm soothingly.

“Now take it easy, Patsy,” he said. 
“I told you they’d be all right, that 
there wasn’t anything to be frightened 
of out there. Isn’t that so, Mr. Curry?” 

“No,” Jonas said. “Quentin, see that 
everyone in the house—servants and 
guests—is brought down here. I want 
everyone together—everyone!”

“Quite,” said K e i t h .  His face 
changed, became puzzled. But he 
didn’t question the order. He was a 
good-looking blond man in his twenties 
with serious gray eyes and a world of 
gray matter behind the eyes.

He went quickly up the wide, curv
ing stairs and disappeared. Jonas, 
Patsy and I went into the study.

“I can use that drink now, Pats,” I 
said. “And Jonas could probably use 
one, too.”

Jonas shook his bony head. “No. 
I’ve got to think.” His voice was low 
and faraway, almost as though he were 
talking to himself.

He sat down at a big desk, let his 
forehead drop into his hands, stared at 
the desk. After a moment he picked up 
a pen and began to write.

“Keep hold of yourself, Pats,” I said. 
“Mrs. Haskell’s been killed.”

Patsy stared at me, nodded. “I was 
afraid of something like that. I went 
to her room while you were gone and 
she wasn’t there. How did it happen?” 

I told her. Even though I made it 
brief, I couldn’t keep the horror out of 
my voice, and I saw horror grow in her 
eyes. Outside there was a crescendo of 
howls and roars from the animals, but it 
had been going on so long that I scarce
ly noticed it.

“Pats, you said you were afraid of 
something like that. Why? Have you 
any idea what happened to her or 
what’s going on out here?”

Jonas didn’t look up, but he spoke. 
“Patricia, any explanations that are 

made, I will make.”
Patsy looked at me, shrugged her 

shoulders, and was silent.
I got on the outside of my drink and 

was fixing myself another when Keith 
came back. With him was the huge, 
bearded man who had been introduced 
to me at dinner as Dr. Hugo Kordic. 
I’d recognized the name as that of one

of the country’s most noted gland spec
ialists.

He blinked his eyes sleepily and 
yawned in the bushy, black beard.

“Something amiss, Curry?” he asked. 
“Someone ill?”

“No, doctor,” was the reply. “I have 
something to tell you as soon as the 
others come. Will you sit down, 
please?”

The others were there almost on 
Keith’s heels. There were the Mexican 
couple who took care of the house, and 
another Mexican who worked outside 
and helped with the animals. Bess 
Bennett, the famous woman photog
rapher who has shot pictures of every
thing from sinking ships to the birth of 
polar bears, showed up in a black neg
ligee that was eye-filling. Besides Bess, 
there were James Colfax, a youngish- 
looking fellow who had a name among 
chemists for all his youth, and his 
flaxen-haired wife, still rubbing sleep 
from her eyes.

Bess Bennett took the drink out of 
my hand.

“I don’t know what time it is, Gerry, 
but it’s time for me to have one of 
those,” she said lightly.

Jonas stood up at the desk, let his 
eyes run over the group as though he 
were checking each person off mental
ly. There was a somber relief in his 
gaze.

“I’m sorry to have wakened you at 
this time but I thought it would be safer 
if you were all together.”

“Safer?” Colfax echoed. “Safer? 
Curry, I don’t quite understand.”

“There’s grave danger,” said Jonas. 
“Mrs. Haskell has been killed and 
there’s grave danger to the rest of us.”

Nobody was sleepy any longer.
Jonas went on: “I don’t find myself 

able to go into details at this moment.” 
His voice was dull, dreary. “It’s 
enough to say that I’ve brought it on 
all of you through my own carelessness. 
However, if you will all stay together in 
this room—behind closed windows and 
doors—you will be safe until I can get 
you off the island in the morning. 
Meanwhile I’m going to see what I can 
do to make up for my fatal negligence.”

He stepped from behind the desk and 
went toward the door, astounded stares 
following him. I could see terror grow
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ing in the blue eyes of Mrs. Colfax, and 
Bess Bennett’s sun tan was a sickly yel
low.

“But, my dear Curry,” Dr. Kordic 
said, protestingly, “you can’t leave us 
in ignorance like this. You’ve got to 
give us some explanation, you’ve got to 
tell us what threatens us—”

“Later,” Jonas said. “There will be 
no danger to you if you will remain in 
this room until morning. There might 
very conceivably be a threat to some
one’s sanity if I were to go into details 
at the moment.”

He paused at the door and jerked a 
finger at me. “I want to see you for a 
moment, Gerry.”

When I was out in the hall with him, 
the door closed behind me, he pulled a 
slip of paper from his pocket, handed it 
to me.

“If I’m alive tomorrow,” he said, “I’ll 
tend to this matter myself. If not, I 
want my executors to arrange it.”

I glanced at the slip of paper. It 
read: “This is a codicil to my last will 
and testament. In the event of my 
death,' one half-million dollars of my 
estate is to be placed in a trust fund, the 
income from which shall be divided 
equally between the surviving children 
of Mrs. Gail Haskell.”

It was signed and dated.
“I feel morally and legally responsi

ble for Mrs. Haskell’s death. I under
stand she has two children and this is 
the only way I can think of to make 
amends,” Jonas explained.

“Jonas,” I said, “this is all very 
screwball and I think you owe us—me, 
anyway—an explanation. And don’t 
worry about my sanity. I can take it. 
Who—or what—killed Mrs. Haskell?”

Jonas looked at the floor for a mo
ment, his long, bony face stiff and 
sober. He said finally:

“Gerry, I killed her. I killed her five 
years ago in the South American jun
gle. I killed her with an idle, useless 
idea. More than that I’m not going to 
say right now.”

He swung away from me and went 
toward the room where he kept a col
lection of weapons that was famous 
wherever arms collectors foregathered. 
But the weapon he emerged with was 
no antique. It was a gleaming, long- 
barreled shotgun. He went to the front

door, opened it and looked back at me, 
his long face set in drawn lines.

“Don’t be a fool, Jonas,” I told him. 
“Don’t go blundering out there in the 
dark by yourself if you feel that you 
absolutely have to go. Let me have a 
gun and I’ll go with you. If it’s one of 
your animals that’s escaped and killed 
Mrs. Haskell, two guns are better than 
one.”

He shook his head. His voice was 
stubborn. “Do you know of any animal 
in my collection that could have killed 
a human being in that fashion?”

“No.”
“Anyway, the carelessness w a s  

mine,” Jonas said doggedly. “If there 
are any further consequences, I’ll take 
them. Go back and keep everyone to
gether until daylight. If I haven’t re
turned by then, have the men arm them
selves and escort the women to the 
cruiser and get away from the island.”

The door slammed and I stood there, 
my mind churning.

What had Jonas meant by that 
screwball stuff about South American 
jungles and having killed Mrs. Haskell 
five years ago with an idle, useless idea? 
And if an animal hadn’t killed Mrs. 
Haskell, what had ? Certainly not a hu
man being.

After five minutes of tramping up and 
down the hall, I gave it up. Jonas was 
the only one who had the explanation 
and his refusal to explain had been as 
mysterious as the mystery itself.

Then I thought: Jonas isn’t the only 
one who knows. Patsy Sully knows— 
or suspects. And certainly Quentin 
Keith knows.

I went back toward the study.

CHAPTER III 
Monstrous Shape

THERE’S nothing in the world, ap
parently, that will make a bridge 

fiend forego a chance for a game.
When I stepped into the study, there 

was a game going on, with Colfax and 
Bess Bennett pitted against the doctor 
and Mrs. Colfax.

“Three spades,” Bess said, looked up 
at me and shivered. “Did you find out



48 TH RILLING M YSTERY

from Jonas what this is all about?” 
“No”
“Very strange, very strange,” Dr. 

Kordic said. “I don’t mean your bid, 
Miss Bennett. I bid four hearts.”

The game went on and I crossed the 
room, sat in a chair opposite the divan 
where Keith Quentin sat close to Patsy 
Sully, patting her hand comfortingly. 
Patsy turned to me.

“Gerry, where’s Jonas?”
“He went out.”
“Out?” exploded Keith. “Good Lord 

—what for?”
He looked horrified.
“He went out with a shotgun,” I said. 

“Maybe he’s after ducks, but I doubt 
it.” I looked hard at Keith and then at 
Patsy. “Listen, here—you two know 
what’s going on out there. As Jonas’ 
lawyer, I ought to know, too.”

“But, Gerry, if Jonas didn’t tell 
you—”

Keith cut in. “Exactly,” he said. “If 
Mr. Curry had wished to make an ex
planation, he would have done so.” 

Patsy nodded slowly, almost unwill
ingly.

“I’m afraid Quentin is right, Gerry. 
We’ll have to let Jonas make what dis
closures he sees fit.”

I got a little sore. “Okay, okay. But 
it’ll come out eventually.”

Keith shrugged, looked at Patsy. I 
caught the very complete approval in 
his gaze. I didn’t blame him for ap
proving of her—I approved of her my
self—but I wasn’t too pleased with the 
way she was shutting me out from in
formation I should be having.

I got up and wandered around the 
room, stopping by the window where 
I’d first seen Jonas standing. The 
moon had been swallowed up in the 
clouds, and I couldn’t see much except 
the reflection in the glass of a lantern- 
jawed lawyer named Gerry McTavish. 
He didn’t look like any prize to me. 
His face was sore and not a little ap
prehensive.

Outside, vague patches of gloom 
moved and swayed in deeper darkness. 
They were probably just trees and 
shrubs moving in the wind. I drew 
away from the window just the same 
and pulled the draperies shut. The ani
mals seemed to have quieted a bit, but 
every now and then one of them would

loose a long, mournful howl.
My watch said it was twenty after 

two. After I’d walked fifty miles 
around the room, kibitzed on the bridge 
game a while, and walked fifty miles 
more, I looked at the watch again. Fif
teen minutes had passed.

I went back to watching the bridge 
game. If they could keep their minds 
off things with a deck of cards, it might 
help me. Mrs. Colfax had five hearts 
from the king and not much else, but 
she bid five hearts. She was too good 
a bridge player to bid like that. So I 
knew she didn’t have her mind on 
bridge, any more than I did.

She got no chance to play the hand 
out. Bess Bennett had her mouth open 
to double the bid but the words never 
emerged,

From south of the house there came 
the loud, sharp explosion of a gun. It 
was followed instantly by a faint 
scream, and everyone in that room froze 
for long seconds.

After that lone, crashing shot and the 
scream, there was nothing, nothing ex
cept the moan of the wind about the 
corners of the house, the rhythm of the 
surf pounding the cliffs. Even the ani
mals were completely quiet, and inside 
the room none of us seemed to breathe.

Suddenly Dr. Kordic put his cards 
down on the table. He rose, his beard 
flaring about his face.

“I—for one—can stand this blind 
suspense no longer.” He looked around 
and his eyes fastened on me. “McTav
ish, may I speak with you outside the 
room for a moment?”

Quentin Keith said w o r r i e d l y :  
“What are you going to do, doctor? 
Mr. Curry asked that we all stay here 
together.”

“Are you prepared to tell us what’s 
behind this mystery?” Kordic asked.

“That will have to come from Mr. 
Curry.”

The doctor moved toward the door 
and I followed him into the hall. He 
closed the door.

“McTavish,” he said, “I can’t let poor 
Curry be out there alone to face what
ever this danger is. He’s too valuable 
a man to science to let him risk his life 
just because he feels a responsibility 
for something having gone wrong here. 
Have you the courage to go with me
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and bring him back?”
Remembering that solitary gunshot 

and the scream that had followed it, I 
wondered if perhaps it wasn’t a little 
too late to be of much help to Jonas. 
But I said: “I’d rather do anything than 
sit around and wonder what’s going on. 
Incidentally, have you any idea just 
what is  going on?”

He frowned. “Not the slightest. 
Curry said something when he invited 
me out here about having some unusual 
results to show in the way of glandular 
experimentation. He invited Colfax for 
the same reason, I understand, and had 
Miss Bennett here to make some pic
tures in the same connection. It was 
late when we arrived, and he told us 
he’d go into the matter tomorrow. 
Whether that has anything to do with 
what’s happened tonight, I don’t know. 
Where does Curry keep his guns?”

I led the way to the gunroom and 
there we found a shotgun, the mate to 
the one Jonas had gone out into the 
night with, and a rifle. Kordic took the 
shotgun. I could see by the way he 
handled it that he was no stranger to 
guns. I wished I’d felt as much at home 
with my weapon as he did with his.

We went out the front door into the 
windy darkness and slammed the big 
door firmly behind us. The breeze 
coming in from the sea was growing 
stronger.

“The shot and the scream came from 
the south, toward the hills,” I said.

We turned that way, elbow to elbow.
The animals were at it again, worry

ing their fear and apprehension the way 
a dog worries a bone.

Kordic spoke in a low voice, as 
though the mysterious menace might 
be there beside us.

“Whatever happens, McTavish, we 
stay close to each other. Understood?”

“You couldn’t pry me away from 
you.”

We angled around the house, past the 
dark bulk of the laboratory and work
shop. Our feet grated on the gravel of 
a path that, I’d noticed on my arrival 
during the afternoon, led toward the 
hills to the south.

Once Kordic halted and his voice 
rang out.

“Curry!”
There was only silence, and the doc

tor tried it again. The wind whipped 
his voice away into nothingness.

The path climbed beneath our feet. 
In a matter of minutes we were on the 
crest of a hill, well above the house. 
Up there the night didn’t seem so black. 
The ocean showed a wave, tipped with 
phosphorescence here and there, and 
the buildings at the tip of the island 
were gray blocks against a black earth. 
Above us the Bky was faintly gray.

We paused there, looking downward.
“If the shot had been fired beyond 

this point, doctor, I don’t believe we’d 
have heard it—”

Kordic put fingers onto my arm. 
They bit into my flesh like iron.

“Quiet—listen!”
I listened, scarcely breathing. At 

first I could hear nothing but the 
steady, whining sweep of the wind 
through the shrubs around us and 
above the path. Then it seemed there 
was stealthy movement, almost sound
less movement. A tiny stone was dis
lodged from somewhere and bounced 
down toward us.

It happened without further warning. 
A thing compounded of black bulk and 
writhing limbs seemed to soar out of 
the brush above us, to blot out the 
whole sky for a moment as it de
scended.

Kordic cried out and jerked the shot
gun upward, jolting me off my balance 
as he did so. I staggered sidewise, my 
feet found only empty space and I 
plunged off the path, dropped into dark
ness.

There was no gunshot but I heard a 
single, muffled scream as I whirled 
down in a fall that seemed endless. 
Branches and rocks clawed at me—and 
suddenly the whole world exploded in
side my head.

CHAPTER IV 
Jungle Spawn

DAWN was just slipping over the 
horizon from the California coast 

the next time I knew much about any
thing. I was huddled beneath a bush 
with my head against the trunk of a 
stunted oak tree. There was dried
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blood on my face. I lay there a moment 
after my eyes opened, trying to think 
why I was there, trying to remember 
what had happened to me.

Then I remembered—plenty. I could 
recall that writhing shape that had 
seemed to spring out of the sky at us, I 
could remember slipping off the path 
into space, and I could still hear the 
muffled scream of Dr. Kordic. I shud
dered, the movement sending pain all 
through my body.

I crawled to my hands and knees, 
staggered weakly to my feet. I was 
stiff and sore in every joint but other
wise unharmed. Whatever it was that 
had stalked us in the night had passed 
me by unhurt.

A hundred feet above me up to the 
steep side of a little canyon I could see 
the rim of the path.

Halfway up I found the rifle that had 
spun out out of my grasp in the fall. 
I picked it up and felt safer for having 
it. I made sure there was a cartridge 
in the breech and scrambled up toward 
the path, ready for anything.

The thing that was there called for 
no use of a weapon. That thing had 
been Dr. Kordic, and even before I 
caught more than a glimpse of his legs, 
sprawled out beyond the rim of the 
path, I instinctively knew what to ex
pect.

When I looked down at him, I was 
shaking with horror and also with rage, 
rage that any human intelligence, that 
of Jonas Curry or anyone else, could 
have let such loathsome destruction 
loose upon a fellow creature. Kordic’s 
whole chest cavity had been crushed 
in, mangled, and blood and bone 
mingled with bloody cloth. Once again 
I noted how, in some way, the vital 
juices of the man’s body had been 
sucked away, leaving the body like a 
pallid shell.

I turned away, sickness at the mar
row of my bones, and stumbled down 
the path toward the house. I held my 
rifle at the ready, starting at every 
imagined sound and every movement 
of the brush in the wind.

I went across the fields, past Jonas’ 
workshop buildings and on toward the 
house. When I was still twenty feet 
from the front door, it was flung open 
—Patsy stood there.

She looked at me for a moment as 
though she couldn’t believe her eyes, 
and then ran toward me, put her arm 
in mine to keep my stumbling steps 
going toward the house.

‘‘Thank God, Gerry! I thought you 
—you were—”

“Dead, Pats? Not quite.”
Keith appeared at the doorway.
“Thank heaven you’re safe, Mr. Mc- 

Tavish. After what happened to Dr. 
Kordic, we hadn’t much hope for you.”

“You know what happened to Kor
dic?”

He nodded. “Mr. Curry and I went 
out searching for the two of you—and 
found him.”

We were inside the big hall.
“Since you know what happened to 

Kordic, you’d better let me know, too. 
Because if I don’t find out blasted soon 
what’s behind all this, I’m going to 
blow the lid off in a big way. Jonas 
Curry could have twenty times the 
dough he has, and I’d still blow the lid 
off.”

Jonas’ voice said, “You’re quite right, 
Gerry.”

I turned my head. He was standing 
at the other end of the hall, gray-faced 
and quiet.

“Will you come in here with me, 
Gerry?” he said.

I walked the length of the hall and 
through the door he held open. He 
came in after me, closed the door.

We were in a room I hadn’t seen be
fore, a long room that looked halfway 
between a chemical laboratory and a 
greenhouse. There was a long table, 
upon which there were retorts, Bunsen 
burners, test tubes, flasks. Shelves 
above the table held dozens of jars, 
filled with fluids of various colors. At 
the end of the room there was a desk, 
and beyond that a window which 
looked out upon the buildings of the 
workshop.

Jonas shoved a chair at me and I sat
down.

“Spill it, Jonas. I’m waiting.”
Instead of speaking, he pulled open 

a drawer of the desk and brought out a 
sealed jar. He put it on the desk. I 
felt the blood chill in me in spite of the 
fact that the thing inside the jar had 
been long dead and was preserved in 
alcohol.
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Even dead, it was loathsome—a 
furry, eight-legged creature with two 
beady eyes back of its mandibles—eyes 
that seemed to fasten on me as the body 
swayed and moved in the fluid.

“All right,” I said. “It’s a tarantula 
—and what’s that got to do with it?” 

“Everything,” Jonas said. “And it 
isn’t a tarantula, Gerry. It’s what is 
called a bird-eating spider, although 
people confuse it with the true taran
tula. It’s fairly common in South 
America.”

“I’ll take your word for it. But I 
still want to know what this has to do 
with Mrs. Haskell and Kordic being 
killed. This thing is perhaps a foot in 
diameter—the thing that attacked Kor
dic was as big as a calf. I saw it for a 
moment before Kordic upset me and 
spilled me off the path. If it wasn’t 
ten feet across, I’m crazy.”

“No,” said Jonas, “you’re not crazy. 
It was closer to twelve feet in diameter 
from the tip of one set of legs to the tip 
of the other set. I know—because I 
created it.”

I stared at him. “You created it?” 
He nodded wearily. “I played God, 

Gerry. And sometimes it isn’t wise for 
a mortal to play God. It can end in 
disaster.”

“Go on,” I said.
He looked down dully at the spider 

floating in the alcohol.
“A few years ago,” he said, not look

ing at me and speaking as though to 
himself, “I became interested in en
docrinology—the science of the duct
less glands, the glands that control the 
development and size of the body and 
our behavior—”

“I know about them.”
“Well, I had several interesting 

theories I wanted to prove, and since I 
couldn’t experiment on humans, I tried 
animals of various sorts. I had no luck 
with any of those I tried, so I gave up 
the experiments for a while in favor of 
an exploring trip to South America.

“These bird-eating spiders interested 
me. I had a small collection of them 
brought back, thinking that I hadn’t 
tried Arachnidae—the spider family— 
in my experiments, and that these bird
eating spiders would be ideal for my 
purposes, since they were large enough 
to work on, and lived sometimes for

several years.
“There’s no need going into details 

but I’ve had astounding success with 
these spiders. They breed rapidly, and 
by cross-breeding and inoculations of 
pituitary and other glands, I succeeded 
in increasing their size to a diameter 
of from ten to twelve feet”

“And what for?” I asked.
“Why,” said Jonas, apparently as

tonished, “just to show it could be 
done.”

“You’re a clever man,” I told him, 
“and a fool, Jonas. A careless fool, too. 
What right had you to bring anyone 
here while those things were wander
ing around loose. Perhaps the law will 
say those two deaths were accidents, 
but you know in your heart—”

“They weren’t accidents, Gerry,” he 
said, his lips thin. “They were mur
der.”

“Murder?” I breathed.
“Exactly. The spiders naturally were 

not allowed to wander around loose. 
They are kept in cages beneath the 
laboratory. I knew Mrs. Haskell had 
gone for a stroll last night, and after 
we had found her body, I thought— 
feared—that I had carelessly left one 
of the cages unlatched after feeding my 
collection their customary meal of a 
live sheep apiece during the evening. 
When we returned to the house, I 
checked the cages and found all but one 
securely fastened. Yet later another 
one of the beasts was released, and that 
one killed Kordic.”

“How do you know it wasn’t the first 
one that got loose, the same one that 
had already killed Mrs. Haskell?” 

“Because that one was dead before 
Kordic was killed. I shot it. And when 
I returned to the house and found you 
and Kordic gone, I went at once to the 
laboratory and found a second cage 
empty. I went out again at once with 
young Keith, and we found the second 
spider still gorging on Kordic’s body. 
It came down the trail to attack us, and 
the blast of the gun blew it off the path 
and into the canyon. There’s no doubt 
that this was murder, and that it was 
directed at me, even though we may 
never be able to prove it.”

“Directed at you? What makes you 
think that?”

“Because the first one was loosed be
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tween the time I fed the spiders and 
the time I customarily take a walk up 
and down the beach before retiring. 
That Mrs. Haskell also decided to take 
a walk, and that she was the person 
killed, is the only accidental part about 
it.”

My eyes dwelt on the spider in the 
bottle and I shuddered, thinking of one 
a hundred times that big.

“But who’d want to kill you, Jonas? 
There’s certainly no one on the island 
who would have any motive.”

“Think again,” Jonas said, his face 
drawn and ugly. “There’s one person 
here, just one, who was familiar with 
the spiders, and who also had an excel
lent reason for wanting me dead.”

“Who?”
“Patricia Sully.” The words came 

out slowly.
“Pats?” I said. “Jonas, now I know 

you’re crazy.”
“Patricia,” said Jonas tonelessly, “is 

penniless except for what I give her. 
On my death she would inherit the bulk 
of my estate. She knew a good deal 
about the spiders. From time to time, 
she’s helped me with them.”

“I still think you’re crazy.”
“Furthermore, I’ve found out that 

while you and I were gone from the 
house the first time, she disappeared 
for a few minutes, ostensibly to get ice 
for the drinks she made. She cpuld 
have managed to unlatch the cage of 
another spider in that time. I’m afraid 
that so far as the law is concerned, there 
is no way it can be proved or disproved, 
but I am convinced of her guilt, and to
day I want you to draw up a new will 
for me.”

“Have you told her what you sus
pect?”

“No. But since I’ve come back from 
killing the second spider, I’ve kept her 
under my eyes constantly so she would 
have no further opportunity to do any
thing. And I’ve made sure also that 
all the remaining spiders are securely 
caged.”

He stood there silent for a moment or 
two, finally went to a corner of the 
room where he poured fluid from a 
demijohn into an enameled pail. He 
put the demijohn back on a shelf, and 
from another shelf took a cardboard 
box.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.
“The thing I should have done long 

ago—destroy the spiders. This liquid 
is sulphuric acid and in the box is cya
nide.”

“Lethal chamber stuff, you mean?”
“Exactly. In ten minutes, every one 

of them—there are eleven left—will be 
dead.”

The pail in one hand, the box in the 
other, he left the room. I sat there, still 
stupefied. The horror of the loathsome 
things he had created was only sur
passed by the horror of the thought that 
Patsy Sully could have freed them on 
defenseless and unwarned human be
ings. I didn’t believe it.

After a while, I saw Jonas walking 
across in front of the window where I 
sat, heading toward the laboratory. A 
shaft of sunlight struck out over the 
ocean and threw his figure into sharp 
relief against the mass of the building. 
I saw him glance toward the labora
tory, suddenly hesitate, slow his steps 
and, following the line of his glance, I 
saw what had caught his eye.

The door of the laboratory was open. 
That didn’t mean anything in partic
ular to me—for a moment. Then it did.

The door edged open a little farther, 
suddenly swung wide under pressure 
from within. Two long, hairy legs 
jutted out past the opening, then two 
more, and then a blunt, hairy body 
came into sight.

Jonas flung the bucket from him, the 
cardboard box another direction. He 
spun and started to run. I gaped 
through the window, unable to move. 
A huge, rounded bulk came through 
the door. It moved across the ground 
like lightning, flowed rather than ran.

If Jonas had only clung to the bucket 
of acid, thrown it at the creature, he 
might have had a chance. But in his 
panic he’d thrown away his only hope.

I spun, ran for the rifle which I’d 
leaned against the wall a dozen feet 
away, ran for the window again. The 
spider was within a dozen feet of Jonas 
as I battered glass from the window. 
Then it launched itself through the air 
in one tremendous leap and Jonas went 
down, vanished beneath its clutching 
legs, its great hairy body.

Without knowing it, I was shouting 
curses, incoherent words. Then I was
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pumping lead into that horrible body 
fifty feet away. The thing gave one 
weird, whinnying scream, the same sort 
of shrill sound we’d heard the night be
fore, and slumped, its legs sprawling 
aimlessly. But I went on firing until 
the rifle clicked and went silent in my 
hands.

I battered more glass out of the win
dow and got through to the outside 
somehow. I ran toward the horrid 
bloody mass that had been spider and 
man only a moment before, but Quen
tin Keith was there before me, round
ing the comer of the house from the 
front door as I clambered from the 
window. He was white, glassy-eyed 
with horror, but he shoved at the car
cass of the spider, rolled it aside and 
knelt by Jonas’ body.

But it was too late to do anything 
about Jonas. I’d known it would be 
too late even when I’d snatched up the 
rifle.

CHAPTER V
Killers Unleashed— Killer Unmasked

THE trim cruiser that Jonas had 
used for communication with the 

mainland rocked gently at the wharf in 
the morning sun. James Colfax helped 
his flaxen-haired wife aboard. Bess 
Bennett jumped aboard, disdaining my 
hand.

“Even if I’d been willing to take pic
tures of them, Gerry, nobody would 
have believed them,” she said.

The three Mexicans were huddled in 
the cockpit of the boat and the motor 
was turning over rhythmically, but I 
didn’t help Patsy Sully aboard. She 
and Keith Quentin stood on the dock 
beside me.

“W e’ll be with you in a few min
utes,” I said to those aboard.

Turning, I took Pats’ arm in one 
hand, Keith’s in the other. Pats looked 
at me.

“Before we leave,” I said, “we’re go
ing to do what Jonas failed to do.” 

“Destroy the spiders?” said Patsy. 
“Right,” I said. “And you two are 

going to show me how to get in at them 
without any more—accidents, shall I

call them?”
“Good idea, Mr. McTavish,” Keith 

said. “I’ve been frightened of the 
beasts for months.”

We went back into the house where 
Keith found sulphuric acid, cyanide 
pellets. We went out of the house and 
toward the laboratory, passing through 
the door where the horrifying shape of 
the great spider had emerged for its 
spring on Jonas. Keith snapped on a 
light, and we went down a stairway. 
He clicked on another switch.

The light showed us a long row of 
cages, fine-screened. B e h i n d  the 
s c r e e n s ,  abominable hairy bodies 
moved. Long, hairy legs writhed and 
hooked into the meshes of the screens. 
Beady eyes caught the light and fixed 
themselves on us.

“This is a job I’ll like to do, Mr. Mc
Tavish,” Keith said. “And then get off 
this island of horror forever.”

“Ah,” I said, “but you’re not going 
to do exactly that, Keith. Not imme
diately, at any rate.’

There was complete silence in the 
laboratory for a moment.

“I don’t understand,” Keith said. 
“Pats,” I said, “there’s just one thing 

I want to know. Have you ever en
couraged Quentin Keith to think you 
might marry him?”

Pats looked at me steadily for a mo
ment.

“I think I know what you mean, 
Gerry. Yes, I’ve liked Quentin. I— 
I’m afraid I’ve let him know it. It 
wasn’t anything more than that, but he 
might have misunderstood.”

“That makes everything clear then,” 
I said. “Doesn’t it, Keith?”

The blond man spoke in a husky 
voice.

“I don’t know what you mean.” 
“Here it is in short words. If Jonas 

should die, Pats would inherit his for
tune, and you had an idea you could 
marry it. Jonas was convinced that 
Pats had let these beasts loose, and she 
did have the opportunity to let the first 
two escape—but not the third. I know 
that, because he told me he’d kept his 
eye on her for hours. There’s only one 
other person who has worked around 
the spiders, and only one who could 
have freed the third spider, the one that 
killed Jonas. That was you!”
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Keith’s face was pallid, twisted into 
strange lines that made him look old, 
tired.

“You lie!” he breathed.
“I don’t think so,” I said. “I think 

my summing up is very close to cor
rect. At any rate, you’re staying on 
the island until I can send out some law 
to take charge. Those lads have ways 
to make a man talk. Now get busy and 
put that poison together.”

He put the pail of acid op the ground, 
dropped the package of pellets on the 
ledge before the cages. Suddenly his 
hand went to his hip and came back, 
holding a small, gleaming gun.

“No, McTavish,” “it isn’t going to 
wind up in just that fashion. Get out
side—both of you!”

“Dimwit, you can’t get away with 
shooting us. You know that.”

“Get outside!”
There wasn’t much else to do. I 

backed out, trying to cover Pats from 
the gun. Keith followed us, stood at 
the doorway.

“Keep going—up the path there. One 
moment of hesitation, one backward 
look, and I’ll let you have it.”

I turned, pushed Pats ahead of me. I 
was thinking that Keith was a fool. At 
two hundred yards, we’d be well out of 
revolver range. There’d be nothing he 
could do then, as long as those people 
were down there on the boat, a quarter 
of a mile away.

But I was underestimating the man, 
underestimating his brains and his 
cunning.

We got two hundred yards away, 
where the path was leading up between 
overhanging, steep banks of soil, and I 
stole a look backward.

Keith wasn’t in sight, but at the door
way of the laboratory a bulky, hairy 
body poised! An instant later it was 
outside, moving slowly, tentatively 
along the path. Even as I hesitated 
there, fascinated by horror, a second 
spidery body appeared, a third.

Keith must have opened the doors of 
all the cages. How he had done it, I 
didn’t know, but he had done it. The 
killers were unleashed upon us.

And we were cut off from the boat as 
definitely as though the earth had open
ed between it and us. If we attempted 
to come down that path, nothing on

earth could save us from the doom that 
had claimed Jonas and Kordic and Mrs. 
Haskell!

Pats turned, looked over her shoul
der. She staggered and I caught her.

"Keep going, Pats,” I panted. “It’s 
our only hope. If we can outdistance 
them to the other end of the island, 
reach the water somehow—”

But I didn’t think we had a chance.
Already two of the huge, abominable 

bodies were questing up the path. I 
didn’t know whether they scented their 
prey or depended upon eyesight. But 
they moved with incredible rapidity.

Patsy had what it takes. She made 
no sound, just ran, with me behind her. 
We gained elevation and I looked back 
for an instant. I could count eight of 
the horrible bodies, legs flickering in 
the early morning sunlight. Whether 
they had sighted us or not I couldn’t 
tell, for they came on in spurts, some of 
them lagging for a moment only to run 
forward again with that peculiar glid
ing speed. But all were mounting the 
path behind us.

I concluded it must have been sight 
rather than scent that they depended 
upon, for the wind was blowing on our 
backs, from them to us, so that scent 
could not have carried to them.

It gave me an idea.
I grabbed Pats by the arm. “Detour 

ahead, Pats.”
I dragged her off the path, down the 

steepness of the hillside and into the 
narrow canyon below.

“Maybe we can outflank them,” I 
gasped. “They’re coming up the path. 
If we can get by them, get down to the 
flat again while they’re up here, we 
could make it to the boat.”

Patsy managed a grin.
“Trust a Scotchman to think of the 

close ones. Lead on, McTavish—and 
while I’ve still got breath to say it, I 
think you’re swell, Gerry.”

“You’re something yourself, Pats. 
Remind me to enlarge on that when we 
have more time.”

We were struggling down the dry 
bed of a winter stream, the brush thick 
about us, rocks turning under our feet, 
the walls of the canyon high above us.

We came out on a slight rise that 
let us look down the sloping course of 
the canyon.
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“Look, Gerry!” Patsy cried. “It’s— 
it’s no go.”

Down below us, a quarter of a mile 
or so, I could see humped hairy things 
picking their way up the canyon bot
tom. There were three of the loath
some creatures below us, others on the 
path above.

Pats sat down on a boulder.
“I can’t run any longer. Oh, Gerry, 

it’s no use—”
“Pats, we can’t give up—we’ve got to 

make a try anyway. Get up—come on!”
“I can’t, Gerry. Go on—maybe you 

can get away.”
I sat down on the rock beside her. 

We sat there thirty seconds and Patsy 
jumped up.

“It’s happened, Gerry! It’s hap
pened !”

“What?”
“The wind—don’t you feel it? It’s 

turned, it’s coming from the other direc
tion.”

“All right.”
I could look down the canyon and see 

those crawling shapes, a few hundred 
yards away now.

“Don’t you see what it means?” 
Patsy cried.

“No.”
“Haven’t you got a match, a cigarette 

lighter, something?”
I jumped up, yelled.
“I have—and what you have, Pats, 

is brains!”
I found matches, lit a whole book of 

them at once, tossed them into a clump 
of dried grass beneath dried brush. 
The grass flared up as though I had 
dynamited it, the brush burst into 
flame. The wind, coming over our 
shoulders, caught sparks and flung 
them a hundred yards in an instant. 
Flame jumped up where the sparks hit, 
and other sparks danced down wind. In 
a minute, two minutes, the canyon was 
aflame below us for a quarter of a mile.

Flame and smoke hid from me what 
was happening below us, but I didn’t 
need to see. I knew. The most gigantic 
spiders in the world wouldn’t have been 
able to outrun that snarling blast of 
fire, whipped by the wind that came in 
a downdraft through the canyon.

After a while Patsy stood up, and we

waded downward through hot ashes 
that stung our soles and our ankles. 
We came out of the mouth of the can
yon, down through the last seared spot 
where the fire had burned itself out on 
the edge of the flat land.

Ahead of us the laboratory lay, silent, 
untenanted for all we knew. But we 
approached it cautiously, quietly.

We got within twenty feet and I 
grabbed Patsy, pulled her back.

“What’s the matter, Gerry? Is there 
still danger?”

“Do you smell bitter almonds?”
She sniffed tentatively. “Yes, I do.”
“Stay here.”
I put my handkerchief over my 

mouth and nose, held my breath and 
made a run for the open door of the 
building, got halfway down the stair
way.

I got one look at the room there, 
and in that single look I took it all in.

White vapor floated above the pail 
of acid that Quentin Keith had put 
down, and the package of cyanide pel
lets was missing from the ledge in front 
of the cages. A door swung open where 
the pellets had been, and I could read 
what had happened.

In another cage, the door of which 
was closed, there slumped a blond
haired figure. Keith had opened the 
cage, had crawled into an unoccupied 
cage himself. The pellets had been 
shoved off into the acid as one of the 
spiders had pushed open his cage door.

My heart began to labor, my lungs to 
choke up. I couldn’t hold my breath 
any longer. I spun, headed for clean 
air, and fell through the doorway where 
Pats dragged me well away from the 
aura of bitter almonds.

“Pats,” I panted, “you saved my life 
a few minutes ago when you thought 
about the wind changing—and again 
just now. According to all the rules of 
romance, you’ve got to marry me now.”

“I might, at that,” she said.
So she did.
She got Jonas’ fortune, too. But we 

gave most of that away to scientific in
stitutions. The only stipulation we 
made is that they don’t do any research 
on spiders. Flies, maybe—but spiders 
are out.
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The HOOFS of DOOM
By JOE ARCHIBALD

Jarl caught hooked finger* Into the shaggy inane

THE bleak brick house in the bot
toms was centuries old. It was a 
vast, forbidding structure set in 

a great dip in the ground not many 
miles from the Cornish coast. It had 
great rounded gables and high chim
neys that had become warped by the 
drive of the winds.

The great oak trees crowding close 
to its decaying sides possessed twisted, 
blasted, dead branches with only a 
handful of leaves to make ghostly mu
sic in the rush of the wind. A stretch 
of sandy, almost shrubless ground sep
arated the house from a cluster of out-

Stark Fear Stalks Kelch's 
Meadows When the Black 
Stallion of Evil Speeds 

Through the Night!

buildings with sagging roofs.
They called this place and the deso

late terrain surrounding it, Kelch’s 
Bottoms.

Old Kelch sat in a wheel-chair near 
a great, blackened fireplace in the
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kitchen of the brick house. He seemed 
as old and twisted and gnarled as the 
rotting trees outside. His bony left 
hand, criss-crossed by ugly swollen 
veins, held tightly to a dirty shawl that 
was drawn around his sloping shoul
ders. His right hand seemed broken 
at the wrist, and it was held clawlike 
against his chest.

There was a sardonic upward twist 
at the right side of his slit of a mouth, 
and his right eye was twisted, too, and 
was half-closed. Bitterness toward his 
lot was stamped plainly on Kelch’s 
face. It fairly glittered in his rheumy 
eyes.

“Push me to the window, old wom
an!” Kelch cried out in the halting 
speech of a paralytic. “I heard that 
sound ag’in !”

A thin, bent woman with stringy 
gray hair got slowly up from her place 
in a dimly lighted corner of the room 
and shuffled across the unpainted wide 
boards of the floor. She looked at the 
huddled figure of a man sitting on a 
stool not far from Kelch.

He had a small, peaked, whiskered 
face, and he sipped at gin and bitters. 
His name was Swarler, and he was the 
old woman’s husband. They had been 
with Kelch for thirty years.

The woman sniffed audibly and ex- 
pressibly.

“No wonder ye hear things, you 
two,” she muttered. “Sittin’ listenin’ 
for things here every night—things 
that ain’t there.”

“Hold your tongue, woman!” Kelch 
lashed out. “I heard it. That stallion’s 
loose again. That black devil!” 
Kelch’s eyes lost their bitterness for a 
moment, and they began to burn with 
a wild, strange light.

Outside the wind washed creepy 
sounds out of the branches of the oaks. 
Their dead branches beat against the 
window panes like the impatient tap
pings of skeleton fingers. Above the 
other sounds stirring out in the black 
night, there came a shrill, piercing 
blast. Kelch leaned forward in his in
valid’s chair and let a curse drop out 
of his thin mouth.

“It’s him, I tell ye !” Kelch screeched. 
“I’d know that sound anywhere. 
They’ve let him loose. Them two 
worthless fools!”

K ELCH had no sooner spoken 
when there came a fumbling at 

the latch of the kitchen door. It 
banged inward and a tall man clad in 
rough, baggy tweeds swung to face the 
old man near the window. His rugged 
features resembled those of old Kelch. 
His eyes were black and were sunk 
deep in their sockets. His hair was 
thick and black, and grew well down 
over the nape of his neck.

“That devil got loose!” the man cried 
hoarsely. “Must of broke its rope.” 

Kelch’s face blanched and the side 
of it that was alive twitched horribly.

“Go after it, you blitherin’ fool!” he 
said raspily. “If that beast falls into a 
hole an’ breaks its leg you an’ Jarl will 
be beggared. Ye hear me, Martin! 
That stallion’s worth the lot of ye.” 
Saliva trickled down a corner of his 
mouth, and mingled rage and terror 
churned in his eyes. “If that stallion 
breaks a leg, or anythin’ happens to 
it—I ain’t ready yet. I—”

Martin Grote went out, slamming 
the door behind him. Fear made his 
gait uncertain. Out in the yard, with 
the wind driving tiny particles of sand 
against his face, he paused a moment. 
A figure loomed up out of the dark 
shadows, hugging a large, spiky haw- 
thorne bush.

“Come on, Jarl,” Grote said. “You 
heard what the old devil said. Get the 
lantern.”

The light from a dirty window of the 
brick house barely reached the face of 
Jarl Grote. The man did not bear the 
slightest resemblance to his compan
ion. His face was broad and solidly 
muscled, and his flattish nose and firm, 
thick lips were not those of a man of 
Norman origin.

“Yeah, I heard him,” Jarl said. “The 
lantern’s out by the stable. What did 
he mean he wasn’t ready? He’s gettin’
out of his mind. Well, let’s be gettin’* — 99 on.

They struck out across the yard, 
heads bent against the wind’s steady 
drift.

“The old hellion,” Martin Grote said 
when they reached the stable. “Too 
bad that stroke didn’t get the side of 
him closest to hi6 black heart. W e’d 
be away from this crazy place then.” 

Jarl’s face was close to the lantern
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when he lifted it up and raised the 
lowered wick. The lurid yellow light 
played on his face and showed the 
shock in his eyes.

“Don’t act up with me, Jarl,” Martin 
ground out. “I know what’s been goin’ 
on inside your head. Even if you do 
fawn over Kelch’s old carcass like a 
sheep dog. Yeah, he picked you out of 
a London gutter an’ brought you here 
an’ give you the name of Grote. You 
hate him though, blast you. The same 
as me.”

“We’d better start now,” Jarl said 
thickly.

“You’d like to have half his money 
right now 8o’s you could get away, 
Jarl,” the other went on. “Away from 
that old devil who will make us all mad 
if we stay. He ain’t human, I tell ye. 
How did he know about us clubbin’ 
that stallion that time? Nobody saw 
us, Jarl. He was in the village, Kelch 
was. But he said he felt it. You hear, 
Jarl? He said he felt us doin’ it. An’ 
that watch that hangs around his neck 
by a chain made of horse—”

“You got to 9top talkin’ like that,” 
Jarl interrupted fearfully. “You got 
to.”

Martin laughed icily.
“Why don’t he die? He’s half dead 

now.”
The Grotes climbed up the sloping 

bank of a great sand dune pocked by 
half-dead scrub. On its crest the wind 
hit them squarely, and there was a taste 
of storm in it. Jagged cloud masses 
were sweeping over the land, blotting 
out the strange gray light that had 
bathed the barren fields. It was an 
eerie glow that only comes from a 
blending of dew and moonshine, or 
frost and starlight. Drops of rain be
gan to fall.

FROM far to the left, came the faint, 
shrill cry of a wild thing. Martin 

Grote stopped and bent his head that 
way.

“That’s the stallion, Jarl,” he said. 
“Maybe. Sounds play tricks in the 

night,” the square-faced, husky man 
said. “W e’d better go in different di
rections, Martin. If he breaks through 
that fence next to the moor, we’ll be 
hunting for days.” Jarl had his face 
turned away, and the darkness hid the

quick gleam of his big white teeth. 
The wind sent a whining blast across 
the wastes and snuffed the lantern out.

“Throw the club away,” Martin 
Grote said. “It would only scare that 
beast. I’ll go that way, Jarl.”

“Yes, I’ll let out a yell if I come up 
to the stallion,” Jarl said. He lowered 
his head then and plodded toward a 
high stone wall, the rocks of which 
looked bleached out against the black
ness of a string of pines.

The rain began to spatter the bleak 
reaches. The wind beat Martin Grote’s 
tweed coat flat against his chest and 
flared his trousers out. He swore as 
he groped through the darkness, paus
ing at intervals to listen for the sound 
of hoofs beating against the ground. 
He cursed his Uncle Kelch and longed 
to drive a bullet through the skull of 
the black stallion.

For years he had felt afraid of it, 
ever since the day Kelch had brought 
it to the bottoms. He had bought it 
from a gypsy caravan, Kelch had said. 
He had liked the fire in its eyes. He 
had bought it cheap too. That was 
strange. Gypsies were known for their 
shrewd trading.

Martin began to circle when he came 
to a snaky wire fence with its posts 
leaning drunkenly. Following that 
fence, he would meet Jarl coming from 
the other direction. If the black horse 
were still within the boundaries of the 
bottoms, he and Jarl would flush it out.

The rain was churning the ground to 
muck, and Martin’s shoes made dreary 
sucking sounds as they slogged through 
it. The silence drove down upon him, 
shortening his breath and giving him 
a dread, expectant feeling difficult to 
isolate. There was a crawling at his 
flesh, and the sweat pouring out of him 
came to meet the rain that seeped 
through his outer garments.

Martin Grote suddenly stopped dead 
in his tracks. From a dark thicket 
came a nervous stamping, a low whin
nying sound. The black stallion! 
Martin’s flesh went cold against his 
bones.

It took courage to walk in there and 
grope for a dragging halter rope. A 
will that was not his own pushed him1 
forward. Old Kelch’s will. The old 
devil possessed fifteen thousand
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pounds. If anything happened to the 
black beast—

Grote reached the edge of the thicket 
and the blackness there was as thick 
as tar. It brought a harsh cough from 
Grote’s throat. He stepped into slimy 
weeds up to his knees, lifted a leg that 
had struck against a rotting fence rail. 
He saw it then!

The terrible apparition loomed up 
out of the gloom. Its eyes burned 
through him, shook the stomach out 
of him. He lifted his arms, but it was 
too late. A great iron shoe slammed 
down upon his skull.

He sank deep into a well of dark 
terror and pain. He couldn’t breathe. 
He felt like a fly immersed in aspic. 
Another terrific blow crushed him 
deeper into the slimy earth, and from 
a long way off he heard the cry of a 
horse. It trailed away and was gone. 
Martin Grote felt and heard no more, 
for he was dead. . . .

Jarl Grote stood in the woods like a 
thing turned to stone. He heard the 
blood-chilling blast of air come out of 
the black stallion’s nostrils, heard its 
iron shod hoofs pounding along the 
lush earth. He groped his way for
ward, his body reeking with sweat. He 
ploughed through weeds that were 
thick and slimy, and his foot struck 
against something that he knew would 
be there. He fumbled inside his coat 
for a match.

Kneeling in the muck he struck the 
match-head against his thumb-nail, 
cupped the resultant flare of light in 
his palms. Martin’s face was a pulpy 
mass. The print of a horseshoe had 
been stamped into the flesh on one 
side of his face. The blood poured out 
of it and reddened the muddy water of 
the swale.

The other hoof had bashed Martin 
Grote’s head in. Jarl got up, his knees 
shaking under him. He stumbled out 
of the grim shadows and started run
ning when his muddy boots got to 
firmer ground. . . .

OLD Kelch sat by the fire, talking 
to his barn-man, Swarler. There 

was a fiendish gleam in his one healthy 
eye, for he knew the things he was 
saying to the little hireling frightened 
the old woman. He would often sit

like this and tell them that night was 
darkest in Kelch’s Bottoms, darker 
than in any other place in the world.

He would tell them about the souls 
of men and women who had died and 
what had become of them. He would 
express his contempt for the men of 
the cloth, voice his doubts as to their 
supremacy over the devil.

“Ye’ve heard of the fox-woman of 
Callagh?” Kelch grinned, baVing his 
yellowed teeth at one side of his mouth. 
“ ’Tis true, every word. She’d appear 
in the dead of night when the mists 
were thick around an old abbey, an’ 
that was where she murdered her man. 
Her eyes would shine with that green
ish light ye see in the depths of the 
sea. An’ when a bullet was driven 
through that she-devil’s heart she set 
up a cry like she had when she felt the 
gallows rope around her neck.”

Kelch glanced out through the win
dow, and his one good hand shook no
ticeably. An ashen color swept over 
his sweating face. He set his jaw as if 
fighting against a sudden chill.

“There was the wolf of Gothberg, an’ 
I knowed a man who saw it of a cold 
winter’s night,” Kelch went on. “It 
sat by a new-turned grave an’ howled 
like it was callin’ a corpse to the sur
face. Maybe it did. Ha-a-ah! Maybe 
it knowed it was goin’ to be shot awhile 
later, huh? It was, for a fact. The 
night after that it was runnin’ loose 
again, an’ folks knew it by the limp in 
its right leg. Ye haven’t heard of the 
hyena that was c a u g h t  in Africa. 
It had gold earrings, it did. Ha! 
Ha-a-a-a-a-a!”

“Shut up, Kelch!” the old woman 
howled. “The devil gets in ye. Maybe 
that’s how you got your money, sellin’ 
your soul to the devil, huh? Like 
Faust.” The woman’s cackling laugh 
broke out of the dark corner where 
she sat. There was a note of fear run
ning through it.

“Things are here in Kelch’s Bottoms 
that ye can’t see, ye old witch,” the old 
man said, laughing shrilly. “Like an 
old crow ye seem, sittin’ there. A 
beaklike one. No wonder them crows 
flock to ye when ye go out into the 
field. Ha-a-a-a-a!”

“Listen,” the woman’s husband said, 
and took his gurgling pipe out of his
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mouth. “I hear somebody callin’, 
Kelch.”

“The wind, Swarler, ye old fool. 
Voices in the wind. I like t’ listen to 
’em.” Kelch bent his hoary head to
ward the window. “This is a part of 
the world that’s left out of the sun. 
Even when its shinin’ high there’s 
shadows here. Ye notice that, old 
woman?”

There was a dull thump against the 
door, a fumbling at the latch. Jarl 
Grote stumbled inside the dimly 
lighted room. His eyes were wide and 
filled with an unholy light.

“Blood! There’s blood on him, 
Kelch!” the old woman screeched.

Old Kelch, his face pasty, tried to 
get his half-dead body out of the wheel
chair.

“Ye—ye killed him, ye blasted devils! 
Ye an’ Martin. N-no, ye couldn’t have. 
I’m—Ha-ha-a-a-a!”

“It’s M-martin,” Jarl gasped out. 
“It killed him. Beat his brains out 
with its hoofs. The marks are on him. 
That beast out of hell killed M-mar
tin I”

KELCH fell back in his chair, a 
long intake of breath making a 

weird sawing sound in the terrible 
stillness. The sudden spasm of terror 
that had gripped him fell away, and he 
forced a vague smile to his half-dead 
face.

“He tried to beat him, Martin did,” 
Kelch said. “Serves him right.” He 
laughed. “W-what am I sayin’, old 
woman? N-no, I didn’t w-want him 
killed. But he beat the stallion, he did. 
Get up, you old sot!” he screeched at 
Swarler. “Jarl, you help me up an’ get 
ready to carry me out to the wagon. 
Harness that mare in the cart, Swarler. 
Where’s the stallion, Jarl? You see 
him?” v

“He ran like a beast out of hell, 
Uncle,” Jarl said. “Broke through the 
fence and streaked out to the moors.” 
He pawed blood and slime from his 
sodden tweeds. Then he swung his 
head to the side and looked into Swar- 
ler’s eyes. They were porcine, probing 
eyes that sent a chill through Jarl.

The eyes held to him for several tor
turous moments, then dropped away. 
Had that tobacco-smeared mouth of

Swarler’s grinned at him? With the 
Grotes out of the way, Kelch’s money 
would doubtlessly go to Swarler and
his wife.

‘‘That black devil won’t come back 
if he gets out there, Kelch,” Swarler 
flung over his shoulder as he shuffled 
out.

The old man laughed, a short weird 
laugh.

"He’ll come back, he will,” Kelch 
said. “Certain folks better look out if 
he does. Folks that kicked an’ beat 
him an’ stoned him. He won’t never 
forget.”

“Like it was human,” the old woman 
said huskily to Jarl. “That’s the way 
he talks about that beast. I wish I 
was out of here. Martin’s dead. He 
won’t be the last. I can feel it.”

Swarler’s voice boomed through the 
gloom outside, telling those inside the 
house that the cart was ready. Jarl 
Grote picked up the wasted frame of 
Kelch, fighting off a feeling of revul
sion. It was like picking up a skeleton.

He could feel the rub of Kelch’s 
bones against his own crawling flesh. 
His breath smelled like something that 
had been dead for a long time. Then 
Jarl remembered that Kelch had picked 
him up from a London gutter.

Jarl told himself he had to stop 
thinking about those things. He had 
worked like a dog for all he had re
ceived during the years that had fol
lowed. There was something coming 
to him.

Jarl put the bony figure of Kelch 
into the cart that was padded with old 
horse blankets, and then got onto the 
seat next to Swarler. The wheels of 
the old wain creaked and groaned as 
it went out of the yard and up the 
slope of the big dune behind the stable. 
The rain had stopped, but the wind 
was still whining. Winds never seemed 
to leave Kelch’s Bottoms. That 
ghostly gray light was in the sky 
again, and flying foxes flitted across 
the face of the gibbous moon.

The place where Martin Grote lay 
dead was but a mile from the old brick 
house. Swarler yanked the old horse 
to a stop when Jarl pointed and said 
in a thin voice:

“Over there, right by the fence.”
Jarl jumped clear of the cart, lantern
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swinging in his hand. Swarler fol
lowed him to the corpse. He looked 
down on Martin’s 1 battered, bloody 
face. He uttered a low curse.

“Bring him over here,” Kelch 
screeched. “Lift him up. I want to 
look at Martin.”

Jarl and Swarler bent to the grisly 
task. They carried the remains over 
to the cart and placed them on the wet 
ground. Swarler held the lantern so 
that Kelch could see what the stallion 
had done to his nephew.

TIHE old man choked out an unin
telligible word, and a terrible 

spasm came over him. The sight of 
Martin Grote’s corpse had raised havoc 
with those nerve centers that were left 
functioning in his emaciated body.

Kelch’s head hung over the edge of 
the cart. His right hand hung down 
and the bony index finger pointed 
toward Martin’s face. The old man’s 
lips tried to form words, but the mus
cles of his jaws were paralyzed. He 
worked frantically to get them back 
to life and the effort spread a livid hue 
over his bony face. His long finger 
still pointed at the corpse.

Jarl Grote leaned against the cart, 
terror having its way with him. Was 
that old devil going to speak? What 
was he pointing like that for? Had he 
seen something that no one else had 
seen? But he couldn’t talk any more. 
Kelch was a good hundred steps nearer 
death than when he had left the house.

Jarl saw Swarler go into the weeds 
where Martin’s body had lain, go into 
the woods beyond. Swarler did not 
come out for several minutes.

Kelch was a quivering thing on the 
floor of the cart. His finger did not 
point any more.

“W e’d better get him home,” Swarler 
said. “That shock’ll just about finish 
him.”

Kelch could not talk, but he could 
hear. His lips could not smile, but 
there was a crazy, gloating gleam in 
his filmy eyes. He heard something 
that the other two could not hear—the 
stallion’s eerie whicker out there near 
the moor, the stamping of its feet. 
That sound was close to Kelch, a meas
ured thumping against the floor of the 
cart.

Jarl carried old Kelch into the brick 
house when they got back to the farm 
yard. It was Swarler who removed the 
corpse of Martin, which was wrapped 
in a blanket. Somebody would have 
to get the coroner. Swarler got back 
into the cart and drove away from 
Kelch’s Bottoms. It was eleven miles 
to the nearest village and the road was 
a bad' one.

* * * * *

A terrible quiet lay over the bottoms. 
Martin was buried in an old cemetery 
in a glade a quarter of a mile from the 
house. Old Kelch was on his death
bed, and Swarler and his wife walked 
about like wraiths. Jarl Grote went 
into the stable where the black stallion 
was sprawled out on a filthy mat of 
straw. Its eyes were dull, and its sleek 
hide reeked with the sweat of sickness.

The beast had walked into the yard 
the day of Martin’s burial. It had 
walked slowly, its head down and a 
dirty yellow spume had been dropping 
from its mouth. The veterinary from 
the village had said to Jarl:

“The horse got into some poisoned 
plants. It’s contracted lupine or death 
camas. It ain’t got a chance in a mil
lion.”

Jarl shivered when he looked down 
upon the dying beast, but the sudden 
crawling of his flesh did not wipe the 
crooked smile off his big, square face.

“Both of you devils goin’ out to
gether,” he muttered. "Old Kelch did 
this to you. He wants to have some
thing to ride into hell on.”

SWARLER came in then and there 
was a crooked smile on his face as 

well.
“Hello, Jarl,” he said. “I been in to 

see old Kelch. He’s dead, but his eyes 
won’t die. He’s hangin’ on for dear 
life. He knows the stallion is dyin’ an’ 
seems to be happy about it. Figures 
the black devil got its just reward for 
killin’ Martin, eh?”

“Yeah,” Jarl said. He felt a little 
sick from the light in Swarler’s eyes.

“Old Kelch sure wanted to tell us 
somethin’ the othei; night, Jarl. I been 
tryin’ to figure out what it was.”

“It was just the shock,” Jarl said. 
“What could he see that we didn’t? 
What could he know about—”
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“Martin’s in the ground, Jarl,” inter
rupted Swarier. “You’ll get a big lump 
of money, eh? I seen his will. In case 
both the Grotes die me an’ the old 
woman get everything. Why don’t you 
die too, Jarl?” Swarler laughed mirth
lessly and knelt down beside the 
stricken black stallion. He lifted the 
animal’s head a little, and its eyes were 
partly dead.

“Won’t last ’til tomorrer,” the old 
retainer said in a low voice. “Neither 
will old Kelch. You’ll want to get 
away from here as soon as you kin, 
Jarl?”

Jarl went out, his brain reeling a lit
tle. The night was absolutely still. 
Even the wind had died to a low, 
ghostly rustle as it washed through the 
dead branches of the oaks. It was al
ways quiet wherever Death trod.

The old woman shuffled out of the 
brick house and crossed the yard to the 
tumbled-down chicken run. She halted 
in her stride and swung her little eyes 
on Jarl Grote.

“You ain’t got long to wait, Jarl,” 
she said, and laughed.

Jarl Grote felt cold, wiry fingers 
close about his sluggishly beating 
heart. What did they know, blast 
them! What could they know? He 
stumbled toward the big brick house 
and went inside. There was a doctor 
sitting by old Kelch’s bed.

“How is he?” Jarl said, steeling him
self.

“Just a flicker of life,” the doctor 
said. “That paralysis has crept up to 
his heart, but it still beats a little. He’s 
hangin’ onto life with all he’s got. 
Why, I don’t know. Ye’d think—”

Swarler came in then, his wife be
hind him. Old Kelch’s eyes opened 
and in them was a terrible feverish 
glow that struck horror in the hearts 
of those looking down upon him. 
Kelch’s lips twisted in a diabolical 
smile, and that was the way he died.

Jarl turned and stumbled out of the 
brick house. Outside, a sudden rush of 
wind struck him flat in the face. The 
chill of it numbed his face and wiped 
the sweat from it. Almost as suddenly 
as it had come, the wind died and a 
silence that was suffocating gripped 
Kelch’s Bottoms.

All that night, Jarl Grote tossed in

his bed. There was the silence of the 
grave in his room. Every night of the 
years he slept in that room, there had 
been the gnawings and the scratchings 
and the squeaking of rats in the old 
walls. But on this night, with Kelch’s 
corpse stretched out on the bed down
stairs, there was not the faintest sound 
of them.

At dawn, Jarl Grote got out of his 
bed and groped his way to the window. 
Out there on the dune a figure moved. 
It plodded slowly down the slope of it 
and was swallowed up in the crawling 
shadows hugging the sides of the out
buildings.

They buried old Kelch alongside his 
blood nephew Martin at dusk. They had 
had to bury him quickly for in his will 
there had been the insistence that he 
was not to be embalmed. A man of the 
cloth had come from the village for the 
funeral service.

A FTER the funeral was over and 
the grim black wagon had creaked 

slowly back from whence it had come, 
Swarler went out into the stable. He 
came running out of the tacky build
ing, his legs buckling under him, a 
look of terror in his piggy eyes. He 
caught at the jamb of the kitchen door 
and cried out:

“That stallion—it’s on its feet, Jarl!” 
“What? You’re crazy, you old fool! 

It was practically dead three hours 
ago.” Jarl’s heavy cup fell from his 
fingers and smashed against the floor. 
He kicked his chair back, got to his 
feet and went out of the kitchen toward 
the stable.

He swayed a little when he swung 
the heavy planked door open. He 
heard the stallion snort, heard its heavy 
iron-shod hoofs bang against the floor. 
Jarl pitched halfway a r o u n d  and 
seemed to grope his way across the 
yard.

“That devil’s eyes,” Jarl mumbled. 
“They looked like they knew every
thing th-there w-was to know. Like 
they was tellin’ me that stallion didn’t 
kill Martin.” He stumbled into the 
house and suddenly brought himself up 
short, one big hand reaching for the 
corner of a table to steady himself.

Swarler stood there grinning at him 
in the sickly light from a smoky lamp.
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The little whiskery man held some
thing in his right hand. Jarl Grote’s 
eyes gaped at it, and the blood in his 
veins stopped flowing for a few breath
less seconds. Swarler held an old pick 
handle to which had been fastened a 
great horseshoe. There was mud and 
blood on the thing.

“I wondered who took the handle 
out of that old rusty pick that laid out 
there behind the barn,” Swarler said. 
“Missed that big horseshoe, too, that 
had the winter calks in it. An’ I got to 
wonderin’, Jarl, when old Kelch pointed 
at a corpse an’ tried to speak.”

“You old hellion!” Jarl burst out, his 
world crumbling about him. He took 
a step toward Swarler, his great hands 
ready to strike. But a thin, deadly 
voice came from behind him. He spun 
around, and there was the old woman 
with a shotgun held in her bony hands.

“Don’t move, Jarl,” the old crone 
said. “I’ll blow your stummick out.”

“Maybe old Kelch wondered about 
there bein’ too mud on a corpse’s face,” 
Swarler said. “That stallion had been 
runnin’ through muck that the rain 
churned up. I went into the woods an’ 
I didn’t see where no branches was 
broken. That big devil wa’n’t in the 
woods by the signs I read, Jarl. Like 
I kept sayin’ to the old woman. Let 
the Grotes hang themselves. They hate 
each other. An’ Jarl only makes be
lieve he loves old Kelch.”

Jarl Grote beseeched his swimming 
brain to show him a way out. Out in 
the stable the stallion blew air through 
its nostrils. It stamped the floor with 
its heavy hoofs and sent dull, booming 
sounds through the terrible stillness of 
the night.

“I see you put a heavy weight on the 
end of the pick handle holdin’ the shoe, 
Jarl,” said Swarler. “You let that horse 
loose that night. You was thinkin’ of 
money, Jarl. Lots of money. Too bad 
you didn’t throw this thing you killed 
Martin with deeper into the bushes.”

“Look, Swarler,” Jarl said. “We can 
divide that money.” He waited for an 
answer, the sweat pouring down his 
face. The skeleton branches of the old 
oaks beat against the window pane. 
The wind out there was rising and shot 
through it with a weird whistling 
sound.

The old woman laughed crazily.
“Me an’ Amos want it all, Jarl,” she 

said./ “We slaved fer that old devil 
thirty years. You’ll hang, Jarl, you 
black-hearted ingrate. Move along t’ 
that closet, Jarl.”

The murderer cursed and took a 
halting step forward. Once inside that 
closet, he knew he would be as good 
as dead. He would be hung for what 
he did. The door was heavy and the 
key in its lock was heavy and rusty.

“Keep movin’, Jarl!” the woman 
commanded.

THE stallion whinnied again. Its 
hoofs kept hammering out there in 

the stable.
Jarl saw his chance then, and took 

it. There was a whispering in his ear. 
It was as if the Devil stood close to 
him, urging him on, planning his every 
move. He bent low, slammed a table 
and the lamp standing on it against 
old Swarler.

The shotgun boomed and riddled the 
deathly quiet. Jarl heard the leaden 
missiles chunk into the floor, felt one 
bite into his leg. The room was in utter 
darkness when he got to his feet and 
plunged toward the door. The old 
woman was screaming like a banshee 
let loose from hell.

Jarl Grote laughed like a demented 
creature as he tore out into the yard. 
Suddenly he stopped short and let the 
evil presence that was dogging him 
whisper to him once more. The stal
lion was loose, and it was standing near 
an old gnarled oak, its mane flared out 
by the driving wind.

Jarl’s eyes swung toward the brick 
house. The dirty windows glowed with 
a light stronger than any lamp could 
offer. He saw the old woman flailing at 
the flames with a broom. Swarler was 
coming out of the doorway, slipping 
shells into the shotgun.

The stallion blew a terrific blast of 
air out of its nostrils.

Grote’s sanity was snapping. He 
laughed wildly and ran toward the 
black horse. Why, it was practically 
calling to him. It had broken loose 
and had been out there waiting for him. 
The black devil could run. It could 
take him miles away from Kelch’s Bot
toms by the time dawn would break.
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He got close to the horse and leaped 
upward, caught his hooked fingers in 
its shaggy mane. The stallion was 
moving fast when he swung to its back. 
Grote laughed and dug his bony knees 
against the stallion’s flanks.

The horse drove itself to the limit 
of its stride when it got beyond the 
crest of the great sand dune. Its mov
ing shadow was a gigantic thing in the 
light of the moon. Grote could not see 
the beast’s eyes, but they were green 
balls of fire.

The stallion swerved from its course 
and leaped a rotting fence. Its iron 
shod hoofs began to kick sparks up 
from hard-packed, rocky terrain. Low- 
growing, spiky scrub tore at its legs 
and the outthrust tentacle of a dead 
tree raked a bloody furrow the length 
of its rippling body.

Jarl Grote screamed at the stallion. 
His fingers wound themselves more 
tightly in the beast’s black mane. He 
yanked crazily in an effort to turn the 
racing stallion’s head, for up ahead 
there was a great, yawning hole in the 
earth. It was a quarry with a bottom 
of jagged, broken rock and slimy black 
water.

Grote tried to let go of the beast’s 
mane, but something was holding his 
fingers fast. Horror swirled through 
him and made him retch. The stallion 
screamed and seemed to fly through 
the air. Grote could see it now—the 
edge of the black pit. Terror numbed 
him when the ground fell away from 
under the beast’s hoofs and he went 
down and down and down into a pitch- 
blackness with the crazy screaming of 
the stallion ringing in his ears.

There was a terrible impact that 
Grote felt for the fraction of a second. 
He knew that death had struck him. 
Then he was dropping again—deeper, 
deeper into the black water. There was 
a great roaring sound and the laughter 
of demons.

Grote’s black soul was falling now, 
falling into the depths of hell. . . .

Swarler was standing on the edge of 
the great pit. The dawn was breaking 
and the blackness down there was 
slowly disappearing. He had heard 
that terrible equine screaming hours 
before. When it had suddenly broken 
off he had been sure that Grote no

longer lived. Dread thoughts had been 
in his head while he had stood with the 
old woman watching the old brick 
house burn. Rats had scampered out 
of the inferno, hundreds of them.

W HEN it was light enough, 
Swarler made his way down the 

steep sides of the quarry. The broken 
body of the stallion had not dropped 
into the black water. It lay on the 
rocks close to the edge of the water, 
and its right leg was drawn up against 
its chest in such a position as to wring 
all the sweat out of Swarler’s body.

That was the way old Kelch had held 
his paralyzed right hand. Then Swarler 
looked into the stallion’s eyes. Trem
bling he fell to his knees and held his 
hands to his face to shut out the sight 
of those dead eyes. Kelch’s eyes, just 
after he had died, had held that strange, 
ghastly, inhuman expression.

The old retainer huddled against a 
rock, his bony hands clamped to his 
head as if to hold his sanity in. Hor
rible thoughts crisscrossed in his quak
ing brain.

When Kelch had died, the stallion 
had thrown off the fatal illness that 
had held it in a mighty grip. After 
Kelch had been buried, the stallion had 
stood up again. Swarler’s mind wan
dered back to those nights when old 
Kelch had talked of werewolves and 
fox-women. He saw the terror again, 
the terror that had been stamped on 
the old man's face when the stallion 
had broken loose, or had been turned 
loose by the murderous, scheming Jarl.

What had the old woman said last 
night when they had both heard that 
last unearthly scream of the stallion? 
She had said it had sounded like Kelch. 
Swarler started climbing the precip
itous sides of the old quarry. Halfway 
to the top he had to stop, for his 
strength was spent and he had to shake 
black, evil thoughts out of his head.

“N-no,” Swarler gasped fearfully. 
“No, I got to stop thinkin’ like that. 
That’s bein’ crazy.” But there was that 
fox-woman of Callagh and the werewolf 
of Gothberg. Now there was the Black 
Stallion of Kelch’s Bottoms that he 
could never drive out of his mind.

“No man kin die twice,” Swarler 
babbled. “Even old Kelch. Horses kin
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git over a bad sickness. Just because 
Kelch had died before—”

There he was, thinking crazy again. 
He huddled against the rocks and 
clamped both of his bleeding hands to 
his head. Swarler was an ignorant man 
and ignorance and superstition go hand 
in hand along the dark roads.

Swarler finally crawled clear of the 
horrible pit and staggered across the 
desolate land. When he reached the 
crumbling ruins of the old brick house 
there were several people standing 
around his wife. The old woman’s 
eyes were feverish and they showed no 
recognition of Swarler when he made 
his way toward her.

The old woman sat huddled on an 
old trunk, babbling crazily.

“He was out there waitin’ for Jarl,” 
she muttered. “He let Jarl get on his 
back an’ he never did that before. 
When old Kelch died he had a knowin’ 
grin on his mouth, like he knew he’d 
come back an’ settle with Jarl. Like 
he was sure. He couldn’t tell Jarl he 
knew he was a murderer because his 
tongue got glued to the roof of his 
mouth. Old Kelch was ready to go, 
when the stallion was dyin’. . . .” 

“She’s crazy,” a native said, fright 
making him tremble. “Somethin’ devil
ish has happened here.”

“Y-yep, she’s crazy.” Swarler 
laughed. “That stallion just went 
stark, ravin’ mad when Jarl got on its

back, an’ it didn’t see the edge of the 
quarry until it was too late. No, 
Kelch’s soul couldn’t go through the 
nostrils of a horse, could it? Look at 
my wife there, like an old crow. Crows 
fly around an’ caw when she goes out 
t’ feed the hens. Ha! Ha-a-a-a-a-a!”

TIHE weird neigh of a horse broke 
and ran along the bottoms sud

denly. Old Swarler clutched the old 
crone by a bony wrist and pulled her 
off the trunk.

“Come on,” he ordered. “We got to 
git away from here, old woman. That 
was Kelch. You hear him? He’s out 
there yet!”

The two frightened creatures ran 
across the yard. To the watchers, the 
old woman looked like an old crow 
hopping along the ground, its wings 
flapping crazily as it tried to get up 
into the air.

“That’ll be Bert Corley’s black 
horse cornin’ along the road.” a native 
said. “Well, we’d best git back to the 
village an’ notify the constable. I been 
tellin’ him for months there was bed
lam here, that they was all crazy. We’ll 
never know what took place here.” 

When the natives had gone, Kelch’s 
Bottoms was nothing but a smoking 
ruin, a pall of smoke hovering over it. 
The air seemed cleaner now. There 
was no hint of evil in the soughing of 
the wind.
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A NGER was boiling inside Les Al
len as he came in sight of the 

L cabin that was his destination. 
A two-day train ride from San Fran
cisco and a three-hour hike under the 
blistering sun had not cooled his tem
per.

The young attorney’s lean, square- 
jawed face was stained with perspira
tion, but his gray eyes were cold as 
glacial ice. He wanted to sock some
body on the jaw, and he knew this was 
impossible.

Then, again, maybe it wasn’t. He 
couldn’t hit Jean, even after the way 
she’d behaved; but there would be 
others. The girl hadn’t come up here 
into the wilderness alone. A week of 
roughing it—yeah ! Roughing it in her 
uncle’s seldom-used mountain lodge, 
with all the comforts of home.

She’d certainly picked a fine time to 
do it. Simon Strombold, Jean’s uncle, 
had hardly had time to cool off in his 
coffin.

From the steep mountain trail Allen

saw the cabin far ahead, then lost sight 
of it as the path turned sharply to the 
right, beneath an overhanging cliff. He 
walked in the shadows now. It was 
suddenly cold. The limestone rock at

WINGS OF A lle n  had one 
look at the 

th ing , then It 
s tru ck
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his side seemed to breathe out an icy 
chill.

It was sunset, anyway. Among these 
high crags the transitions from light to 
dark, and from heat to cold, were sharp
ly marked. Allen looked down, and im
mediately wished he hadn’t. At his feet 
the ground dropped sharply away, into 
a gorge far below. A silvery ribbon of 
water was at the bottom, reflecting the 
twilight sky.

Before Allen’s eyes could accustom 
themselves to the dimness, he heard a 
faint rattle. It grew louder. It rose to 
the crashing of rocks bounding from 
the cliff.

Instinctively the attorney looked up. 
Silhouetted against the sky were flying 
specks that grew larger and larger. Far 
above they were, but falling fast from 
the cliff’s summit. A landslide!

Hastily Allen looked around. The 
bare path offered no retreat; but, a doz
en feet ahead, was a slight depression 
in the limestone that might possibly af
ford shelter. Allen dived precariously 
for it.

He swayed on the brink as a stone 
struck his shoulder. Then he flattened 
himself against the rock, his arms out
spread, clawing for crevices, striving to 
push his body into the limestone. He 
tried hard but couldn’t close his eyes.

ROCKS whizzed past him. Some 
almost touched his body. Most 

of them were no larger than his fist, but 
at that momentum they could have 
crushed his body into pulp. They ri
cocheted from the ledge and went 
crashing into the gorge. The echoes 
boomed up through the thickening 
dark.

Allen dared not move. The roar grew 
louder, then suddenly died. A few muf
fled reports drifted up from below. 
They died, also.

“Whew,” the attorney gasped. “Talk 
about luck!” Involuntarily he shud
dered as he glanced down.

Then he stepped out gingerly. Some 
instinct made him glance up. And, black 
against the sky, he saw a dark shape 
flashing down at him. . . .

No rock, this! For it did not fall— 
it glided, as though on wings. Sable 
wings were spread wide from the

thing’s shoulders. Allen had one brief 
glance at the huge, misshapen being 
that rushed at him—and then talons 
were clawing at his garments, striving 
to wrench him from his foothold. The 
horror struck as it rushed past. Sud
denly it disappeared into the murk; and 
Allen crashed down on the path, his 
body slipping into nothingness, feeling 
empty air beneath him.

Sickening panic seized the attorney. 
Near him he saw the rock of the path, 
and every tiny pebble impressed itself 
on his mind. He could feel the lip of 
the abyss scraping at his middle as he 
slid down.

Allen threw all his body into a strain
ing contortion. He twisted in mid-air, 
striving to fling his legs back onto the 
ledge, and at the same time to roll his 
torso to the right. For one brief, ag
onizing second he hung unsupported 
above nothingness; then he fell heav
ily, and managed to roll in toward the 
cliff. For a time he lay motionless, 
breathing in great gasps—but he was 
safe.

He stared up. Nothing was visible 
but the steep, jagged walls of the ra
vine, and a ribbon of sky. Of the thing 
that had swept down out of the dark 
there was no trace. Had he imagined 
it?

“Like hell!” Allen muttered under 
his breath. “That creature was real 
enough.” But what manner of being 
could rush down from the sky — as 
though on wings?

There had been wings. Of that Al
len was certain. Otherwise he might 
have thought the monster a cougar or 
bear, falling to its death in the land
slide. But it had not fallen. It had 
glided.

And now it was gone. Yet Allen kept 
a wary eye peeled on his surroundings 
as he continued his journey.

The cliff path gave place to a rising 
trail through a valley, surrounded by 
towering crags. Up through the pines 
Allen climbed. And again he saw the 
cabin. A man lighting his pipe was 
lounging in a deck chair on the porch. 
Allen saw a bristling moustache, a dark 
face that would have been handsome 
had it not been for a disfiguring white 
scar that twisted from ear to jaw.
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THE man rose swiftly, shaking out 
the match.

“Hello!” he challenged. “Who’s 
there?”

“The name’s Allen,” the attorney 
said, coming up the steps. “Where’s 
Miss Strombold?”

“Oh!” The other laughed, a bit shak
ily. “I wasn’t sure—after the stories 
we’ve heard. They told me I’d be tak
ing my life in my hands to go outdoors 
after sundown.”

Allen stooped to eye the dark man 
keenly. “Yeah? Who are you?” 

“Worth. Heydon Worth, naturalist. 
But what business is it of yours?” 

Allen remembered his mission. The 
other things could wait. Without an
swering he opened the door and entered 
the lodge.

A group was sitting about an open 
hearth, sipping highballs before the fire. 
Swiftly Allen’s gaze ran over them. An 
attractive blond girl he didn’t know. An 
oldish woman with gray hair and pince- 
nez, looking like an irate horse as she 
glared at the interloper. Two other men 
—and Jean.

Her remembered beauty caught at 
Allen’s throat. Yet it was something 
he could neither analyze nor describe. 
He only knew that Jean’s hair was dark 
as her eyes, that her lips were red 
against the ivory of her face, and that 
she was very lovely.

She stood up, setting down her glass. 
She came forward quickly, resting her 
hands on Allen’s shoulders. He looked 
down at her silently.

“Les!” she said. “This is  a surprise! 
I’m so glad!”

“That so?” Allen asked. Jean did not 
notice his odd behavior. She turned to 
the others.

“Folks, meet Les Allen, Uncle Si
mon’s attorney. He’s a swell egg. Used 
to pull my hair when I was in school.” 
She chuckled. “Les, this is Betty Field
ing and Mrs. Fielding.” The blonde 
and the horse-faced dowager acknowl
edged the introduction. “This is Tom 
Burnleigh. He’s a geologist.”

A sinewy, emaciated, baldish man, 
with thick-lensed spectacles, bowed.

“And Art Kester—you know Art, 
Les. Uncle’s secretary. He was here 
when we came.”

Kester, blond and husky, said hello. 
He looked more like a college fullback 
than a shrewd, capable private secre- 
tary.

“Sit down and have a drink,” Jean in
vited. “We’ve been drinking to keep 
our spirits up. Did you know there’s a 
ghost here?”

Allen’s pulse quickened. “That so?”
“Uh-huh? You know old Longacre 

—the hermit who lives in the moun
tains near here? He’s been coming 
here, warning us to stay indoors after 
dark. Says we’ll be eaten alive, or 
something.” Jean chuckled, rather ner
vously. “But we’re still alive, if not 
sober.”

Something snapped in Allen then. 
He looked around at the half-drunk, 
amused group, and remembered Simon 
Strombold, the man who had first given 
Allen a chance, when the latter had 
been a ragged, hungry newsboy. It 
was due to Strombold’s efforts that Al
len was now a rising and prominent at
torney. And the man’s niece was drink- 
ing highballs with her friends—dancing 
on old Simon’s grave, to put it melo
dramatically.

A LLEN got up. ‘Tve got something 
to tell you, Jean,” he said, in a 

cold, furious voice, “and your friends 
too. They’re not as much to blame as 
you are. But I never thought you’d do 
such a rotten thing as this.”

The girl quickly stood up. The puz
zlement on her face gave place to an
ger.

“Hold on, Les—” she began.
“I’m not holding on. I’m fed up. 

There’s only one word for the lot of you 
— vultures! Cold-blooded vultures. 
You’re old enough to know better, 
Jean—”

She slapped him sharply on the 
cheek. Briefly Allen stood motionless. 
Then his palm cracked resoundingly on 
the girl’s jaw. She gasped, cried out, 
and staggered back, more shocked than 
actually hurt. Burnleigh and Kester 
sprang erect.

Allen looked at them intently, his 
fists balled. He was hoping they’d 
come on.

“You — you hit me!” Jean gasped, 
disbelief written on her face.
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"Well, you deserved it. Your uncle’s 
been dead only a few—”

"What?”
The shocked horror in Jean’s voice 

could not be mistaken. Instantly A l
len cursed himself for a hot-headed fool. 
She had not known, of course.

He was confused. He stepped for
ward, but Jean retreated, wide-eyed.

"Uncle Simon—dead?” she stam
mered.

"I’m sorry,” Allen said flatly. “Three 
days ago. Heart-failure.”

The girl sat down and quaffed her 
drink. “Tell me about it.”

“There’s nothing much to tell. He 
and Kester came up here for a hunting 
trip. Simon returned to town in a hur
ry. That night he was found dead in 
his study. Heart-failure.”

Kester leaned forward. “Sure of 
that?” he asked queerly.

“Certain. The coroner—”
The secretary’s meaty face looked 

oddly puzzled. “There wasn’t anything 
wrong?”

Allen’s eyes widened. “What makes 
you ask that, Kester?”

“Just an idea. W ell?”
“As a matter of fact, there was one 

thing. The police found something un
der Simon’s body. It was a bat.”

“A — bat?” Apparently Kester had 
expected anything but that.

“Yeah. Dead, of course, and crushed 
a bit. But it didn’t mean anything.” 

Till now Jean had remained silent. 
Suddenly she spoke up.

“Les, when you came up here, you 
thought—”

“I’m sorry,” he said.
Heated anger blazed in the girl’s dark 

eyes. “Well, I’m staying. With my 
guests. See how you like that!” Her 
hand went up to finger the scarlet mark 
on her cheek.

“Oh, but you can’t do that, Jean,” 
Kester put in. “W e’ll have to go back 
to town right away.”

HER jaw jutted out stubbornly, 
though the gleam of tears was in 

her eyes. “W e’re staying. Unless any
one cares to leave—”

Allen didn’t look at the girl. “Funny 
you didn’t hear the news,” he said. “No 
radio, eh?”

“No,” said Bumleigh, the bald geolo
gist. “I’ve been going into town daily, 
but I never bought a paper.”

Kester stood up and caught Allen’s 
eye.

The attorney followed the other 
man into the adjoining room.

“Listen,” Kester said softly. “This 
is damn funny, you know. Simon and 
I came up for some hunting, and all of 
a sudden he packed up and went home. 
Told me to stay here till he sent me 
word. He seemed excited about some
thing.”

“Did he receive any messages?” Al-
i p r t

“None that I know of. Why?”
“His affairs were in bad shape,” Al

len said. “Plenty bad. In fact he was 
on the verge of bankruptcy.”

“I didn’t know,” Kester muttered. 
“It’s news to me. Longacre—”

“The hermit?” Allen interrupted.
“Yes. I didn’t see hide nor hair of 

him till Jean and the others got here. 
Then he started to show up, talking 
about devils flying around in the dark. 
Warned us all to stay indoors after sun
set.”

“Yeah?” Allen asked. “Looks like 
your friend outside isn’t taking his ad
vice?”

“Who? Oh—Worth. The natural
ist. No, he’s pretty hard-headed.” Kes
ter pushed open a side door. “W orth!” 
he called out, but no answer came.

The secretary stepped out into the 
dark. After a moment he returned. 
“Not there. Went for a walk, I guess. 
I’d have heard him if he’d come back 
in the cabin. What had we better do, 
Les?”

“Nothing, tonight. Tomorrow I want 
to see this hermit of yours. Then we’ll 
see about going back to town.”

“All right. This is my room. You 
can bunk with me.” Kester turned to 
the door. “Coming?”

“Not right away.”
The blond giant went out. Allen lit 

a cigarette and went to the other door. 
He opened it and peered into the night.

Moonlight silvered the valley. The 
limestone cliffs shimmered ghostlike, 
towering toward the sky. Something 
passed before the moon, casting a flick
ering shadow. It was a bat! Another
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of the creatures drifted toward Allen, 
wavering on delicate membranous 
wings. He blew smoke at it, and it re
treated like a breath of wind.

An ominous chill touched Allen. In
explicable it was, seeming to reach into 
his heart from the great, lonely moun
tains hemming him in, seeming to pris
on him in this forsaken valley. He shiv
ered involuntarily and drew back, clos
ing the door.

He had no wish to rejoin the others. 
He rested and smoked, while the hours 
dragged past. Finally he went into the 
great living room.

THE others were still gathered 
about the fire, but Worth was not 

among them. Allen caught Kester’s 
eye, nodded.

“I’m going for a hike,” he said. 
“Want to come along?”

“Oh—the hermit?” Kester asked. 
“Sure. Excuse me, folks.”

He went out. Bumleigh rose, rub
bing his bald head.

“Well, I’d join you, but I’m too 
sleepy. I’m going to hit the hay.”

“So am I,” blond Betty Fielding sec
onded.

Kester came back, bearing two heavy 
lumberjack jackets. He handed one to 
Allen as they left the house.

“Gets chilly in these latitudes,” he 
said, grinning. “I brought a gun, too.” 

“Good,” Allen applauded. “We may 
need it.”

It was rough going in the moonlight. 
Several times they lost the trail.

“There’s a short-cut,” Kester said, 
“but I wouldn’t tackle it at night. W e’ll 
get there soon.

But it was more than an hour before 
they came in sight of a weatherbeaten 
shack perched in a hollow of the cliffs. 
No light showed in its windows.

“Asleep, I guess,” Allen grunted. 
“Wonder how long the old boy’s been 
here?”

“Plenty long,” said K e s t e r .  He 
banged sharply on the door. “Nobody 
home.”

They waited awhile, shivering in the 
icy wind.

“I’m going in,” Allen said, at last. 
“Keep your gun ready.” He found a 
window that yielded to his tugs. Gin

gerly he opened it and threw one leg 
over the sill. A musty, dead stench 
stung his nostrils.

In the cabin Allen lit a match. There 
was a candle on a ramshackle table, and 
he kindled it. Then he unbarred the 
door.

“No soap,” he said to Kester as the 
latter entered. “Nice place, eh?”

It wasn’t nice. It was filthy. A rat 
scurried to cover. A mess of dirty pots 
and pans lay in a comer. The blankets 
on the bunk were grimy and stiff with 
age. Allen examined the pots carefully.

“He doesn’t believe in washing them 
often. Maybe he eats out of cans.”

“Yeah,” Kester said, half-heartedly.
They waited, not knowing what else 

to do. At last Allen shrugged and rose.
“We’ll come back tomorrow. Let’s 

scram.”
But there was no need to wait till the 

next day. As the two emerged from the 
cabin a deep voice shouted:

“Well? Have ye tired of waiting?”
Allen looked up. Some distance 

away, perched atop a giant boulder, 
was a man. In the moonlight his white 
beard and furry cap looked ghostly. He 
wore stained khaki garments.

“It’s Longacre,” Kester said under 
his breath.

Lo n g a c r e  caught the words.
“Sure! I’ve been watching ye 

since ye came.”
“I want to talk to you,” Allen said 

quietly.
“Well, ye won’t. I’ve but one thing 

to say. Stay indoors at night. Some
thing’s abroad in this valley, and it’s a 
beast with wings!”

The hermit leaped down and soon 
vanished in the shadows. Allen raced 
toward the boulder, Kester at his heels. 
But Longacre had disappeared without 
a trace.

“No use searching,” Kester grunted. 
“This place is a rabbit warren.”

Allen studied the tumbled slope of 
rocks below him and nodded. Silently 
they turned down the trail.

But the night was not over yet. The 
path ran steeply down, and for a space 
lay under an overhanging brow of lime
stone. Allen saw something ahead that 
he took for moss, or a distorted tree. It
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hung from the crag over the trail.
As he approached it, it moved! A stir 

of weird motion shook it. For a second, 
superstitious fear crawled through Al
len ; then suddenly he saw that a horde 
of bats were taking flight from the ob
ject on which they had rested. The 
w i n g e d  mammals fluttered about, 
cheeping shrilly, and vanished in the 
night.

After they had gone Allen saw that 
it was neither moss nor a tree. It was 
the body of a man!

“Good God!” he whispered under his 
breath, and ran forward, Kester at his 
heels. A man hung there, his feet six 
inches above the trail, dangling by one 
arm. His hand was crushed between 
two heavy rocks that were jammed to
gether on the jagged slope above. His 
head lolled grotesquely on his shoulder, 
and a dark smear stained his breast.

Allen reached up and raised the dan
gling head. Immediately he wished he 
hadn’t. The man’s throat had been 
ripped out, as though by ravening 
fangs; and cartilage gleamed whitely 
against red raw flesh.

“It’s W orth!” Kester gasped. “Hey- 
don W orth !”

The naturalist. The man who had 
gone for a stroll, ignoring the hermit’s 
warning. And now he dangled hide
ously in death, a perch for bats. . . .

“Help me get him down,” Allen said 
grimly.

There was an impromptu post mor
tem at the lodge. The women had been 
excluded, of course. The body of Worth 
lay supine on a table in a storeroom, 
and Allen, Kester, and Burnleigh were 
examining it.

It was not yet dawn. The lamplight 
made the corpse even more hideous 
than had the moonlight. Blindly, the 
dead eyes looked up, fixed in a wide 
stare. The lips were drawn taut, taut 
with fear. The evil-looking corpse was 
nude.

“No marks, except for the throat 
wound,” Allen said. “And a bruise on 
the head. I wonder—”

K ESTER, staring fascinated at the 
cadaver, interrupted. “I want to 

tell yoai something, Les. I didn’t be
fore, because it sounded so screwy. Re

member what Longacre told us? About 
a beast with wings?”

“Yeah?”
“Well, I saw it. Last night. Only 

a glimpse, but it looked like an animal 
of some sort—not a bird. It had wings 
like a bat.”

“You—you saw that?” Burnleigh 
asked. His bald head was glistening 
with sweat. “Thank God for that! I 
thought I was going crazy when I—”

“You saw it too?” Allen broken in.
“Yes,” Burnleigh said, shuddering. 

“Last night, just before I turned in, I 
was looking out my bedroom window, 
and I saw this—this thing gliding down 
the valley.”

Allen whistled, remembering his own 
experience on the cliffside trail. “Well,” 
he said, “we’ll file that for future ref
erence. Meanwhile, let’s see what 
Worth had in his pockets.” He turned 
to the dead naturalist’s disarranged 
garments, piled in a heap on a chair. 
One by one he searched them, placing 
what he found on the table.

“Knife . . . watch . . . compass 
. . . matches . . Hello! What’s 
this?” Allen dumped glittering speci
mens of rock on the table. “Looks like 
gold!”

“Gold?” The geologist leaned for
ward and picked up one of the chunks. 
He scrutinized it carefully.

“No,” he said, his mouth twisting in
to a wry smile. “It’s feldspar. Fool’s 
gold. But many people have taken it 
for the real thing.” He looked up sud
denly and met Allen’s stare.

“I  thought it was gold,” the attorney 
said. “And somebody else might have 
thought the same thing.”

“Simon?” Ke6ter asked.
Longacre!” It w a s  Bumleigh’s 

voice. The geologist sprang forward, 
nearly upsetting the table. He reached 
the window, jerked it open. “There he 
is!”

Allen reached the window, too late to 
catch a glimpse of the hermit. Bum- 
leigh was already scrambling out.

“Get a gun,” he snapped over his 
shoulder. “I haven’t any.”

Allen turned and raced into the next 
room. The women turned, startled; 
their faces pallid as they sat around the 
fire. The attorney paused only to
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snatch a revolver from a gun-case, and 
then burst out of the house. He caught 
a glimpse of Kester disappearing into 
the shadows, having apparently exited 
through the window in Bumleigh’s 
wake

“The trail!” Kester shouted. “He’s 
heading for his cabin!”

Suddenly there was a patter of run
ning feet. Jean came racing out of the 
gloom. She gripped Allen’s arm.

“Les! What is it?”
“The hermit,” Allen hushed. “Stay 

in the lodge—and keep a gun handy.” 
“Les!” She tried to hold him. 

“Don’t go!”
He tore free and sprinted up the trail. 

It was very dark, as it sometimes is be
fore dawn, but a faint glow was bright
ening the eastern cliffs grayly.

IT was extremely difficult to follow 
the trail. More than once Allen had 

to light matches. Time seemed to drag 
past interminably.

He stumbled over a body. He knelt, 
and in the brief flare of a match recog
nized Burnleigh, pale and unconscious, 
blood oozing from a wound in the bald 
head. The man was still breathing, but 
there was nothing Allen could do for 
him. A mad killer was loose, and he 
must be caught. Allen kept his mind 
from the thought. He left Burnleigh 
and ran on.

It grew lighter as he passed the her
mit’s cabin. He caught sight of a figure 
running ahead. It was Kester.

The blond giant was panting. “He— 
I lost him, I guess. He’s not in his 
cabin. I looked.”

“Lost him?” Allen paused and 
stared around. The rocky slope be
neath him was becoming visible in the 
dawn. There was a shrill whine, and a 
bullet spanged into molten lead on a 
boulder beyond the two men.

“Down there!” K e s t e r  shouted, 
pointing. “See him?”

A white-bearded figure stood atop a 
rise far down the slope. Another bul
let shrieked past Allen’s head.

“Come on,” he grated. “Don’t shoot 
yet. W e’re too far.” He sprinted 
headlong toward the hermit, at risk of 
his life. Kester followed and by some 
miracle they did not break their necks.

The hermit waited. He still wore 
the fur cap, and his beard tossed in the 
wind. Now, Allen saw that Longacre 
stood on the brink of a chasm—a ravine 
that stretched across the valley.

“Wait a minute,” Allen said, and 
halted. Then hailed, “Longacre!” 

“Damn ye,” the hermit snarled. 
“What?”

“The game’s up. We know you 
killed Worth—and why.”

“Ye do? What do ye know?”
“I’ll keep him talking,” Allen mut

tered under his breath to Kester. 
“Watch your chance to wing him.” 
He called to the hermit, “You found 
gold here! Or you thought it was gold. 
You tried to scare us away by talking 
about a flying beast.”

“Ye saw it! Ye saw the thing!”
“I saw you, in disguise,” Allen 

snapped. “You stretched black cloth 
on a framework to resemble wings. 
As for flying—a trapeze artist can do 
that, with a thin rope or a good wire 
that’s invisible in the dark.”

The shot went home. “Well?” the 
hermit asked, after a pause.

“You thought you could scare us 
away, and then get the gold somehow. 
Only it wasn’t real ore. It was a fool’s 
gold, Longacre. You ought to know 
the difference, living in the mountains 
this long.”

“Damn ye!” the cracked voice 
howled. Longacre raised his gun and 
fired at Allen. The slug missed. Kes- 
ter’s weapon barked in return. The 
hermit screamed, then he knelt, fum
bling with something on the ground. 
Abruptly he slipped over the edge of 
the chasm. A high-pitched scream 
came up, dying away. A crashing 
thud was heard far below.

A LLEN raced forward and looked 
into the gorge. The bottom was 

hundreds of feet below, but a figure lay 
there, dwarfed by distance, crumpled 
and unmoving.. It was gloomy down 
there, but the whiteness of the beard 
was unmistakable.

“He—he’s dead?” a shaky voice 
asked. Allen whirled.

“Jean!” Allen said, startled. “What 
are you doing here?”

“I followed you,” the girl confessed.
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“I was afraid for you. I’ve been hid
ing behind a rock.”

T‘It’s all over,” Kester said, sighing. 
‘‘Feels funny—to kill a man.”

“Yeah?” There was a queer note in 
Allen’s voice. He was kneeling on the 
brink of the abyss. “Hold on a minute. 
I wonder—”

His probing fingers drew something 
to light. It was a rope, anchored se
curely to a rock, almost out of sight 
from the casual observer. The rope 
dangled down into the gorge.

“Oh,” Kester said flatly. “He was 
trying to climb down.”

“The rope isn’t long enough to reach 
the bottom,” said Allen, peering down. 
He looked carefully at the ground at 
his feet, then again into the pit. “I’m 
going down. Haul me up if I yell.”

It wasn’t as difficult as it looked. 
The rope was knotted every few feet, 
and Allen descended carefully. Before 
he reached the end something caught 
his eye.

He looked into the opening of a cave. 
It was out of sight from above but easy 
to reach. Without difficulty Allen 
swung from the rope; his feet felt solid 
ground beneath them.

He shouted up his discovery to the 
others. “I’m going in! Wait for me!”

Without waiting for the objections 
he knew would come, he plunged into 
the darkness of the cavern. A flash
light would have come in handy, but 
he had none. Employing matches, 
however, he soon discovered a few fag
ots on the floor which had obviously 
served as torches. One of these he lit.

The cavern went straight in, slanting 
down somewhat. Right through the 
limestone it probed. Dripping water 
sounded faintly.

On and on he went. Abruptly the 
passage ended. Before Allen loomed a 
vast expanse, a tremendous cavern. 
Something hit him on the head. There 
was time for only one bitter curse at 
his own stupidity; then Allen fell, un
conscious. . . .

Presently he woke up, cramped and 
uncomfortable. His arms and legs 
were bound, he soon discovered. He 
was lying against a cold wall, and star
ing into the depths of the great cavern.

Torchlight illuminated it. A dozen

flambeaux were set here and there, 
making the place a wonderland of 
beauty. The gigantic grotto glowed 
and sparkled like a million jewels. 
Stalagmites and stalactites reflected the 
gleams. The ceiling was spiked with 
thousands of sharp rock-icicles, formed 
by centuries and eons of dripping 
water. Some of the clusters looked pre
carious enough as they hung there, 
trembling faintly as though about to 
fall. From one of these Allen’s gaze 
drifted down.

HE saw a man standing beside a pit.
A black hole gaped in the cav

ern’s floor. The man was peering down 
into it. It was the hermit.

A moan at Allen’s side made his head 
turn sharply. Jean was lying there, 
also tightly bound! And beyond her 
was Kester, similarly fettered.

“Jean!” Allen grated hoarsely. “You 
little fool! Why—”

“Why did I come?” she asked, her 
blue eyes steady. “Because I love you, 
Les. That was why I acted as I did 
after you slapped me. You were the 
only one who could hurt me.”

“I told you to stay with Kester!” 
he shouted.
• “I insisted on coming after you. Art 
was armed.” Jean looked at the mo
tionless blond giant. “He and the her
mit shot it out. Art was wounded. 
Then Longacre tied us both up.” 

There was a sardonic chuckle. The 
tall form of the hermit loomed ghost
like before them.

“You’re too inquisitive,” the man 
said. “All of you. Too inquisitive for 
your own good.”

Allen rolled over. He felt something 
hard against his hip. The gun! In
credibly, he had not been disarmed. 
But his hands were tied. If he could 
keep the killer talking—

“You know,” Allen said conversa
tionally, “you were pretty clever. But 
why keep on that beard now?”

“Eh?” A lean hand reached up to 
the hairy chin.

“Take it off, Bumleigh!” Allen 
snarled.

There was a dead stillness. Then the 
killer laughed, an d  the beard came 
away in his hand. The furry cap came
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off, revealing a bald head, caked with 
dried blood.

“When did you guess?” the geologist 
asked.

“When I saw the rope,” Allen said. 
“And when I noticed there was no 
blood on the ground where you’d stood. 
It was clever, but not clever enough.”

“Les!” Incredulity was in Jean’s 
voice. “What—”

“Tell her,” Bumleigh interrupted, 
grinning sardonically. “Let’s see how 
clever y o u  are.”

Allen spoke slowly, as though in 
thought, while his hidden hand sought 
to reach the gun in his pocket.

“Well,” he began, “Simon Strombold 
came up here with Kester. His affairs 
were in bad shape, and he needed 
money. Longacre had discovered some
thing pretty valuable up here, so he 
told Strombold about it, knowing 
Simon was square, and would cut him 
in on the profits. Simon owned this 
land, of course.”

Allen’s fingers touched the cold 
metal of the gun, then he continued.

“Strombold didn’t even tell Kester. 
He left him here, rushed back to town, 
and died of heart failure before he could 
tell anyone of his discovery. That 
wasn’t murder, Jean. Your uncle died 
a natural death. But right after that 
you came up here with Burnleigh and 
the others.”

Burnleigh’s eyes narrowed, and Al
len froze, unmoving. Had the killer 
noticed his furtive struggles to reach 
the gun? Hastily he went on.

“You met the hermit and talked to 
him. Perhaps you noticed he was ex
cited about something. Somehow you 
wormed the truth out of him, and then 
you killed him. His body has been 
lying in that gorge for days, I’ll bet. 
You gambled that nobody would notice 
it—and you were right, because there’s 
no attraction to bring people up to this 
part of the valley.”

THE geologist’s thin lips twisted in 
a smile. “So?”

“You admitted going to the village 
daily, and you saw the news of Simon’s 
death in the papers. You might have 
told Jean, then you’d all have gone back 
to civilization. But your game was

deeper than that. You planned, even
tually, to buy this land from Jean, per
haps by proxy. And you wanted to 
prove to her that it was worthless, ex
cept as a vacation resort. Otherwise 
she might have become suspicious and 
investigated. So you disguised your
self as Longacre, warned everyone 
about going outdoors at night.

“You tried to kill me when I arrived 
here. You killed Worth because he dis
covered your secret, and you planted 
the fool’s gold in his pocket. That was 
clever, and yet it was a mistake. If 
Longacre had actually been the crimi
nal, and had thought he’d found gold, 
he’d have killed you, Burnleigh, be
cause you’re a geologist! And a 
geologist would notice the presence of 
gold ore before anyone else!”

Allen’s fingers closed around the butt 
of his gun. He hurried on, trying to 
shield his movements.

“When I found you beside the trail 
tonight, you weren’t unconscious. You 
were faking. The wound on your head 
was self-inflicted, though. After I’d 
gone on, you put on your disguise as 
Longacre, took a short cut, and caught 
our attention. You pretended to be 
shot and fall into the gorge. Actually, 
you slid down the rope and came here.” 

"But why, Les?” Jean said suddenly. 
“If there wasn’t any real gold—” 

“There was a treasure,” Allen said 
quietly. “Not gold, no. The bat found 
crushed under Simon’s body was the 
real clue. Burnleigh tried to hide the 
significance of that with a lot of mum- 
bo-jumbo about flying beasts. Do you 
notice anything peculiar about this cav
ern, Jean?”

“No,” she answered shortly. 
“Longacre found it and no one else 

ever suspected there was such a cave. 
But there have always been many bats 
in this valley. That’s why we were 
warned to stay indoors at night. So 
we wouldn’t notice the flight of the 
thousands of bats that nest in this cave. 
Ever been in Carlsbad Caverns, Jean? 
They’ve taken a fortune out of it.”

The girl’s eyes widened as compre
hension came to her. “You don’t mean 
that—”

“Yeah! Guano! It ranges from $25 
to $95 a ton, more than an equal weight
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of average-grade gold ore. This cave 
holds a fortune in guano—the best and 
most expensive fertilizer in the world. 
People pay fantastic prices for it. 
That was your treasure, wasn’t it, 
Burnleigh?”

“Yes,” said the geologist quietly. 
“And the gun in your pocket will do 
you no good. Before I left the lodge I 
had taken the precaution of inserting 
blanks in all the weapons.”

A  SICK feeling of hopelessness 
shook Allen. Somehow he knew 

that Burnleigh was not lying. That 
was why the killer had dared expose 
himself so much as a target. That was 
why no blood had been found on the 
brink of the chasm.

A grim smile touched Bumleigh’s 
thin lips. “If you are quite finished, 
Allen, I shall proceed. Do you see that 
pit? It goes down a long distance, to 
an underground river, I suspect. I 
doubt if your bodies will ever be found.” 

In fascinated horror Allen’s eyes 
dwelt on the blackly gaping hole, then 
lifted to the shivering, unstable stalac
tite-group above it.

“You can’t—” Allen choked out. 
“But I can. Kester first.” Bum- 

leigh stooped above the blond giant’s 
bound body. He hesitated, and made a 
quick examination.

“He’s dead,” the geologist announced. 
“Bled to death. I had real bullets in 
my gun.” He lifted the limp form. 
“He shall be first. After him, our ama
teur detective. Then the girl.” The 
man’s cold eyes dwelt on Jean’s face, 
swept down over the curves of her slim 
body. “But perhaps not too quickly. 
Perhaps—”

“Burnleigh,” Allen said suddenly. 
“I’m giving you just one chance. Let 
Jean go. Because, if you don’t, I swear 
that I’ll kill you.”

The murderer hesitated, looked 
down at Allen. Then he laughed, and 
his foot thudded into the attorney’s 
side. Deliberately he bent; his lean 
fingers trailed down the smooth skin of 
Jean’s white throat. She shuddered at 
his touch.

Then Burnleigh turned, and, bearing 
his burden, hurried toward the pit. He 
dumped Kester’s body to the ground.

Swiftly he pushed the corpse toward 
the abyss. . . .

Allen’s gun was out of his pocket 
now. Though his hands were still 
bound, he gripped the pistol in one of 
them. There was one chance left, and 
only one. It was desperate. It might 
fail—and it might succeed too well.

“I love you, Jean,” he said. “Remem
ber that.” Then he squeezed the trig
ger.

He kept on squeezing it.
The thunderous, booming reverbera

tions of the shots re-echoed through 
the vast caverns. Blank cartridges 
only, but the sound was magnified tre
mendously by the accoustics of the 
place. And above the crashes rang the 
mocking laughter of the man who was 
rising from the lip of the chasm.

A splintering crack sounded. Then 
another. A stalactite had fallen from 
the roof. More were falling, loosened 
from their precarious perches by the 
tremendous roar of the vibrations.

Abruptly, unbelieving fear crept into 
Burnleigh’s face. A crackling thunder 
sounded above him. He looked up.

The nest of stalactites above him was 
falling.

He gave one scream, agonized and 
despairing, like the death-cry of a 
beast. He stretched up. His clawing 
hands strove to fling himself aside— 
and then hell broke loose!

Down upon the screaming man 
crashed the sharp deadly icicles of rock. 
One spike pierced him through the 
brain. And still they fell, a deadly 
rain of stone. The cavern roared and 
resounded with echoes reinforced by 
crackling crashes. The body of Bum- 
leigh toppled back hung on the lip of 
the abyss. Silently, he fell into the pit, 
after the corpse of the man he had slain.

The roaring grew fainter. After a 
time it died out. Allen turned his face 
to Jean’s.

“Lucky we were up against the 
wall,” he said. “Or I wouldn’t have 
dared to try it. Well—roll over. Let’s 
see if I can untie those knots.”

Silently she obeyed. Allen found his 
lips only a few inches from the nape of 
Jean’s neck.

It wasn’t a bona fide kiss, of course, 
but it was an excellent substitute.
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A  roa r ing  cau ld ron  of b laz ing  w ax  lay overtu rned

Doom Reigns Sky-High in the Tower of a Skyscraper When a 
Mystery Killer Plans a Diabolical Design for Dying 

-and Metes Out Murder a la Carte!
CHAPTER I

Memories of Murder

t EONARD BYRNES looked at the 
letter he was holding in a trem- 

4 bling hand. The suggestion of 
a snarl turned his lips. It was not the 
snarl of a hunted creature that gri
maced his mouth, but rather that of the 
hunter. His usually frank gray eyes 
narrowed to slits and his forehead fur
rowed in thought.

Byrnes always felt this way when

anything involving his father, the late 
Auguste Byrnes, came to his attention. 
His father had been a great man, a great 
sculptor, and he had died a horrible 
death. Leonard Byrnes blamed certain 
men for that death. He called it—“mur
der.” He believed it amounted to that.

The letter he was now holding, in a 
hand that shook with an old anger, was 
signed by Malcolm G. Lanson, a law
yer. The name meant nothing to 
Byrnes. But everything other than the 
signature did mean something. The 
letter informed him that he had been
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mentioned in the codicil to the will of 
the late Felix Siddon, owner of the 
Museum of Capital Death. It said 
further, that the codicil’s contents 
would be revealed, to him and Siddon’s 
business associates, at a reading in the 
Museum on the following Sunday.

“That will be Brock Fenner, Pascal 
Rhodes, Morgan Maxwell, and Vincent 
Barkley,” he told himself, scowling. 
“I’m glad—glad to know that Siddon is

dead! I hope he suffered the tortures 
of the damned, dying!”

Even in the intensity of his bitter 
hatred, Byrnes couldn’t close his mind 
to the melancholy that flooded his be
ing as he remembered his father’s tragic 
end. The wound that time had partly 
healed was open now—and bleeding.

Auguste Byrnes had been one of the 
kindest of all men. Of Irish extraction, 
he had been through the Balkan wars as
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a child. The misery and mass slaughter 
he had seen there in his early years had 
burned themselves so deeply into his 
mind that his great genius as a sculptor 
had been warped in a peculiar way.

Happiness and security in America 
had restored his innate humanity and 
kindliness, but his statues inevitably 
revealed the haunting scar on his soul— 
they were always of twisted, misshapen 
bodies. And so, Auguste Byrnes had 
made capital of this dwarfed talent. He 
had turned to the making of wax figures 
for a museum of his own. He pros
pered, and gradually the Institute of 
Deformed Art expanded to five floors, 
each one being a museum in itself.

He had picked Siddon, Fenner, 
Rhodes, Barkley and Maxwell from the 
gutters of poverty. In time, he left the 
business of running the museum to 
them and devoted himself to the carv
ing of these tortured, living figures. 
But, in the end, the five assistants had 
ousted the original owner, leaving him 
impoverished.

The lurid light of Auguste Byrnes’ 
last night on earth flashed before his 
son’s mind. Leonard Byrnes’ face 
paled, and he felt a cold sweat break 
out all over him as it had a hundred 
times since that night.

Byrnes had gone back to sculpturing, 
the only work he knew, after he had 
been squeezed out of the business. If 
anything, his work had increased in its 
brilliant horror because the new bitter
ness had ripped open that old scar of 
hate on his soul. But he had to work 
with a cheap grade of wax, inflammable 
and dangerous.

One night young Byrnes had heard 
his father’s screams echoing from his 
workshop. Leonard Byrnes rushed in. 
But he was too late. His beloved 
father had become a great molten statue 
himself, writhing in the hissing, crack
ling light of his own flames. At his 
burning feet, a roaring cauldron of blaz
ing wax lay overturned, feeding the fire 
that was burning him to a crisp, twisted 
corpse.

By the time he had extinguished the 
flames, the young Byrnes found his 
father burned beyond recognition, only 
charred bones remaining. And as he 
sat beside the corpse, shuddering huge 
sobs, he thought of the many times his

father had said that the death he feared 
most was death by fire. Ironically, his 
father had died an even more horrible 
death than the physical torture implied. 
His agony had been of the soul as well 
as of the body. That was why Leonard 
Byrnes called it murder; these men, by 
fleecing his father, had been directly 
responsible for his death.

Byrnes stuffed the letter in his pocket 
and started out the door. He wanted, 
suddenly, to see some of his father’s 
work again. It would make him feel 
close to the Old Man. As he caught a 
bus for the Museftm of Corporal Agony, 
he hoped that Brock Fenner wouldn’t 
be there. Byrnes didn’t know how well 
he could control himself, if he were.

A  SHORT time after his father’s 
death, his five former assistants 

had divided up the five floors of the 
Auguste Byrnes’ Institute of Deformed 
Art into five museums. Fenner had 
taken the Museum of Corporal Agony, 
which featured famous methods of tor
ture through the ages. Siddon took the 
Museum of Capital Death, with its 
portrayal of capital punishment in all 
times and places.

Morgan Maxwell acquired the Mu
seum of Frightful Murders. Pascal 
Rhodes gained the Museum of F e lo s-  
de-se, which revealed the more grue
some aspects of suicide, and Vincent 
Barkley, the Museum of Ritual Sac
rifice. All five of these museums had 
been removed to separate roofs, and a 
huge profit realized on the sale of the 
old property located in the heart of the 
city.

As Byrnes entered the low gray 
building on the waterfront, he was sur
prised at the number of people visiting 
the gruesome place. He knew that his 
father’s Institute had been phenome
nally successful, but he had wondered 
whether five separate museums would 
share equal prosperity.

As he went through the door into the 
dull gray light of the interior, Byrnes 
turned up his coat collar, hiding his 
face. He didn’t want to be recognized. 
Byrnes had seen a mousy little man 
give him an odd look, then go on into 
the museum. Byrnes bought his ticket, 
stepped into the museum.

He waited a moment for his eyes to
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accustom themselves to the subdued 
light. Then, suddenly, he started, froze 
in his tracks. Directly before him the 
little mousy man was lying bound on 
the floor, his eyes wide open, staring. 
A red-hot iron had already burned one 
eye completely out of its blackened 
socket. The crimson-tipped rod was 
descending again to take the other eye.

Byrnes choked, wondered why the 
man didn’t scream. The victim’s mouth 
was strained open in the agony of his 
torture. His body twisted and writhed 
before the feet of the Arab whose cruel 
hand was holding the gleaming hot 
iron.

And then, just as suddenly, Byrnes 
relaxed, broke into an embarrassed 
laugh. The whole scene, so vivid and 
lifelike, was an exhibit. His father’s 
works had always affected him like this 
when he met them unexpectedly. No 
matter how often he saw them, they 
always seemed living, seemed to carry 
a part of the vital spark of Auguste 
Byrnes within them. This one before 
him was one of his father’s master
pieces. No wonder it had fooled him 
for an instant!

Farther down the aisle, he saw the 
figure of the real, living mousy man 
looking at the other writhing statues. 
Byrnes could see now that his resem
blance to the victim of the exhibit was 
accidental.

A dark, squat figure loomed up be
side him noiselessly. A harsh voice ad
dressed Byrnes. He whirled to look at 
the sullen, coarse features of Brock 
Fenner.

“I see you’ve come back to us,” the 
voice grated, while Byrnes stuck his 
fists deep in his overcoat pockets, the 
better to control them.

Byrnes looked down at the flat nose, 
the thick lips, the pock-marked skin. 
Brock Fenner was well-dressed, and 
rich, but he was still ugly as sin. 
Byrnes started to move away without 
answering, but Fenner reached out a 
hairy hand and caught his arm.

‘‘Let me go!” Byrnes exclaimed. 
“I’ll never come back to you or your 
crowd—not if I have to starve.”

“I’ll pay you a lot if you do,” Fenner 
said. “And you’re broke, I know that. 
You need the money. And you’re a 
sculptor. In fact, we’ve never been able

to get any sculptors to equal your 
father’s work. Something dead and 
lifeless about their statues. You’ve 
probably inherited his talent/’

“Look, Fenner,” Byrnes said, and he 
grabbed the lapels of Fenner’s coat in 
one hand, pulling the man up toward 
him. “Even now my father’s death 
haunts my work. My most beautiful 
statues still have something hidden and 
morbid about them, something you 
can’t quite put your finger on. I want 
to suppress that, not bring it out. I 
wouldn’t make a statue for you, even if 
you hadn’t murdered my father.”

The charge left Fenner untouched. 
His heavy grin just became a little 
broader.

“I know. I know,” he said. “But 
this place is my hobby now. I don’t 
need it any more for the income. And 
there’s just one statue missing, just one 
I’d like to add to my collection. Listen, 
Byrnes”—he leaned closer, dropped his 
voice to a whisper—“I’d give five thou
sand”—Byrnes shook his head—“may
be ten thousand dollars for that statue.”

THAT made Byrnes stop. Ten 
thousand dollars was a pretty sum 

of money for a starving artist. With 
ten thousand dollars he could live for 
five years. Five years in which to do 
the work he loved, without worrying 
about how he’d keep alive. It would 
make some amends to his father, in a 
sense.

Fenner grinned. Fenner had always 
obtained everything he had ever wanted 
with money. He worked on the theory 
that a man would sell anything, even 
his soul, if enough gold were offered. 
He pulled Byrnes over to a dark corner, 
his hand heavy on the younger man’s 
arm.

“The statue I want,” he whispered, 
“is one of a man in intense agony. 
You’ve got to get supreme pain in it! 
Beside the man is an overturned pot, its 
contents seething on the floor. The 
erect figure of the man is a writhing, 
twisting mass of flames, consuming 
hin*g££ want—”

But Brock Fenner never finished the 
sentence. With a low cry of rage, 
Byrnes hurled himself at the man, 
swinging blindly. A mad joy flashed 
through his trembling body as he felt
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his fist crash sickeningly against that 
ugly face. Blood streamed from Brock 
Fenner’s nose.

“You devil!” Byrnes cried. He 
swung again from the shoulder, his jaw 
taut.

Fenner backed away quickly, a dark 
scowl on his beaten face. Then, he 
launched his short-muscled body at the 
anger-blind man, butted him in the 
stomach. But Byrnes didn’t feel it. He 
was immune to pain now; he felt noth
ing but an overwhelming desire to kill 
Brock Fenner.

Then, he felt men holding his arms. 
He heard excited voices about him. As 
his eyes cleared, he saw that the mu
seum attendants gripped him. Fenner 
was standing back apace, staunching 
his bleeding nose with a red soggy 
handkerchief.

“I’ll get you for this,” he half-sobbed 
at Byrnes. “I’ll make you remember 
what you’ve done.”

“That’s all right with me,” Byrnes 
shouted back as the struggling at
tendants dragged him toward the exit. 
“Because next time I see you, I’ll give 
you your due, you devil!”

Once thrust outside into the street, 
Byrnes started to walk home. He 
needed a walk, a long walk to get calm 
again, to work off the seething, boiling 
anger inside him.

By the time he neared his apartment, 
he was thinking about the invitation 
again. He felt certain that he should 
avoid the Museum of Capital Death, re
gardless of what might be bequeathed 
to him in that will. Beside, he couldn’t 
imagine why Felix Siddon would want 
to leave him anything. It would be 
pointless to go. There was only hatred 
between him and his father’s killers. 
And hatred, Byrnes knew, would in
evitably lead to tragedy, grim tragedy.

CHAPTER II 
The Weird Choice

IT was nearly four o’clock in the 
afternoon, Sunday, when Byrnes 

shouldered his way down the crowded 
avenue. The tangy weather had lured 
many people to the street. They

strolled along lesiurely, chattering like 
gay magpies.

Byrnes looked around him at their 
animated faces—and felt alone. These 
people were not a part of the world he 
was entering, a world where death and 
agony reigned in a ghastly imitation 
of life’s ending. He was already within 
its shadows.

From the bus window, he could see 
the gaunt form of the Graves Insurance 
Building rising like some gigantic 
skeleton above the avenue. Its seventy 
stories, including the tower, cast a 
lengthening penumbra down the av
enue, across the top of the bus. The 
blood-red sun shone from behind it 
through a multitude of windows. For a 
moment, Byrnes had the feeling that 
the building itself had just died, and 
stood over the city, a ghastly and mag
nificent monument to bleeding Death.

Then, he shook his head, tried to dis
pel the morbid fumes from his brain. 
It was all his imagination, anyway. He 
had only to look at the young girl with 
the sparkling eyes and laughing mouth 
across the aisle, to realize that he alone 
was entertaining such black-hued phan
tasies. Nevertheless, he wished he had 
been able to stay away.

High up in that seemingly narrow 
tower, on the sixty-fourth and sixty- 
fifth floors of that building hanging over 
him, was the Museum of Capital Death. 
It was the only one of the five museums 
that had been streamlined, kept up to 
date with the changing times. Byrnes 
remembered the free publicity the mu
seum had received when it moved into 
that towering structure, the busiest, 
most crowded skyscraper in the world. 
The two factors, publicity and central 
location, had brought crowds to the 
Museum’s doors. “The Skyscraper 
Scare,” the papers had dubbed it. Once 
again Byrnes wished he had had the 
will power to stay away.

But he couldn’t ! He had fought with 
himself ever since that moment of mad 
rage at Brock Fenner. Something dark 
within him seemed to crawl every time 
he thought of the approaching engage
ment. He had even made a date with a 
friend to go up in the country for the 
week-end. But, at the last minute, he 
had broken it. What would Felix Sid
don want to leave him—Felix Siddon,
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who had hated his soul? There was 
really no reason for going, no reason at 
all.

Yet, here he was on his way. He 
looked out the window to watch the life 
on the street. A maroon roadster 
swung up near the bus, rolled evenly 
alongside it. He glanced at the driver, 
caught his breath. She was a honey. 
Her hair was jet black, her skin a glow
ing white. Over slim shoulders, she 
wore a deep red sweater. Just the 
color to set off her hair! He took in 
her even, softly rounded features, her 
gently parted lips, and the long slim 
fingers that held the wheel so deftly. 
And then, her car scooted ahead 
through an opening in the traffic.

THE bus screeched to a stop and 
Byrnes barely had time to gather 

his wits and scramble out. He had 
been so occupied studying the strange 
girl he had almost missed his stop. The 
next moment he was striding down the 
empty foyer of the skyscraper. There 
was only one elevator running on Sun
day. He could see its illuminated dial 
all the way from the entrance. And 
he also saw someone, a slim figure, 
standing under the dial, waiting. He 
caught his breath for the second time 
that day—and for the same person. It 
was the girl, the driver of the maroon 
roadster!

Inside the elevator, the girl called, 
“Sixty-fifth, please.” The elevator man 
nodded and punched the button with a 
stubby finger. Byrnes started. What 
could she be doing up there? Probably 
a secretary to the lawyer. But even 
while the explanation popped into his 
head, he knew it was false. That one 
large diamond ring she wore on a deli
cate finger was worth more than a sec
retary could earn in a year.

As the elevator doors slid noiselessly 
shut, he felt a cold draft of air beating 
down on him. It was as though the 
doors to the world, to life, had suddenly 
closed him out. The elevator man, he 
thought fleetingly, looked like an ex
pug. The girl looked as though she 
were modeled from some of his father’s 
clear wax, lovelier than he had ever 
dreamed any image could be.

As they stepped out onto the deep 
pile of the rug, into the museum

entrance, Byrnes saw a tall, bald- 
headed man coming to greet them. His 
clothes hung loosely about him, as 
though there were no flesh on his bones, 
at. effect that was heightened by his 
deep-set, dark eyes. He covered the 
room in a few strides.

“I’m Malcolm Lanson,” he said to the 
girl, smiling a thin smile. “I may as
sume that you are Miss Felicia Siddon. 
And you”—he turned to B y r n e  s— 
“must be Leonard Byrnes, since all the 
others have arrived.”

Byrnes gasped, nodded coldly to the 
girl. Felicia Siddon! Then she must 
be Felix Siddon’s daughter. No matter 
how beautiful she was, she must have 
an ugly soul. The daughter of one of 
his father’s enemies! While she smiled 
almost irresistibly at him, in acknowl
edgement of the indirect introduction, 
he tried to hate her.

“I suggest that you take one of these 
booklets,” Lanson said, “while we make 
the inspection of the property involved 
in the will and codicil of the deceased. 
That is customary, you know, in such 
cases as this. The booklets will serve 
as an inventory of the physical prop
erty. They used to be given to all 
visitors here.”

He pushed a black folder into their 
hands. On the cover, in white letters, 
Byrnes read the name of the museum. 
Then, down the cover, he saw, in what 
was evidently an engraving from a 
man’s handwriting:

As a m a tte r o f in terest, the M anagem ent 
suggests th at each v is ito r nam e w hich  death  
p o rtra y ed  here is the m ost h o rrib le  in  hia 
eyes. P lease  w rite  it  on the enclosed card  
and hand it to the atten d an t as you  leave.

Felicia Siddon made a wry face as she 
read it, and smiled up at Byrnes. She 
took his arm as though she needed re
assurance, as though she had never 
even heard of the feud between her 
father and himself.

“You know,” she said in a soft voice, 
“this is the first time I’ve ever visited 
my father’s museum. He never let me 
come here while he was alive, never 
told me much about it. I wonder how 
he ever got this horrible idea anyway?”

So, she didn’t know about the old 
hatred! Byrnes felt he should shake 
her light fingers off his arm. But the
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warmth of her heart-shaped hand was 
seeping through his sleeve, and he liked 
it. Against his own wishes, he found 
himself liking her. What’s more, he 
found himself resenting the way Lan- 
son was walking along with them, try
ing to play up to her.

And then, they were approaching the 
others. Byrnes saw them standing just 
inside the large dusty room of the mu
seum. He couldn’t distinguish them 
clearly in the dying light that drifted 
down through the high windows. Most 
of the large room was in deep shadows.

The short, squat figure in the dark 
suit was, of course, Brock Fenner. 
Then, there was the older, slightly 
stooped figure of Pascal Rhodes, owner 
of the Museum of F elo s-d e-se . On the 
far side of the group, Byrnes could see 
the still-brawny form of Morgan Max
well, owner of the Museum of Frightful 
Murders, and next to him, the un
naturally tall and unnaturally thin body 
of Vincent Barkley.

He loathed them all. And, as they 
turned at the sound of his footsteps, he 
could see fear shining back at him in 
their eyes. He was glad they were 
afraid of him.

BUT they greeted him politely, try
ing to hide their emotions. Max

well even took his arm as they started 
walking up the aisle — the A is le  o f  
D eath  it was labeled in neat handwrit
ing. It was well-named!

The dread figures on each side of 
them stirred ancient memories within 
Byrnes. In the dusk, they seemed to 
writhe in their mortal torture, seemed 
to throw out appealing hands for 
mercy, for release from the grim 
shadows of death that fluttered about 
them. Ahead, Byrnes saw Felicia cling 
closer to the withered arm of old Pascal 
Rhodes.

Suddenly, she uttered a little scream 
—a tiny scream, but it stopped every
one dead in his tracks. A slim finger, 
white against the shadows, pointed 
tremblingly ahead of her.

“Look! It’s closing. It’s killing 
her!”

All eyes swung to a deep mound of 
shadow'.. In the dusty depths of the 
museum they could see an oval box 
lined with huge spikes. Slowly, it was

closing on the body of an old woman 
whose wild eyes stared up at them in 
the agonies of her exquisite pain. The 
spikes had already penetrated her 
bloody cheek. When the box had com
pletely closed, the spikes would have 
pierced through her head and body.

Byrnes felt his skin crawl. Even 
though the statue was faintly familiar, 
he had an overwhelming impulse to 
rush to the old woman’s aid, to pull 
that lid open with main strength. 
Somehow, he found himself beside Fe
licia, holding her cold damp hand 
firmly.

“Humph,” Fenner snorted. “A nice 
effect! I suppose, Miss Siddon, that 
this represents your choice of the most 
horrible death—the Iron Maiden?”

Felicia Siddon looked up at him, try
ing to force a smile. She nodded 
silently, against her will it seemed. 
Byrnes felt her trembling silently be
side him. The lifelike scene, her 
scream, it all had put everyone’s nerves 
on edge. There was something malig
nant in the very atmosphere of the 
Museum of Capital Death.

“Since Miss Siddon is so upset,” Lan- 
son said slowly, as though he were 
seeking her attention, “suppose we try 
to make a game of this inspection—the 
game on the catalogue cover here. Be- 
for he died, Mr. Siddon intended clear
ing this overcrowded floor to the floor 
below, and setting off the best statues 
more dramatically. You will probably 
want to carry that plan out, and your 
choices made now, could serve to iden
tify the best, or the w o rs t  statues—the 
statues of most dreadful death.”

Everyone looked at Lanson stonily. 
Everyone, except Fenner, whose eyes 
flicked at Lanson rapidly, almost grate
fully, Byrnes thought.

“A good idea,” Byrnes added, sweep
ing them all with a bitter glance. 
“After all, you gave my father that op
portunity, didn’t you?”

Almost instantly, he regretted blurt
ing that out. He felt Felicia pull away, 
as though she had suddenly discovered 
the well of hatred inside him. But 
deeper within himself, he felt a vague 
premonition of alarm, some sense of the 
sinister seeming to come awake below 
the levels of his consciousness.

Brock Fenner laughed deeply. His
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sardonic chuckle seemed to add to the 
heavy gloom about them.

"So we did, Byrnes, if you insist on 
looking at it that way. At any rate, 
there’s my choice.”

Byrnes knew the man was taunting 
him, and only the presence of Felicia 
made him control his temper. Fenner 
was pointing to a twisting figure whose 
agony even made Byrnes feel sick to 
his stomach. In the shadows, he could 
see the blood drain from Felicia’s 
cheeks.

It was the body of a man lying in 
contorted agony on a platform. His 
eyes started from his head, as though 
in the ultimate pain of death. And 
around his neck was an iron collar with 
screws on it that were slowly being 
twisted into the throat by a second wax 
figure in uniform, the torturer. There 
was the very essence of mortal pain in 
the writhing horror of the condemned 
man’s body. Underneath the scene 
was a card neatly written in Siddon’s 
handwriting, explaining the scene:

The Garrote. A peculiarly Spanish mode of 
execution by strangulation.

But few of the party read the ex
planation. All seemed in a hurry to 
get on. Byrnes could understand why 
Felicia was horrified by these statues. 
She had never seen any like them be
fore. But the rest of the group, the 
men? They owned museums them
selves, with sights just as horrible. 
Why should they shudder?

A ND suddenly, young Byrnes rea
lized what it was. The thought 

made a fine sweat break out on his fore
head. There was something about the 
place, something about the dull sounds 
echoing back to them, the flitting 
shadows, that made everone feel that 
these gruesome deaths had happened 
here—that they were witnessing re
ality, not subtle man-made imagery.

Rhodes was trying to be gay when he 
chose the guillotine, but the whiteness 
of his cheeks betrayed the fear that was 
on him. He peered at the bound wax 
figure lying on the swivel-table, its neck 
in the collar under the poised blade.

Barkley shook his head in disagree
ment.

"It’s my long neck,” he mumbled 
with a wry smile, “I suppose, that’s al
ways made me fear hanging more than 
any other death.” He pointed at a 
white figure that hung from the end 
of a rope. "Your neck stretches and 
stretches and—it breaks the spine, you 
know? That lets the neck stretch even 
more.”

"No,” Morgan Maxwell said, his 
growling voice breaking imperceptibly. 
"I think the Oubliette here, is the worst. 
The card says it was very popular with 
the kings of France during the Middle 
Ages for disposing of their enemies.”

They trooped inside a cell that 
seemed to be cut in solid rock. In the 
floor of the dungeon, a hole had been 
cut large enough for a man to fall 
through a vertical chute down twenty 
feet below onto the barbed spears con
cealed under water. Peering down the 
long shaft, they could see a body im
pinged on the spikes, lighted by hidden 
electric bulbs.

"You see, some poor devil would be 
pushed into this cell. The door closing 
behind him would shut out all light. 
Then, he’d start feeling his way along 
the wall. Foot by foot he’d slide along, 
getting closer and closer to this ghastly 
hole. Suddenly, the guard outside the 
iron door would hear a mad scraping, 
a long scream of sheer terror as the 
body rattled down the chute to the 
spikes below. Then, silence, and the 
gurgle of the bloody water under
neath the castle. The victim was lucky 
if one of those spikes down there went 
through his heart,” Maxwell explained, 
ending with a barely suppressed shud
der.

But it was as they were leaving the 
St. Catharine’s Wheel, where a body 
was being broken to pieces, that 
Byrnes noticed how much darker the 
hall had become. The rectangular 
glass squares in the skylight, through 
which the last*dregs of the dying day 
had seeped, were now black. The only 
light to be seen was far in the distance 
where the office door stood open. The 
twisted wax figures were now only 
blobs in the heavy gloom.

Byrnes’ choice had been the St. 
Catharine’s Wheel, but he wasn’t 
thinking of that now. Quite suddenly 
he stopped, felt his throat grow dry.



84 TH RILLING  M YSTERY

He was sure he had seen a ghostly fig
ure flit by the lighted doorway, as 
though one of these grim torturers had 
come to life and was now stalking them 
through the dim alleys of the museum.

He tried to forget it, shake it off. 
Then a scream behind him made the 
hair creep along his neck. It was a 
wild scream of fear verging on terror. 
He wheeled in his tracks, saw Felicia 
trying to scream again. Her mouth 
wide open, she was pointing to the 
shadows in the A is le  o f  D eath .

“I saw something move,” she gasped 
as he took her outstretched arm. 
“Something ran across the dark space 
there. Don’t tell me it was my imagi
nation! I saw it. It was horrible, like 
one of those awful statues—”

Byrnes caught her limp body in his 
arms. Perhaps it was just as well she 
had fainted. A heavy ominous clank 
behind them made the six men whirl. 
In the semi-darkness, they could see 
the heavy blade of the guillotine plung
ing downward, saw it shear through a 
bared neck. A human head fell heavily 
to the floor.

Byrnes looked around him quickly. 
He counted the five other men of the 
party, all near him, frozen in attitudes 
of fear. He sighed. It had been a wax 
head the guillotine had cut off! But

who had released the trigger, sending 
the deadly blade thundering on its 
downward course? Had he really seen 
someone down by the office door? 
And now that he thought of it, who 
had started the mechanism of the Iron 
Maiden going when they first entered 
the hall? Perhaps, it had really been 
Felicia’s eyes and not her imagination 
that had seen a grotesque figure run
ning in the shadows.

Beside him, he heard Brock Fenner 
venting a weird chuckle.

“Frightened you, Byrnes, didn’t it?”
“Nevertheless,” Lanson said in a 

hollow voice, “I still think the electric 
chair is the worst death. I-I think it’s 
terrible.”

CHAPTER III 
A Dead M an’s Hand

BROCK FENNER had sneered and 
twisted his bulky figure in the 

armchair when Rhodes had locked the 
office door behind him.

“Scared?” Fenner mocked. He 
seemed to be the only one of the group 
who wasn’t.

This room was comfortable in itself. 
It was more like a room for board of 
directors meetings than an ordinary 
office. The light seemed good, reas
suring. It brought the color back to 
Felicia’s cheeks. Her set lips, the 
sharp thrust to the ordinarily soft line 
of her jaw, told Byrnes that she didn’t 
intend to let herself be frightened 
again.

No one talked much while Lanson 
fumbled in his briefcase for the codicil 
to the last will and testament of Felix 
Siddon. But the angry glances that 
were cast Byrnes’ way showed that the 
men here suspected him of having 
something to do with their fright.

He found his old grim hatred rising 
within him, found himself wishing he 
had frightened them, as Lanson pulled 
a long typewritten sheet out and placed 
it on the table.

“I’ll read this later,” he said in a pro
fessional manner. “For the moment, 
I’ll sum it up by saying that the de
ceased leaves his entire estate to his 
daughter, Felicia Siddon, with the ex
ception of this Museum of Capital 
Death. This he leaves to his daughter, 
his former partners, and to Leonard 
Byrnes, all to share equally. When 
any partner dies, his share is redistrib
uted among the remaining partners.” 

“I had heard,” Rhodes interrupted 
hesitantly, “that he was going to leave 
it to the city, as a sort of educational 
exhibit. I guess he changed his mind 
in favor of this plan.”

“That’s a step in the right direction,” 
Maxwell said immediately. “The five 
museums have never made as much 
apart as they did when they were to
gether.”

“What’s the difference?” Fenner 
asked heatedly. “Haven’t we all re
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ceived offers of purchase? But we 
made enough from the old single prop
erty, when real estate values went up, 
to fix us all comfortably for life. Now 
we run our museums as profitable hob
bies, even though our wives don't ap
preciate them, and Siddon was the only 
one of us who had a child. We had the 
foresight to make the first museum a 
success. Now, we might as well enjoy 
our money in our own way.”

Long before Fenner finished, Byrnes 
felt his blood boiling. He wasn’t think
ing anymore of what was lurking out 
in that darkened hall beyond the lights, 
of the haunted shadows that had made 
Felicia faint. These men were claim
ing credit for the success of the mu
seum !

“You made a success of the mu
seum?” he repeated ironically. “First 
you robbed my father. Then, you 
practically murdered him. Now you 
claim the credit for his genius.”

He knew he was shouting in his blind 
hatred. He felt his eyes blazing with 
rage. In front of him, he saw Felicia 
Siddon staring at him horrified. But 
he couldn’t stop. These were the mo
ments he couldn’t control himself, 
when he hardly realized what he was 
doing.

He saw Maxwell’s face growing pale 
with fear. Maxwell had been the 
brains behind the whole maneuver to 
oust the elder Byrnes. He hated Max
well the most. And now, while Lanson 
was striving to quiet the meeting, Max
well was getting up, his hat and coat on 
his arm. He was frightened and angry.

Byrnes climbed to his feet unstead
ily, clasping and unclasping his knotted 
hands. He followed Maxwell into the 
hall of the Museum. He wanted to 
take the man’s fat shoulders, shake him 
furiously. He wanted to pour out all 
his wrath in a venomous torrent of 
words.

Far down the aisle, he saw the shad
ow of Maxwell moving in long strides. 
Byrnes started running after him. He 
had to catch him before he reached the 
elevator. Behind him he heard Felicia 
calling his name, but he didn’t stop. 
But when he reached the elevator 
doors, Maxwell had disappeared. The 
elevator couldn’t have come that quick
ly. Byrnes figured that Maxwell must

have heard him, despite the silence of 
his crepe-soled shoes, and had slipped 
into the protection of some dark cor
ner.

Furious, Byrnes began searching for 
him. He had to get all the fury 
dammed up within him off his chest! 
He began working backward, search
ing through the dark. When his hand 
touched the cold rigid body of some 
wax corpse, he shuddered. Where was 
Maxwell hiding? As his search pro
gressed, a new idea began to haunt him. 
The flame of his anger slowly died. 
Had something happened to Maxwell?

The thought had hardly flashed 
through his mind when the dead silence 
of the dark hall was set vibrating with 
a muffled scream. Startled, Bymes 
stood rigid, his hands still holding the 
wax head lying below the guillotine.

“Get me out of here,” a frantic voice 
was crying. “Someone, please, get me 
out of here!”

IT was Maxwell! His voice was 
coming from the direction of the 

Oubliette. And then, Bymes under
stood why it sounded so far away al
though it was really just across the 
hall. Someone had pushed Maxwell 
inside, slammed the dungeon door shut. 
Or, he had hidden there, the door latch
ing behind him.

There was a shrill scream, then the 
sound of a body slithering into empti
ness.

With a mad curse, Bymes stumbled 
over a wax body and dashed for the 
Oubliette. Irrelevantly, he remem
bered that ou b lie tte , in French, meant 
a place where one was forgotten. If 
he hadn’t heard the scream, they might 
not have found Maxwell’s body for 
days. He was not /angry now. He 
was grimly serious.

In the cell, he lay down on the cold 
floor and crawled along on his stomach. 
Maxwell had fallen down that hole, 
then someone must have removed the 
guard rail. As he inched his way for
ward, Bymes tried to remember who 
had been the last one to leave the place 
when they visited it.

And then, he could see it. Far down 
the lighted shaft he saw a body im
pinged on the cruel steel spikes—only 
this body was clothed in modem dress.
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Byrnes lay tense as he sucked in his 
breath. The body, he could see clearly 
now, was Morgan Maxwell. The wa
ter that covered him was already turn
ing a blood red.

Had Maxwell stumbled in here acci
dentally while trying to hide? Or had 
that guardrail been deliberately re
moved by someone? And was it an ac
cident that this man had died by the 
death he had considered the most hor
rible? Byrnes felt an icy chill creep 
up his back at the thought.

A step grated on the floor behind 
him. He leaped to his feet, pushed 
back quickly against the wall. He 
could hear his heart pounding. Some
one had but to push him and he would 
hurtle down the shaft after Maxwell.

A match flared in the hands of Fen
wick. Behind him Byrnes saw the pale 
faces of Felicia, Brock Fenner, Barkley 
and Rhodes. They, too, had heard the 
screams.

“Don’t move,” Byrnes said. “Don’t 
move, or you’ll go down there. Some
one took the guardrail away. Morgan 
Maxwell’s lying dead on the spikes 
down there. I-I heard the screams and 
found him like—like that!”

Lanson walked over carefully, peered 
down the shaft. The two other men 
followed. Behind them they heard Fe
licia saying quietly:

“And that was the death he dreaded 
most! Do you suppose. . . .”

But she didn’t finish. All eyes ex
cept hers were turned accusingly on 
Byrnes.

“That Maxwell was killed by the 
death he was most afraid of?’’ Byrnes 
finished the thought for her.

“One might suppose,” Brock Fenner 
hissed, swaggering up to him, “one 
might suppose a lot of things. Isn’t 
that the idea Byrnes has been harping 
on all evening—with his crazy refer
ences to our m u rd e r  of his father?” 

“Good God, man! You don’t suspect 
me of k i l l i n g  Maxwell!” Byrnes 
gasped.

“Don’t I, though?” Fenner mocked. 
“You called us all murderers. You 
threatened, at my museum, to get me. 
You were out here chasing Maxwell. 
I think the police will agree with me, 
and I’m going to call them now.” 

While they trailed behind the deter

mined figure of Brock Fenner, Byrnes 
finally realized how his hatred had 
trapped him. Only Felicia’s presence 
gave him the courage to face the ordeal 
before him. For he didn’t doubt that 
the police would come to the same con
clusion that Brock Fenner had reached.

But the suspicion persisted in the 
back of his head that Maxwell’s death 
wasn’t an accident at all. The thought 
wracked Byrnes’ mind. If it wasn’t an 
accident, who could have done it? He 
studied the others and realized it might 
have been almost any one of them. But 
why would any one want to kill Max
well? Why?

Inside the office, ahead of them, they 
could hear Fenner shouting into the 
phone. As they came into the room, 
they saw him hang up the receiver 
limply, his face a dead white.

“Someone’s cut the wires,” he whis
pered harshly. “Somewhere in this 
awful place there’s a maniac killer 
loose!”

CHAPTER IV 
Murder by Choice

B pYRNES heard five audible gasps, 
JBJP including his own. He saw five 
pale faces. He knew his own was pale 
too, by the cold sweat on his forehead. 
Dazed, he wiped it away with a clammy 
palm.

“You wait here,” he told them, “I’m 
going out and get a cop.”

He wheeled on his toes and strode 
from the room into the outer darkness. 
Behind him, in the lighted office, he 
heard Fenner’s hoarse voice shouting:

“Don’t let him get away. He’s not 
going after a cop at all. He’s trying to 
escape.”

Over his shoulder, he saw Lanson 
come dashing out of the room, the light 
glinting off his dome-shaped head. He 
started down the aisle, running, but 
Byrnes knew he couldn’t see him— 
just as Byrnes hadn’t been able to see 
Maxwell. The thought made him 
check his pace tensely. Maybe some
thing was waiting in the horrible writh
ing darkness there, to seize him, too. 
He doubled his fists to give him cour
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age and strode on.
He was thinking about Fenner and 

his charges. Brock Fenner had been 
in too much of a hurry to convict him. 
And Brock Fenner was the only one 
who didn’t really seem frightened, who 
kept his composure, even up to the dis
covery of Maxwell’s body.

Behind him, Byrnes could hear Fen
ner shouting to the others.

“Well, he’s got away by this time. 
Let’s go over to the Oubliette. Come 
on back, Lanson, there might be some 
clues there to convict him. All of us 
stick together.”

Byrnes smiled grimly. Then he felt 
a pang of anxiety. Was Felicia safe, 
even with four men around her? Sup
pose Fenner wanted to kill off his part
ners—to add this collection to his, per
haps?

His feet glided noiselessly across the 
floor to the elevator bank. He pushed 
the button. None of the dials moved. 
He pushed again, and again. As the 
significance of the dead dials struck 
him, he felt the skin on his back crawl
ing, as though something were creep
ing up on him from the outer darkness 
behind.

“Of course,” he told himself. “If 
anyone had gone to the trouble of cut
ting off the telephone and exhibit 
lights, he’d see that the elevators 
weren’t accessible, too. He turned and 
rushed to the door where the dull red 
exit light glowed. The door was 
locked!

Byrnes went tense, choking back his 
breath. Trapped! From somewhere in 
the shadows a man’s voice was calling, 
cursing wildly. There was the cry of 
scattered, answering shouts. Then, a 
long terrified scream.

With a curse of his own, Byrnes 
launched himself into the darkness. He 
sped up the aisle past the shadows of 
other bodies in the attitudes of scream
ing. But this hoarse scream was real— 
so real it made his hair stand up, made 
the muscles in his scalp tug at his ears 
with fear. It was coming from the di
rection of the gallows tree!

Yet, when he was within strides of 
the instrument of death, he stopped 
short. There was only a dim white 
statue hanging from a noose—another 
statue that resembled a man so closely

it was difficult to detect the deception. 
But a statue couldn’t utter that terror- 
stricken scream! He looked behind 
him quickly. Out of the corner of his 
eye, as he turned his head, he thought 
he saw the statue at the end of the rope 
give a last, convulsive shudder. In two 
quick strides he was up on the platform 
beside it.

Then, he discovered that it wasn’t a 
statue at all. It was the still warm body 
of Vincent Barkley. The neck was 
stretched horribly, as the victim had 
feared it would be, the head tilted to one 
side. Hands tied behind the back, the 
feet of the corpse now hung below the 
level of the sprung trap-door.

Another victim of the death he 
dreaded most! Byrnes gritted his 
teeth, clubbed his large hands into 
knotted fists. The others would be 
murdered in the same fashion, were 
doomed to die by their innocent choices 
—and he would be blamed for it.

A  HAND seized his s h o u l d e r ,  
jerked him around roughly. He 

found himself looking into the dark, 
blazing eyes of Brock Fenner.

“I thought you were going for a 
cop,” Fenner questioned accusingly. 
He added sardonically, “Maybe that 
wasn’t the reason you left in such a 
hurry. Maybe you know more about 
this than you’ve told.” He pointed at 
the elongated neck that looked like 
some loathsome white serpent in the 
gloom.

Byrnes felt his face flush, his 
knuckles go white as he stepped within 
swinging range of Fenner’s face. Only 
Felicia’s intervention stopped the brew- 
ing fight.

“Why didn’t you go for a cop, then?” 
Fenner insisted.

“Because,” Byrnes said evenly, “be
cause I couldn’t get out of here. The 
devilish fiend who’s planned this, didn’t 
overlook the elevator and the stairs’ 
exit. W e’re isolated here, sixty-five 
stories above the city—as isolated as 
though we were a hundred miles away 
from civilization. Someone, something, 
has turned this into hell’s heaven. 
Look, we’re even up in the clouds.” 
He gestured toward the windows.

Eyes swung mechanically, saw a 
white luminous mist drifting outside.
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A fine drizzle beat against the panes. 
A new, clammy chill seemed to pene
trate the vast hall like the damp hands 
of a new death. They shuddered to
gether, looked into each other's faces.

“Are you absolutely sure you tried 
the exit door?” Lanson questioned in
credibly. As Byrnes nodded, Lanson 
dropped his gaze to his feet.

Suddenly, Felicia started swallowing 
hard, as though she had to say some
thing and didn’t have the time to say it.

“Pascal Rhodes,” she whispered 
faintly. “Where’s Rhodes? Where’s 
he gone to?”

Byrnes stared in amazement. Rhodes 
had been there only a moment ago. 
But this time they had little doubt 
where they’d find him.

“He feared the guillotine!” Fenner 
exploded.

He started to lead the way, then 
dropped back. They moved forward in 
a group. No one knew who would be 
next to disappear—and everyone was 
under suspicion.

Byrnes groped frantically in the 
darkness of the museum and in his own 
mind at the same time. By choosing 
the death he feared most, everyone 
had outlined his plan for dying. But, 
whoever was trying to tie it on him, 
whoever was really carrying out the 
plan, must know of his hatred for the 
partners. That included everyone pres
ent, except, possibly, Felicia and Lan
son.

They heard the muffled echo of a 
desperate scream. The small knot of 
frightened people stopped, their eyes 
drawn toward the ceiling by the sound 
of a heavy clank. Then, frozen with 
fear, they watched the heavy shadowed 
blade of the guillotine hover for an in
stant near the ceiling, plunge madly 
down the shafts of the deadly instru
ment.

They didn’t have to look, to know 
that yet another, Pascal Rhodes, had 
died in the way he feared most. Grimly, 
Fenner and Byrnes untied the headless 
body with its still spouting stump of a 
neck. Hastily they laid it out in a 
corner, placing the head where it be
longed and covering the dread sight 
with a piece of canvas. Out in the 
aisle, Lanson and Felicia were trem
bling.

Byrnes turned away from the canvas- 
covered pile, sick. He was raging in
wardly at the fiend who had planned 
this orgy of death. If this was Fen
ner’s handiwork, he was going to settle 
it now. This had gone beyond fear, 
beyond ever terror. A vulture, in hu
man form, was hovering about them, 
chuckling in the shadows as it meted 
out ironic death. There must be some 
clue, some definite indication of the 
identity of the killer. Had there been a 
time device on the trigger of the guillo
tine? Byrnes looked around him, found 
the others had retreated to the office, 
leaving him alone.

There was a clue, there must be one! 
He forced himself to stand still and 
think, although his heart was telling 
him to go off in a frantic search for 
Felicia.

Then his eyes dropped to the card on 
the post of the guillotine. In his hand 
was the twisted remnants of the mu
seum catalogue. And suddenly, he 
realized that the clue might be right 
there under his eyes—if he could only 
force himself to stand still another min
ute, there in the darkness, and think it 
out.

No one could plan something like this 
slaughter so carefully that he wouldn’t 
make one slip. Abruptly, he snapped 
his fingers, said aloud:

“I’ve got to ask—”
But he didn’t finish. A dense shadow 

loomed out of the darkness beside him. 
Before he could move, he saw some
thing rising above his head, descending. 
A thousand lights seemed to be burst
ing in his head. His legs went numb, 
and he sank slowly to the floor.

CHAPTER V 
Death and Redemption

B YRNES tried to put a hand to his 
aching head. As his mind became 

clearer, he realized that he was bound 
to something. He smiled wryly. By 
all rights, if the killer worked on sched
ule, he should be tied to the St. Cath
arine’s Wheel. For a moment he 
struggled furiously against the ropes 
that held his wrists around a post.
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Then he stopped, limp, as he realized 
that it was the post of the guillotine 
that was pressing into his back. He 
could feel the cold metal of the track 
down which the blade ran against the 
inside of his wrists.

That could mean only one thing— 
that he was being kept out of the way 
while the other murders were being 
committed. Later, he would be re
leased—to accept the blame! He 
struggled frantically to loosen the tight 
ropes at his wrists, then sank to the 
ground p a n t i n g ,  momentarily ex
hausted. In the gloom, he twisted his 
head, saw that something was wrong, 
changed. A frown creased his fore
head, and then a mad smile twisted his 
lips. Maybe he wouldn’t have to writhe 
crazily here while Felicia’s death 
screams rang out in the sticky air.

Above him, he could see that some
one had lifted the blade back to the top 
of the guillotine, for future use, per
haps. He struggled to his feet, felt be
hind him until he thought he had his 
wrists placed on each side of the track, 
only the rope over it. If he was right, 
the plunging blade would pass between 
them. With choking throat, he bent his 
head upward, slowly, caught the trig
ger-rope of the machine between his 
teeth—tugged. It would be his hand 
lost or freedom gained—

The next instant, he tumbled forward 
on his face, his wrists free.

The following moments were a blur 
of action in Byrnes’ racing mind. His 
hands were fumbling at the gag around 
his mouth. Then, he was standing in 
the office above the trussed-up figure 
of Brock Fenner, looking down into 
Fenner’s terrified eyes. The lump on 
Fenner’s forehead hold him what had 
happened.

“I haven’t got time to untie you, Fen
ner, even if it means your life. But 
there are several questions you’ve got 
to answer fast. You said . . .”

Fenner’s thick lips had h a r d l y  
stopped mumbling when Byrnes was 
plunging out the door again, ignoring 
the pleading cries behind him. Maybe, 
there was still time to save Felicia. 
There had to be!

He found himself stumbling crazily 
over the wax statues as he raced along, 
searching for the Iron Maiden. His

body ached as he fell against hard ob
jects, but he forced himself on, despe
rately.

His breath was coming in sobs as he 
spotted the box in the semi-darkness. 
He staggered toward it. He could see 
^he whiteness of a face there among 
the murderous spikes. Only, now, the 
lid was really closing on a living per
son. This was no optical illusion. He 
thrust his knee between the box and 
the closing door as a dark figure went 
gliding away down the aisle.

In an instant, he had forced the door 
open. Felicia fell out in his arms, a 
gag over her mouth, terror in her wide 
eyes.

She tried to talk and sob as he tore 
the bandage loose, but he silenced her. 
She’d need her energies, and he hadn’t 
time to listen. He remembered how he 
had left Brock Fenner tied up in the 
office. If he was on the right track now, 
Fenner would be bound at the Garrote. 
With a swoop, he picked Felicia up in 
his arms, started running up the aisle.

She struggled free, ran alongside of 
him. The light from the office doorway 
fell eerily across the body of Brock 
Fenner. Behind him, Byrnes saw the 
face of the elevator man. Byrnes leaped 
across the space, swinging. But the 
man stepped aside, caught him with a 
thundering right on the jaw. Byrnes 
felt himself falling into space. When 
he hit the floor the man was on top of 
him, choking him.

He beat madly at that flat nose, at 
those beady eyes. But the man’s grip 
was like iron. Lights danced in front 
of his eyes, as those fingers tightened 
relentlessly. Foolish thoughts raced 
through his spinning mind. What was 
Felicia doing now?

Out of the comer of his eye, he 
thought he saw her figure rising up be
side him. But it was too large for a 
woman. It must be Lanson—and 
Byrnes knew he had lost. The figure 
seemed to be raising something in the 
air. There was a loud crunch, and the 
fingers at Byrnes’ throat relaxed, the 
body above him rolled off his chest.

After the first few gulps of air, 
Byrnes saw that it was Brock Fenner 
who was weaving crazily above him. 
It was Fenner who had crashed some
thing against the elevator man’s head.
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Felicia had freed him, so he could aid 
Byrnes.

Another figure glided into the circle. 
Byrnes grabbed madly at Lanson’s 
ankles as a gun thundered in his face. 
He heard himself shouting:

“Get him, Fenner! He’s the one we 
want!”

He saw Brock Fenner swing and miss 
while Lanson tried to club Byrnes with 
his gun. Byrnes squirmed free, hold
ing Lanson’s gun-wrist. He put all his 
remaining power into a short right 
hook, felt Lanson go limp.

IN the office, they watched Lanson 
come to. The elevator man’s wrists 

were tied behind him, and he was cov
ered by Brock Fenner with Lanson’s 
gun. The dull face of the elevator man 
looked disconsolate and frightened 
now. Lanson’s shoes were soaked red, 
probably from the pool of blood at the 
guillotine. They sloshed sickeningly.

“A damn clever scheme for a rat like 
you, Lansbn,” Byrnes said as the law
yer raised himself to one elbow weakly. 
“And, if I hadn’t caught on through one 
little slip of yours, the plan would have 
gone through so smoothly that I’d have 
been convicted, sentenced and executed 
in double-quick time.’’

Lanson sneered.
“You needn’t try to shove your 

crimes off on me,’’ he said derisively. 
“You’re guilty as hell, Byrnes, and you 
know it. Revenge is bitter medicine, 
Byrnes, but your scheme went even far
ther. You thought you’d get back the 
museums that you believe rightly be
long to you. That, and the other evi
dence, will convict you before any 
jury.’’

Byrnes looked at Lanson in amaze
ment, his cheeks coloring with anger. 
He shook his head.

“You’ve got nerve, Lanson! That 
evidence was planned by you to convict 
me. The only trouble was, that in pro
ducing the codicil to the last will of 
Felix Siddon, you had it typed out and 
forged the signature. In investigating 
the life of the deceased you overlooked 
the fact that he always refused to have 
anything important written in type
writer script. You thought he had writ
ten the will in longhand, just because 
it was the most convenient method

available at the moment, knowing that 
men make wills under strange condi
tions sometimes.

“But it was the titles to these statues 
here, all written in longhand, that made 
me think something was phony. It 
really didn’t hit me as having anything 
to do with the will until after you had 
performed that fine act of cruelty on 
Pascal Rhodes. My suspicion was con
firmed when Fenner told me of Siddon’s 
superstitions about typewriting—that, 
and the fact that you had only been Sid
don’s lawyer a short time before his 
death and probably didn’t know of his 
peculiarity.

“Then, I remembered Rhodes’ com
ment, which both Fenner and Miss Sid
don tell me is true, that Siddon intended 
leaving this museum to the city as an 
institution. The will probably contains 
those terms, and you simply added the 
codicil to supersede that clause in the 
will.”

Lanson’s self-assurance slipped a 
notch. It showed in his eyes. But he 
kept up the same front, the smile plas
tered across his face.

“What’s my motive, Byrnes?” The 
note of irony was still intentionally 
heavy. “I don’t go around changing 
wills and murdering people for the fun 
of it. Now, if it were revenge I was 
after—”

“The same motivation you partly 
ascribed to me,” Byrnes answered 
coldly. “To get all the museums back 
together. You know that the sum of 
their profits, although not insignificant, 
never amounted to the huge sum of the 
days when the five museums were to
gether. But the men wouldn’t sell— 
the museums were their hobbies. You 
knew that the wives of these men would 
sell cheap, once their husbands were 
dead. The museums meant nothing to 
the women. And Miss Siddon’s share, 
according to the forged codicil, would 
be lost with her death—the grisly death 
you planned for her. You’d have be
come a very rich man, a millionaire, 
Lanson, if it had worked out that way— 
and I’d have become a dead one.”

Byrnes turned on the elevator man, 
whose head was hanging despondently. 
The man broke down, struggled for 
words as the full danger of his position 
became clear to him. L
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“It’s true,” he moaned. “Everything 
you said about him was true, and I’ll 
testify to it first. Only, it wasn’t my 
fault, all this. That rat found I’d been 
stealing small sums from the ticket 
window, when I was cashier for the 
museum here, found it out after Sid- 
don died. He threatened to send me 
to jail unless I’d bribe the regular ele
vator man, take his pace, and follow 
orders. B-but he didn’t let on there’d 
be murder. He got me in deeper then, 
by pushing the first man down that 
chute and saying I’d be blamed for that 
too unless I’d do the rest of the things 
he told me. I guessed he could too, be
cause he was a lawyer.

“Please don’t let them electrocute me. 
I’ll tell everything, and—Oh, God, Mr. 
Lanson!”

BYRNES spun around as Lanson 
lunged through the doorway. A 

hollow laugh taunted them from the 
darkness of the hall as Byrnes and Fen
ner sped in pursuit. Again the laugh 
taunted them from the direction of the 
museum exit—it was a mad, trium
phant laugh.

“He’s got the key,’’ Brock Fenner 
panted. “He’ll get away.” Byrnes 
clenched his teeth, answered by spurt
ing harder.

They lunged into the foyer as Lan
son reached the door, grabbed it. Sud
denly there was a blue flare, a hissing 
like the discharge of a spark gap—and 
the nauseous smell of burning flesh. 
Around the room echoed the death 
scream of Lanson as the current de
stroyed the life from his brain.

“God!” Fenner groaned, his face pale. 
“He chose his death, after all.”

“Yes,” Byrnes murmured. “He over
looked too many things. That death 
was in store for any of us who might try 
to break down the door. The steel 
plate there at his feet, and the door 
knob, were the contacts. His rubber- 
soled shoes were to protect him, as mine 
happened to protect me. But, when 
Lanson stepped in the blood there by

the guillotine to raise the blade for pos
sible future use, he lost the insulation. 
In the final analysis, Rhodes revenged 
himself for his death.”

Driving home in Felicia’s car, Byrnes 
realized that, for the first time in many 
years, he was completely calm. Deep 
within himself, he was calm. He was in 
love with Felicia, no doubt of that. But 
it was the awful ordeal they had just 
gone through that gave him this quiet 
feeling—or rather, what he had learned 
from the ordeal.

He had seen, as in the glaring light of 
a blazing pyre, the havoc that greed and 
hatred could wreak. Lanson’s greed 
had left four dead in its path, and 
hatred between himself and the others 
had, in a sense, brought it all about. 
Fenner still hated him, he knew, but 
he didn’t hate Fenner any more. He 
despised him, perhaps, but he had lost 
all feeling of hate.

When Byrnes kissed Felicia good 
night, the whole new truth came to him. 
He rang the door bell, brought her back 
to tell it to her, he was so excited.

“You know, darling,” he said breath
lessly, “up until tonight, I’ve always 
lived by hatred. I hated Fenner, and 
Rhodes, and Maxwell, and Barkley, and 
your father too.” He looked at her 
squarely, saying that, admitting it 
honestly. “Even in my most inspired 
statues, there was always something 
morbid, something angry that spoiled 
their beauty. That’s why I never be
came a fine artist.

“Well, tonight, I learned that you 
can’t hate peope and be sensitive your
self. Love and friendship are so much 
more important than anything else. 
That’s what I learned tonight. Now, I 
know I’ll be a great artist, if you’ll only 
help.”

“I will help you, Leonard,” she whis
pered. “You can count on that.”

He turned and walked down the 
steps, knowing that he was striding into 
a new world. Even the rain felt good 
on his cheeks. The nightmare of the 
museum had vanished with his past.
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W hen a Mad Killer Vows 
Grim Vengeance, the Mills 
of the Gods Grind Sane Minds 

to Tattered Shreds!

I T was a house of death. Young 
Tom Saunders lay in his coffin, in 
an alcove shut off from the huge • 

living room by old-fashioned portieres.
A stiff-bosomed dress shirt hid the 
wound that had taken his life. He had 
died—by the knife!

Every person in that living room had 
the same thought.

The knife!
“Philip,” Meg Charteris pleaded, “do 

stop your pacing and sit down. You’re 
making Bess nervous.”

Philip Pearson, administrator of the 
Saunders estate and fiance of Bess 
Saunders, obediently sat down.

“I’m sorry, Bess,” he said contritely. 
Bess Saunders tried to smile.
“It’s all right, Phil. Meg has mother- 

henned me ever since we were little 
girls together.”

She reached up to pat the hand Meg 
Charteris had placed on her shoulder. 
Sheldon Saunders, brother of the dead 
man, got up and poured himself a drink. 
He sat down again, silent in his over
whelming grief.

“Knife, gas and bullet,” Pearson said 
heavily. “That was the promise your 
cousin Myron made. Maybe it would 
be less painful not to talk about it, but 
we’ve got to th in k  about it. That venge
ful promise of your cousin, coupled 
with his escape from the asylum, leaves 
no room for doubt about Tom’s mur
derer.

“A poor, deluded wretch is loose 
and bent on vengeance. His is a mad
ness with a method to it. Do you re-

T h e  a ssa ila n t g la red  dow n at h is  v ic t im

member how he barricaded himself 
here after the judge signed his commit
ment papers? He had the unconquer-
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able delusion that he was a gangster. 
And like a gangster, he was finally cap
tured with guns and tear-gas.”

Sheldon Saunders, younger than his 
dead brother but prematurely bald, 
spoke for the first time in over an hour.

“Guns and tear-gas. Tom was killed 
with a knife.”

“You forget,” said Pearson, “how 
Tom used to throw knives at the 
archery target. A deranged mind such 
as Myron’s makes queer associations. 
The mind of Myron Elder probably as
sociated his capture with Tom’s knife
throwing ability. That was why, ever 
since his commitment, he swore triple 
vengeance by triple means—knife, gas, 
bullet. But who could take such a 
threat seriously? There he was, safely 
put away in the asylum. But now he’s 
loose, and Tom—Tom is dead—by the 
knife. . . .”

The constant mention of the weapon 
which had killed her brother must have 
been the final straw for the almost un
nerved girl She slumped out of her 
chair in a dead faint. Instantly Meg 
Charteris was on her knees beside the 
recumbent figure, taking her pulse.

“She’s all right,” she said a little 
breathlessly. “I’ll get Doctor Jim over 
here, and he’ll give her a sedative. 
Meantime you men get her up to bed.”

M EG went to the telephone. She 
did not have to refer to the 

directory for the number she wanted. 
The man she was calling was the man 
she was going to marry.

“Doctor Morley, please,” she said, 
when she was connected with the hos
pital.

“Doctor Morley is on his way to the 
operating room,” came the reply. “Is it 
important?”

“Yes! This is Miss Charteris. It 
won’t take long.”

“Very well. One moment, please. 
I’ll see if I can find him.”

After a short pause, Jim Morley’s 
hearty voice came over the phone.

“Hello, Meg. I can’t spare much 
time.”

“Jim, can you come over to the 
Saunders place? Bess is all upset. She 
just fainted for the second time. Tom’s 
death—the escape of Myron Elder from 
the asylum—”

Jim Morley’s voice interrupted, calm 
but firm.

“I’m just about to scrub up for the 
operating room. I can’t be with you 
for at least an hour and a half. Put 
Bess to bed and give her some warm 
milk. I’ll be there as soon as I can. 
You can call somebody else, meanwhile, 
if you feel that it’s necessary. They’re 
calling me now. Good-by, honey.”

Meg hung up with an overwhelming 
sense of helplessness. She would feel 
so much better, so much safer, if Jim 
were only with her. At the thought of 
the lunatic at large, she shuddered. 
Then she straightened her shoulders, 
went to the kitchen and warmed a pot 
of milk.

Bess Saunders was out of her faint 
by the time Meg arrived upstairs. 
Smiling weakly, she refused the milk.

“I feel a little sickish,” she said, 
“but I think I can get to sleep. That’ll 
be the best thing. Please stay with me, 
Meg.”

“Of course, dear.”
Meg followed the men to the door as 

they left. She said to Sheldon Saunders:
“You need sleep, too. Why not turn

in?”
The brother of the dead man shook 

his head.
“I’m going to take a turn around 

the grounds. The air might do me 
good.” Then, on seeing the fear in her 
eyes, he added: “Don’t worry. I only 
hope Myron is  lurking about. He won’t 
get me the way he got Tom. I’ll get 
him first! Want to come along, Phil?”

Philip Pearson shook his head.
“No. I’ll go down for a drink, then 

come back here to stay with Bess. By 
the way, Meg, is Doc Jim coming?”

“Not for at least another hour and a 
half,” she answered ruefully. “He’s 
operating.”

“Well,” said Pearson philosophically, 
“you’re finding out in advance what it’s 
like to be the wife of a doctor. *Hope 
you all get some sleep tonight.”

SHELDON SAUNDERS walked 
out into a moonless and starless 

night. Moving along with his shoulders 
slumped, he pondered the strange 
tricks life played. Thomas Saunders, 
Sr., had died, leaving the Saunders man
sion and a considerable estate to his
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three children. His will had contained 
the injunction that their orphaned 
cousin, Myron, should continue to live 
with them and receive a modest but 
comfortable yearly income from the 
estate.

Myron had always been diffident, 
shy, self-effacing. What quirk of the 
soul had suddenly transformed him in 
his own mind into an underworld char
acter? Why had he begun to have 
these delusions of being a gangster 
hunted by the police? In his conversa
tion, he had begun to use the very lingo 
of the underworld.

The three Saunders children had 
never felt any malice toward him. It 
was with the deepest regret that they 
had testified at his sanity hearings. 
Then had come that terrible scene when 
Myron had barricaded himself against 
the men who had come to take him 
away. They had merely fired guns to 
frighten him into submission. The 
tear-gas had been brought into play 
only as a last resort.

But Myron Elder had identified his 
captors with his cousins, Bess, Sheldon 
and Tom. He had shouted venomously 
his vow of retribution. And the reports 
from the asylum had invariably stated 
that the madman’s mind was still ob
sessed with “the knife, the gas and the 
bullet. . .

Now Myron Elder had escaped. Tom 
had died by the knife. Did that mean 
that poor, insane Myron Elder was his 
killer? What else could it mean?

But the very essence of madness is 
thought, not action. A madman can 
think in complicated ways, make in
tricate plans. But could a madman 
carry through a complicated act? And 
what could be more complicated than 
a triple vengeance by three separate 
methods? Yet madmen were reputed 
to assume a cleverness and a power for 
deviltry beyond any normal man’s ca
pacity. Of course Myron Elder was his 
brother’s killer!

Involuntarily Sheldon Saunders was 
moving toward the grove of elms where 
his brother’s body had been discovered 
the night before. Perhaps some vagrant 
thought of the murderer always return
ing to the scene of his crime drew him 
there. As he approached it and became 
aware of his destination, a premonitory

shiver ran through him. He almost ex
pected to meet the mad killer face-to- 
face. His fists clenched, his muscles 
gathered against shocking surprise.

There was no moon, hence no sha
dow. No sinister shadow was cast by 
the arm descending behind him. The 
blot of ail arm that was not his own met 
the blot of a head that w as his! A 
flashlight came on for an instant. The 
assassin glared down at his victim.

Sheldon Saunders was unconscious, 
but not yet dead. He had said that 
Myron Elder would not get him the 
way he had got Tom. He had been 
right. . . .

Do c t o r  jim  m o r l e y  drove up
to the porch of the rambling 

house an hour and a half from the time 
he had spoken to Meg on the telephone. 
The place was almost entirely dark. A 
dim light burned below and in Bess 
Saunders’ room on the second floor.

Doctor Jim knew the house well. He 
had grown up with the Saunders chil
dren. From force of habit, he turned 
the knob without ringing the bell, 
opened the door and entered.

It was only an instant later that he 
realized it was strange. An open door 
with a lunatic supposed to be at large? 
There was no one downstairs. Walking 
toward the steps, he stopped short and 
sniffed.

His face suddenly drained of color 
as he ran to the kitchen. He barged 
into it, holding his breath. Quickly 
he slammed open the windows, 
switched on the light.

Sheldon Saunders lay on the floor. 
All the jets of the kitchen stove were 
wide open. Morley banged them shut. 
He plumped himself down on his knees 
beside Sheldon. Too late—Sheldon was 
dead. But he had not died from the 
blow he must have received on his 
head. Gas had killed him.

Morley’s eyes roved vacantly around 
the room. There was broken glass on 
the floor, and a liquid that looked like 
milk. He sped out of the room and up 
the stairs. When he reached the hall 
landing, he slowed. He must look and 
act calm. Bess could not be told yet. 
He paused on the threshold of the bed
room.

Meg saw him, rushed to him.
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“Oh, Jim! At last! Bess is sick, 
really sick. She has a pain—says she 
had it before, the first time she fainted. 
She didn’t say anything about it then 
because she didn’t want to worry Shel
don. What can it be? Do you think 
it’s—”

“Myron Elder didn’t include poison 
in his promise,” Doctor Jim replied in 
a low voice. “I’ll have a look at her. 
Hello, Phil. Would you mind stepping 
out for a moment?”

Pearson obeyed docilely.
“Where’s the pain, Bess?” Doc Jim 

asked, his fingers on the girl’s pulse. “I 
see. Any nausea? Yes? Did the pain 
come first?” Aside to Meg he de
manded sharply: “Did you give her 
anything?”

“No. I made some warm milk but 
she wouldn’t take it.”

“What became of the milk?”
“W hy”—Meg looked at him, puzzled 

by the apparent irrelevance of the ques
tion to his medical task—“why, I went 
back to the kitchen with it, and—”

“And?”
“I put it on the table,” she concluded 

bewilderedly.
“All right. Go to the phone and get 

the hospital. Tell them to send an am
bulance out.”

“Why—what—”
“Appendix,” he said in a low voice. 

He bent to his patient. “I’m taking 
you out of here, Bess. You’re going to 
be all right, but you need the care a 
hospital can give you. Don’t be fright
ened.”

She looked up at him, her eyes wide 
with pain.

“It hurts,” she moaned.
“I know,” he said soothingly, “but 

we’ll soon fix that. Just you trust your 
Uncle Jim.” To himself he was mutter
ing: “The knife, the gas—and the bul
let. There’s not going to be a bullet if I 
can help it.”

ONCE again that night, Dr. Jim 
Morley scrubbed himself for an 

operation. He held his hands out in 
front of him. They were steady. He 
had to think of his patient. He must 
force himself to believe that this was 
just one more appendix case. He must 
lock out of his mind all memory of 
Tom Saunders, dead by a knife, of

Sheldon, dead by gas.
In the operating room that night, on 

Doctor Jim’s tray of instruments was 
an instrument that never before in med
ical history had appeared in such sur
roundings. An automatic that had been 
sterilized, like all the other instru
ments, lay close to his hand.

Bess Saunders was under the ether. 
Doctor Jim made the first incision. He 
kept his mind on the task, but far back 
in his consciousness were other 
thoughts—things he had noticed at the 
Saunders house. He had already done 
something about that.

He worked swiftly, deftly. He did 
not pause even when he heard a noise 
that suddenly penetrated the operating 
room from outside. The door of the 
surgery swung open, abruptly crashed 
against the wall.

Framed in the doorway was a man 
with a gun. Meg Charteris was strug
gling with him! Morley let the surgical 
instrument fall to the floor. His left 
hand dipped swiftly toward the other 
instrument that was so strange in an 
operating room. But he did not have 
to use it, even though Myron Elder’s 
gun belched flame.

The madman’s aim was deflected by 
Meg’s struggle with him. The bullet 
flew between Morley and the anesthet
ist. Another shot blasted from behind 
Elder. The insane killer slumped to 
the floor.

Phil Pearson, his face contorted and 
white, appeared with a smoking gun in 
his hand.

“We saw him come in,” he panted. 
“Meg was quicker than I. He tried to 
play it out to the end—with a bullet, as 
he promised.”

Doctor Jim turned to his patient and 
did not reply. Without looking up, 
he continued the operation. The nurse 
motioned them to leave. Morley heard 
the door close, but his hands went on 
working deftly. At last he nodded and 
straightened. The nurse’s eyes smiled 
over her gauze mask. The operation 
was successful.

Doctor Jim strode to the surgery tel
ephone, called the hospital laboratory.

“Got that report for me yet?” he 
asked.

He listened, his face grim.
“Thanks,” he said at last.
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He went to the instrument tray, took 
from it the instrument that was so om
inously out of place in an operating 
room.

He found Meg and Pearson outside, 
standing and peering past a ring of 
police around Myron Elder’s body. Meg 
started toward him. Pearson opened 
his mouth in a greeting that did not 
emerge. They watched in astonish
ment as Doctor Jim pushed through the 
police to the captain. The officer 
looked up, started when he saw the gun 
leveled.

“Arrest that man for murder!” he 
ordered, pointing the gun at Philip 
Pearson.

“Me?” Pearson blurted. “You’re 
crazy, Doc Jim !”

O,” Morley replied tersely. 
“Look at the back of your 

jacket, Pearson. You’ll notice that a 
piece was cut out of it. I cut it out back 
at the house. I wanted to check up on 
something. You were in the Saunders 
kitchen tonight. You were in there 
with Myron Elder—murdering Sheldon 
by gas! A glass of warm milk was 
knocked over. Some of it spilled and 
dried on your coat. You didn’t know 
that, but I noticed it.

“None of us ever approved of you 
as a husband for Bess. We knew that

she closed her eyes to your debts, 
gambling, expensive tastes. Marrying 
her for a third of the estate wouldn’t 
have been enough for you. You needed 
it all. So you seized on Myron Elder’s 
mania to carry out your ambitious plan. 
You meant to let Bess live so you could 
marry her. But you intended to kill 
Myron in the final act. You did, only 
you couldn’t foretell that the scene 
would be an operating room.

“The laboratory test showed the milk 
stain on your suit. It showed more, 
though. It proved that the milk had 
been boiled. Meg hadn’t turned off the 
flame in time to prevent boiling. If 
that isn’t enough for you police, take a 
look at his face and see if he’s inno
cent !”

Philip Pearson’s features, at that 
moment, bore the same marks of mad
ness that had been on the face of the 
man whose escape from the insane 
asylum he somehow must have engi
neered. There was in him now only one 
thought—not to escape but to kill! He 
tried to raise his own weapon, but the 
police captain smashed a big, hard 
fist against the base of his skull. He 
fell like a stricken ox.

Doctor Jim and Meg left the hospital 
together. The moon had come out. 
Soon it would be morning, and the 
dawn of a clearer day.
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Jon Relvey Goes Deep 
Into the Grim Interior of 
the Mysterious Harlan 
Swamp to Combat a 
Nemesis Designed by 

the Devils of Hate!

M ARY DOYLAN had disap
peared under very unusual 
circumstances. But it wasn’t 

so strange to those natives that lived 
around Harlan Swamp. If Mary had 
mingled more with her neighbors, she 
might have known of the terrors that 
the lake held. But she hadn’t, and she 
had disappeared just like those others.

Mary was a newcomer to the vicinity. 
She had been a shy, retiring person and 
kept to herself a great deal. She was 
like all the rest that didn’t know about 
Harlan Swamp. There were others, 
too, that had disappeared and were 
never heard from again.
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Those others, like Mary, had hap
pened upon the lake in the dead of 
winter. Enchanted by its sheer beauty 
as the frozen ice gleamed dazzlingly 
in the sunlight, they had gone ice skat
ing, just like Mary. And disappeared.

Mary’s picture had been found in the 
cottage she rented close to Harlan 
Swamp. It had been flashed to all parts 
of the nation. But she hadn’t been 
found.

Jon Relvey's face was a grim mask 
as he sat immobile in the only decently 
comfortable chair in the small living 
room. He had been in love with Mary 
Doylan, and blamed himself for what 
had happened to her. And it didn’t 
help any to know that all this had oc
curred because of a silly quarrel.

Relvey was living in the house she 
had rented. He thought it would aid 
him in the awe-inspiring task that stood 
before him like some immovable bar
rier. He had to find out what he could 
alone, unassisted. None of the na
tives would help. They didn’t trust 
strangers, especially inquisitive ones. 
All that he had gleaned from them was 
that Harlan Swamp was a ghastly place 
when it wasn’t frozen over, that it was 
always swallowing pigs, horses and cat
tle, and even a few stray tramps who 
had blindly stumbled into it during the 
night.

Jon Relvey’s gigantic mastiff, Nero, 
refused to accompany his master to the 
lake. When he whined, it sent the icy 
shivers of death racing up Relvey’s 
spine. There was death in Nero’s howl. 
And whenever the dog’s large eyes 
looked at the lake in Harlan Swamp, 
they were filled with the bright flame 
of terror.

“Stay by the door, then, Nero,” said 
Jon Relvey softly, “until I come back.”

Obediently the dog squatted before 
the door. But when Relvey started off 
he came bounding after him, whining. 
He caught him by the sleeve, tried to 
hold him back. Jon Relvey wanted 
to stay, but he couldn’t. He had to find 
out what had happened to Mary Doy
lan. That she was dead he hadn’t the 
slightest doubt.

He shied at the thought of going into 
the swamp, but on just such a night as 
this, and alone, Mary had gone in. So

why shouldn’t he? But then, she had 
not known of those others that disap
peared, nor anything of the reputation 
of Harlan Swamp.

CURSING softly, Jon Relvey start
ed on, sharply commanding Nero, 

a second time, to go back. This time 
the dog did not run after him again. 
His habit of obedience was stronger 
than his nameless fear for the safety 
of his master.

“Stay out of Harlan Swamp is my 
advice to you,” Frank Loeb had warned 
Jon. “It never gives up its dead. To 
the dead, where they lie doesn’t mat
ter.”

“Frank is right,” grizzled old Job 
Hector had said. Old Job had lived in 
the town of Gilfil since people could re
member. If anybody knew the swamp, 
he did. But with hunger in his heart 
for Mary, Jon Relvey would listen to 
no one.

He walked across the solidly frozen 
swampland, which now was like any 
other part of the countryside, frozen to 
great depths. He carried a pair of keen- 
bladed skates in his right hand. As he 
walked he looked ahead of him, where 
a dim moon bathed the eerie landscape 
with vague brilliance, through which 
the jagged arms of trees stood out like 
skeletons. In the depths of his mind 
he could see men hanging to those 
limbs. The limbs threatened him, beck
oned him to go back, commanded him 
to return.

Every so often he thought he could 
see a white-cloaked figure running away 
through those trees. Mary, he remem
bered, had worn a white cloak when he 
had last seen her, and her white cloak 
was missing from the clothing hanging 
on the pegs in the cottage. But was it 
Mary running in and out among the 
trees, thirty days after her disappear
ance? Impossible, fantastic. No, he 
hadn’t seen her, except with his heart.

Jon came to the lake itself, and stared 
at it in amazement. It appeared to have 
been swept clean, as with a wire broom. 
There was no snow on it, no drift. Even 
the marks of ice skates were absent. 
The lake was like a mirror under the 
moon. Jon Relvey could see into its 
depths, down to utter blackness. At



TH E W H IT E  SEAL 99

least, he thought he could see weird 
things.

“Nonsense,” he said aloud, his voice 
shaky. “It’s just that the ice is black, 
or that the water is black. I don’t 
know what to think any more.”

He hesitated before sitting down on 
a log to put on his skates. He should 
have brought a flashlight, he scolded 
himself. Still, if he could send the beam 
of one down through the ice, examine 
the bottom of the lake. . . .

But he knew in that instant that he' 
would have been afraid to do that. 
Afraid of what he might see. He got 
up, and stepped onto the black ice. The 
cold of the swamp ate through his thick 
garments, through flesh and muscle and 
bone. No mausoleum in mid-winter 
could have been colder. Fine, misty 
clouds were sweeping low through the 
trees, making them more spectral than 
ever. They were blotting out the dim 
lights of Gilfil, too. He began to circle 
the lake slowly. His skates rang 
strangely on the ice. There was no 
give to it. The ice was thick.

He kept his eyes glued to the ice 
under his skates, and yet as he moved 
from side to side in long glides, he had 
the feeling that he was being watched. 
No matter which way he turned, the 
unseen eyes were somewhere behind 
him, watching his every move.

He halted swiftly, thinking of Mary 
skating here alone, exactly as he was 
now. And for just a second, cold chills 
that were not of the night or the swamp 
played over his body. He thought he 
could hear the ringing of steel skates 
on thick ice. But the sound was gone 
immediately. He felt he must have 
imagined it, or that it had been the 
echo of his own skates coming back 
from the banks of fog, or back from the 
thick walls of trees. Echoes often 
played strange tricks on human ears.

IT did not help that, at that moment, 
Nero broke into a mournful howl

ing back at the cabin. A long-drawn, 
weird howling, like that of a coyote 
baying at the moon. Jon Relvey swore 
at himself again, and made a swift, fly
ing circuit of the lake. He judged the 
distance from starting point to starting 
point at something over a mile. There

had been nothing to see. He might 
have known there would be nothing.

He almost went back for his flash
light then, but knew that if he did he 
wouldn’t have the courage to come 
back. There was something nameless, 
indefinably menacing about Harlan 
Lake, in the midst of notorious Harlan 
Swamp. Jon promised himself to find 
out what it was.

He started straight across the frozen 
waste then, from one end to the other, 
bisecting the lake. Again there were 
no patches of snow to impede him or 
cause him to stumble. Everywhere, 
the lake was as smooth as glass, as 
though fresh water had been sprayed 
over it long enough ago for it to freeze 
solidly.

He kept peering down through the
ice.

“I probably don’t see more than an 
inch into it,” he thought. “It’s just my 
imagination.”

But right there he snapped up short, 
came to a dead stop almost in the mid
dle of the lake. He had  seen through 
the ice. There was no doubt about it. 
Moreover, he had seen something mov
ing under the ice. It had moved at an 
oblique angle across his line of skating, 
from left rear to right front! It had 
looked like. . . .

But he couldn’t possibly put into 
words what it had looked like, without 
questioning his own sanity. It had 
looked like a naked man, swimming as 
swiftly under the ice as a seal—a white 
seal. For a long moment he hesitated. 
It couldn’t be anything of the sort, that 
was obvious. There couldn’t be a man 
swimming under the ice. It might be 
a big fish, though.

With the thought that he had been 
dreaming the whole thing, that the ice 
had played tricks on him, and that he 
wouldn’t overtake it after all, he skated 
swiftly along the line the swimming 
thing had taken. There wasn’t any liv
ing thing here under the ice, he told 
himself. Of course, it was something 
else. Something, even a sheet, moving 
under the ice.

But it wasn’t. It was, to all intents 
and purposes, a naked man swimming! 
Jon couldn’t miss the expert movement 
of the legs and the arms. He could
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even see the movement of the hair in 
the water. But it was impossible. Jon 
was sure of that. No swimmer, how
ever expert, could possibly swim this 
far out into the lake from the nearest 
shore point, without having been 
numbed by the icy water, or having 
drowned from the long time spent un
der water without air.

And yet, there it was!
Carefully he followed the swimming 

impossibility. His heart was in his 
mouth. He felt himself pursued, felt 
eyes watching him from the rear. Yet 
he was afraid to take his eyes off that 
swimming Thing. With steady strokes, 
while the black hair waved in the wa
ter, the Thing swam toward the far 
comer of the lake. It did not pause 
to rest, did not hesitate. . . .

And Jon Relvey, staring wide-eyed, 
had no sooner told himself that it was 
impossible to swim even one one-hun
dredth of that distance without taking 
a breath, than the swimmer calmly 
turned over on his back, his face 
against the bottom of the ice, and 
rested!

Horror such as he had never known 
before penetrated the marrow of Jon 
Relvey’s very bones. He waved at the 
Thing under the ice, half-believing that 
that was somehow his own shadow 
cast by the moon.

TO add horror upon horror, the right 
hand of the Thing under the ice 

half-moved—in the travesty of a salute! 
Jon Relvey dropped to his knees, until 
his face was only a couple of feet and 
the thickness of the ice from the face 
of the swimmer who rested beneath 
him.

The eyes of the other were wide 
open, glassy, staring. They did not 
blink, Jon Relvey noticed. The skin 
was so white and waxen—and bloated! 
Jon Relvey knew at last that he was 
staring into the face of a corpse. But 
how long had the Thing been a corpse? 
Had he seen a man die under the ice? 
Had he by accident, trying to solve 
the mystery of the disappearance of 
Mary Doylan, discovered another vic
tim of whatever fiendish Thing inhab
ited the swamp?

No sooner had he asked that ques

tion than the corpse turned slowly over 
on its belly again, and started swim
ming. Now it went deeper and deeper 
into the water, until it vanished into 
blackness too deep for Jon Relvey’s 
eyes to penetrate. He rose, frozen 
where he stood by the horror he had 
seen. Mentally, then, he marked cer
tain spots in the woods, along the 
shores of the lake, by which he might 
find this place again.

Then, at top speed, he skated back to 
the log where he had donned his skates. 
But he did not stop to take them off. 
Almost sobbing, he ran back to the 
house, where Nero was still howling 
with mournful persistence. The dog 
stared at him for a long moment, as at 
a stranger. Then the mastiff put his 
tail between his legs and vanished 
around the house. Out of sight, he 
again set up a dismal howling that 
ripped at Jon Relvey’s very soul. In
side, Relvey snapped on the electric 
lights. He stepped out and looked 
again across the swamp to Harlan 
Lake—and the fog enclosed it all, 
shutting out its mystery. He went in
side again, and locked the door se
curely behind him.

He telephoned old Job Hector, who 
had insisted he do that if he discovered 
anything strange or frightening.

“Job!” he said, panting. “Job! It 
simply can’t be, yet I saw i t !”

“Saw what, son?” Job asked in a 
soothing voice.

“A naked man swimming under the 
ice in the middle of Harlan Lake. He 
turned over on his back and looked up 
at me. The man was dead—yet he 
turned back on his belly, and swam 
away!”

He could hear Job’s fearful intake of 
breath over the phone. It was almost 
a minute before Job spoke again.

“Boy, don’t go back on that lake if 
you value your life!”

“But why, Job? W hy?” Relvey de
manded.

“Tell me something, son,” Job said 
excited. “Did you notice anything fa
miliar about the face of the corpse?”

“No. I thought the whole body 
looked like a white seal. . . .

A strangled sound came from the 
other end of the line. Old Job was
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talking wildly, apparently to himself.
“A white seal!” Job shrieked. “Al

ways the same description! Always I 
tell them not to go back! Always they 
do, and they never come home again!” 

“What gibberish are you talking, 
Job?” Relvey asked fearfully. But 
even as he asked the question, he was 
trying to answer the one Job Hector 
had asked. Did the face of the corpse 
look familiar? “Job, just a second!” 
he said. “I’ve got to make sure I’m 
not crazy—about the face of the corpse 
looking familiar, I mean.”

J ON RELVEY darted to the mir
ror, looked into it. By some trick 

of the feeble light, or by some means 
he could not understand, the face that 
looked back at him from the mirror 
was the same face that had looked back 
at him from under the ice of Lake Har
lan !

And Mary Doylan must have looked 
into the mirror the same as he was 
doing now.

But nobody would have told her what 
(Continued on page 102)
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( C o n tin u ed  fro m  page 10 1 )  
to expect, for nobody had called on 
Mary Doylan, nor had she called on 
anyone. Naturally, automatically, she 
had reversed the process. She looked 
at herself in her white cloak before 
going out to skate, and saw the Thing 
under the ice, with her own face!

But all that was nonsense, and yet— 
What about the white cloak, and the 
fact that the Thing under the ice had 
appeared unnaturally white, even for a 
bloated corpse?

Impatiently he ran back to the phone. 
“Job?” said Jon Relvey urgently. 

“Job Hector?”
“I’m still here,” Job said.
“You mean, did the face look like my 

own? It’s nonsense, of course, but the 
face under the ice did remind me of my 
own face. Not much, probably, or I 
would not have had to look in the mir
ror to check up on it. I would have 
seen at once, and been scared to death!” 

“You would have been scared to 
death, Relvey,” said Job Hector grimly. 
“For it was a sign, an omen. Tell me 
exactly what happened.”

Relvey did, from the first strange be
havior of the dog, Nero—a fact that 
Job grabbed at—to the present. It was 
the actions of the dog that particularly 
impressed Job.

“Dogs,” said Job Hector, his voice 
sharp, “know a lot of unknowable 
things—unknown to us, because the 
dogs can’t tell us. They know death, 
for instance, and when it is coming, if 
it is close—”

“That’s a lot of rot,” said Jon Rel
vey. “I’m going back to the swamp 
and see what’s going on. I won’t let 
local superstition—”

“Three young women have died in 
Harlan Swamp,” Job Hector inter
rupted him grimly. “Or at least they 
disappeared and were last seen on the 
lake. Your Mary Doylan was one of 
them. You’ve had better luck than 
most. You’ve received warnings you 
understood from people — me — that 
know what the other warnings mean. 
My advice, young man, is to get back 
to New York, and let the authorities 
find out what happened to Mary Doy
lan. But nobody ever w ill!”

Job Hector hung up his receiver an
grily. Jon Relvey returned his to its 
cradle more slowly. He looked about 
him. Mary was very close to him now,

he thought, perhaps closer even than 
she had been in life. She seemed to be 
warning him of some cold, deadly dan
ger to himself. Heaven knew enough 
had happened that was fearful. Yet 
when all was said and done, so what? 
Nero had howled. He was still howl
ing, in front of the house now.

Jon had seen a corpse under the ice, 
which had behaved strangely. That 
was easily explainable. Currents under 
the ice, the ebb and flow of the streams 
and springs which eternally fed the dis
mal glacial swamp had moved the 
body. But the face, so like his own—

“The ice was smooth, like a mirror,” 
he told himself. “It w as my own face 
I saw. But it was probably a reflec
tion.”

Jon Relvey still wore his skates, and 
they made a hollow, clumping sound 
on the floor. He spoke aloud in the 
room just before he turned out the 
lights.

“Mary! Mary!” he moaned. “I love 
you for warning me, but if danger will 
take me to you, even in death, I am 
not afraid!”

ERO was whining and scratching 
at the door, yet when Jon Relvey 

opened the door, the dog ran away from 
him, as from a stranger. And by the 
time Jon Relvey had vanished into the 
fog which shrouded Harlan Swamp, 
Nero was back before the door, baying 
at the now invisible moon.

Jon Relvey was determined to find 
some sort of answer to the enigma of 
Harlan Lake. He had taken the flash
light with him, a pocketful of bulbs, and 
some extra batteries. He would, he 
promised himself, solve the mystery if 
it took all night.

He looked at his watch. It lacked 
fifteen minutes of midnight.

Midnight, he thought, when ghosts 
are supposed to walk. But he didn’t 
believe in any such nonsense. And yet, 
how many men and women and chil
dren had gone to their deaths in Har
lan Swamp? Did they leave nothing 
behind them when they died? Nothing 
of themselves? And why did he feel 
Mary so close to him? It was almost 
as though she were, this very moment, 
ahead of him, pushing him back toward 
the house, as strongly as she might 
have had she actually been there.

Her hands on his chest were like a
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strong, cold wind like a wall against 
his every movement. But he bent 
against it doggedly, and went on. 
When he came to the black ice, he 
stepped out upon it.

He played the beam of the flash upon 
the ice, but it seemed to flatten at the 
surface of the ice, showing him nothing 
below it. He sighed with relief. The 
whole thing, then, had been imagina
tion—his belief that he had seen a 
corpse under the ice.

He must try yet another thing, how
ever. Jon stood the flashlight on its 
lighted end, face down on the ice, and 
moved a little away from it. The angle 
at which the light went into the ice 
played strange tricks on his eyes, but 
he could see below the ice at last. And 
right here the bottom of Harlan Lake 
was alive with water-lilies, which 
waved violently to and fro, as though 
before a high wind.

But how could they? They could 
bend in one way, with the current that 
went toward the drainage stream. But 
not back and forth, as they were doing. 
There was something inexpressibly 
eerie about the behavior of the water 
lilies, or the tall, skeletal grasses— 
whatever those waving things were 
under the ice.

He hurried to the light, carried it out 
to the middle of the lake. He had to 
get away from that spot, he knew, for 
that feeling of being watched haunted 
him. All the time he had been study
ing the strange things the light had 
shown him, he had been fully expecting 
some monstrous something to attack 
him.

Nothing had. And out in the middle 
of the lake, before he put the light 
down as before, he turned all the way 
around slowly and searched the sur
face of the lake as far as he could see. 
But there was nothing to be seen in 
those moving piles of fog that were 
creeping out from the direction of Gil- 
fil, then going back again, as though 
retreating because he had discovered 
something grim and ghastly.

Again he moved away from the light.
This time the stream of light speared 

down and down, widening out. There 
was no mistaking that the light ac
tually went through the ice. He did 
not know what it should have done, 
but only what it seemed to be doing.

(C o n tin u ed  on page 10 4 )
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( C o n tin u e d  fro m  page 103)
He was suddenly conscious that Nero 
no longer howled from the house.

The shining scales of swiftly swim
ming perch flashed in the light that 
went down like an inverted funnel into 
the black depths. The fish flashed 
through the light and back into dark
ness, with a speed which made Jon 
Relvey suspect that something was 
chasing them!

J ON RELVEY, chilled to the bone, 
rose to his feet and started back 

toward the light. As he did so he heard 
a growl from somewhere in the fog to 
his right, which made his hair shift all 
over his head. It was the savage, warn- 
ing growl of Nero! Jon Relvey looked 
in that direction, and saw Nero moving 
toward the light, stiff-legged. It was 
as though he dreaded to approach the 
light, yet was doing it.

Nero’s eyes glistened like huge snow
flakes under a bright moon. The mas
tiff, Jon Relvey thought grimly, must 
have gone mad with terror. Now, the 
dog came closer. He had dropped to 
his belly and was inching himself for
ward, as though afraid the ice would 
give way under him. His ceaseless 
whining was a spine-crawling thing to 
listen to. Just before he reached the 
up-ended flashlight, Nero did a queer 
thing. He darted forward, appeared to 
grab at something. Then the dog sud
denly turned around with a vicious 
snarl and began tugging, tugging. . . .

Staring wide-eyed at the animal, Jon 
Relvey could see nothing. What was 
the animal struggling so angrily with?

But as Relvey moved -toward the 
flashlight, the ice oegan to crack under 
him! He had been all over this part of 
the lake, and the ice seemed thick 
enough to hold up a truck. Yet now it 
was cracking. Nero heard it, too, for 
his whining was suddenly urgent, fear
ful, as he kept tugging at an invisible 
object, hurrying whatever it was that 
he thought he held, to safety.

Nero went into the fog and vanished. 
And his whine died out in the thick of 
the white, forbidding wilderness.

But Jon Relvey was not finished. 
Before he could go back to the flash
light he saw the hideous bloated Thing 
come swimming up from the depths 
with its head tilted back, as though it 
were studying the light.

Relvey dropped flat, not only to 
spread his weight over as much of the 
ice as possible, but to get a better view 
of this queer thing that was happening. 
He stared in amazement. Now and 
again, doing it swiftly lest he miss 
something, Jon Relvey looked behind 
him, where the fog seemed to be creep
ing closer all the time. He could not 
help feeling that something menaced 
him—something that would cause his 
disappearance as surely as Mary Doy- 
lan had disappeared.

If this white Thing was the same that 
he had seen before, he realized that it 
might have been a woman in a white 
cloak, as well as it might have been 
a man. When a corpse was bloated, 
how could one tell the difference? And 
how could he be sure that that was not 
the corpse of Mary Doylan?

It floated on its back now, directly 
under the flashlight, and a monstrous 
shadow floated far below it in the 
depths of Lake Harlan.

Jon Relvey knew that there was 
nothing he could do—except one thing. 
Job Hector knew so much about this 
swamp. He knew more than anybody 
else living about the mysterious 
swamp. He’d go see Job, late as it was.

He skated to the south shore of the 
lake, took off his skates, hung them on 
a limb where he could find them to
morrow if he should care to do so, and 
hurried swiftly through the spectral 
trees toward Gilfil—and the house of 
Job Hector. He had no doubt about 
finding it, for it had been pointed out 
to him by the first person he had asked 
as to who could give him the most 
reliable information about Harlan Lake.

He reached the house a short time 
later.

Relvey hesitated, but finally ham
mered on the door. A booming sound 
went through the house. But there 
was no answer. No moving footfalls 
sounded inside, no anything. He hesi
tated before knocking again. Maybe 
the man slept hard, deeply. People 
went into other people’s houses out in 
this country, he knew, if a matter were 
urgent. He found that the door was 
open, and went in.

OMETHING big and black and 
monstrous a l m o s t  knocked him 

down. It was a dog, a mighty dog, 
that attacked him in silence. But when
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he grabbed the animal, it licked his 
hands, whining softly, as though afraid 
of being heard.

“Nero!” he said, greatly surprised. 
“What are you doing here? How could 
you get here ahead of me, and into the 
house?”

The answer was obvious, but unbe
lievable. He couldn’t believe that Nero, 
no matter what the provocation, would 
run away from him, as the dog had 
done several times tonight. And his be
havior, out there on the ice. . . .

Again cold chills froze Jon’s spine, 
and the unseen danger that had men
aced him all evening seemed closer than 
ever. He must, however, see Job 
Hector before he left. Softly he called 
the man’s name. No answer came to 
his ears. There was a glowing log in 
the fireplace, however, and now it fell 
apart with a shower of sparks which 
made JonvRelvey snap, whirl around, 
and look in that direction. It sent more 
of a light about the room, too.

Over to the left Jon Relvey saw a 
bookcase, or what he had taken to be 
a bookcase when he had seen it this 
afternoon. But then the curtain had 
been drawn across the face of it, and 
now the curtain was shoved back to 
either side. The case wasn’t really a 
bookcase. It was a tiny stage, a tiny 
theater. . . .

And on the stage of that theatre, in 
all sorts of postures, were tiny figurines. 
Rising out of their heads, and from their 
legs, their knees, feet, hands, elbow— 
were black threads which glistened 
oddly in the dim glow from the fire. A 
puppet show of Job Hector’s own mak
ing!

A swift glance around him told Jon 
Relvey that Job Hector was not a mar
ried man. Too much rubbish was scat
tered everywhere. Even the untidiest 
of women would not have tolerated 
such a mess in the house in which she 
lived. He again stared at the tiny 
stage.

A puppet show, set up by a recluse, 
a strange man who knew more about 
Harlan Swamp than any other living 
person! Something weird and terrible 
clicked in the brain of Jon Relvey. Why 
could not a tiny puppet show become 
a monster puppet show?

Feverishly, his terror mounting, Jon 
Relvey went through the house of Job 
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Hector. There were pieces of rope 
everywhere, coils and piles of it. 
Clothesline, thick twine, braided ropes 
—enough to reach almost anywhere, if 
tied together. There was enough rope 
to have accomplished what Jon Relvey 
suspected.

In the clothes closet, he found— 
a white cloak! The cloak of Mary 
Doylan, he would swear to it. Some 
of her perfume still clung to it, together 
with the odor of slime!

A monster lived in this house, a mon
ster puppeteer! A master fakir, who 
played grim games with life and death 
as the stakes, to amuse himself.

Nero rose from the floor, turned 
swiftly toward the door, his hackles 
rising.

“Down, Nero!” Jon Relvey ordered 
sternly.

Nero sank down. Jon Relvey, whis
pering, called the great dog to his side, 
whispered to him to be quiet. Nero 
obeyed instantly, as he always did. Jon 
Relvey stood just behind the bedroom 
door, listening to the sound of ap
proaching feet outside. He heard a low 
growl from beyond the door, and there 
was silence after that, for a long time.

Then the door opened, and a great 
dog came bounding in, a shadowy, tre
mendous creature. His eyes flamed, his 
hackles were lifted, and straight as a 
die he hurled himself through the dark 
at Nero—who might almost have been 
his twin!

“Take him, Nero!” Relvey shouted. 
“I’ll get his master!”

ERO moved like a snake striking. 
His teeth sank into the throat of

the other mastiff. He clung, little 
growls of satisfaction forming in his 
throat. Job Hector approached the fire, 
as though noticing nothing, and flung 
something wet and horrible on the 
hearth, to dry it.

It made a clearly skeletal sound. It 
was the corpse from under the ice! Job 
Hector sat down, rubbing his hands to
gether. He stared wearily into the fire. 
Jon Relvey came out of the bedroom, 
spoke grimly in a low voice.

“Your little game of murder is all 
through, Hector,” he said coldly.

Job Hector looked at Relvey, and 
grinned evilly. That he had known that 
Relvey was there all along was evident.
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“Good evening, Jon,” he said, smirk
ing. “Won’t you sit down?”

Relvey didn’t move. His face was 
working with all the pent-up anger that 
was stored in his heart. Hector 
shrugged.

“You think I’m mad, don’t you?” he 
said evenly. “But they’ll never get it, 
none of them!”

Relvey was perplexed. What was 
Hector raving about? The old trapper 
went on tersely.

“That’s all they wanted from me. My 
money. That’s all they ever thought 
about. Wait I I’ll show you.”

He stood up nervously, walked 
quickly to the center of the room and 
opened a trap-door, which was con
cealed beneath a rug. Breathing hard, 
Job Hector lifted five large sacks from 
his hiding place.

“Now I’ll show you,” he told Relvey. 
“There’s millions here in gold. Millions! 
They all wanted to kill me for it, but I 
fooled them. I killed them, made pup
pets out of them to dance to my bid
ding!”

With an insane cackle he opened one 
of the bags and emptied its contents on 
the floor. Relvey stared dumfounded. 
It was sand, not gold! He looked up
on Hector with horror. That the man 
was mad was obvious. He had built 
up the illusion that everyone was after 
his “gold” and had killed them to pro
tect it.

“I know what you’re thinking, Jon 
Relvey,” Job said, and chuckled. 
“You’re wondering who ‘they’ are. I’ll 
tell you. First, there was that niece and 
nephew of mine. I killed them. Then 
there were two young cousins, girls 
both of them.” His eyes took on a 
vacant stare as he spoke. “I wanted to 
stop, but I kept on killing. I wanted 
human puppets. Thousands of them!” 
He chuckled mirthlessly, went on: “But 
I was clever. Too clever for the dupes 
that lived in Gilfil.

“You’re wondering who that corpse 
was in the lake—the one that looked 
like you. That was my nephew, the 
greedy swine. He did look like you— 
when he was alive. No one goes by the 
swamp, except me. I set my beaver 
traps there. But if those fools had ever 
looked close they’d see that they are 
more than traps. A great deal more. I 
tied my ropes there—ropes to which I 

(C o n tin u e d  on page 10 8 )
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(C o n tin u ed  fro m  page 10 7 )  
attached my human puppets! And 
whenever I get lonesome I go out to 
the lake and have them amuse me!”

He broke off in a mad laugh that sent 
icy chills racing through Jon Relvey.

“What about Mary Doylan?” Relvey 
demanded savagely, scarcely restrain
ing his wrath.

“Ah, yes, Mary Doylan,” Hector 
said with a snicker. “I had to have a 
leading lady for my puppet show, and 
you know how attractive she is.” He 
lifted his hands expressively. Then he 
frowned darkly. “And I also need a 
leading man, Jon Relvey!”

LI K E  a hungry t i g e r  Hector 
bounded up from his chair and 

went for Relvey. But Jon was not un
prepared for that rush. He lashed out 
viciously at the oncoming killer, 
smashed him just over the eye. Hector 
reeled back drunkenly, mouthing foul 
oaths.

His hand reached into his coat 
pocket, came out clutching an ugly 
automatic. Heedless of the danger, 
Relvey hurled himself at Hector. The 
fiendish killer fired once, but missed. 
Then Relvey was all over him, smash
ing out lefts and rights like a man gone 
berserk. Hector crashed to the floor 
under that merciless onslaught.

But Relvey wasn’t to be denied. He 
leaped on Hector as a lion does when it 
is set for the kill. His fingers dug deep 
into Hector’s throat, deeper. In his 
blinding desire for revenge, he didn’t 
consider what he was doing. His fingers 
dug still deeper into Hector’s neck. The 
murderer was gurgling strangely, his 
face was turning blue. But Relvey 
didn’t relax his death-grip.

Then Hector ceased to struggle, and 
lay still. He was as dead as any man 
could be. Then all at once Relvey 
realized what he had done. But there 
was no remorse etched on his tense face, 
only thankfulness. He had evened the 
score for Mary, at least.

A few minutes later, Nero, whimper
ing happily, followed his grim-faced 
master out into the night, back to the 
cabin where Mary Doylan had once 
lived.

“I’ve avenged you, Mary dearest,” 
Jon whispered into the quiet room. 
“But who can comfort me for losing 
you?”

Did “Diamond Jim” Have 
Stomach or Ulcer Pa ins?
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For the first time in weeks, Jon Rel- 
vey smiled. He patted Nero fondly on 
the head. The dog whimpered its glee. 
Each, after his fashion, was satisfied.

M ystery-Scopes
(Continued fro m  page 6 )

s a w  p l a c e s  o n  t h e  g r o u n d  h e  r e c o g n i z e d —  
t h e  I n d i a n  v i l l a g e ,  t h e  r i v e r ,  t h e  m o u n t a i n —  
a n d  w i t h  d e l i g h t  h e  f l e w  a b o v e  t h e m .  F i 
n a l l y  h e  a l i g h t e d  o n  t h e  p e a k  o f  t h e  m o u n 
t a i n  a n d  l o o k e d  d o w n  a t  t h e  v a l l e y  b e l o w .  
H e  s a w  a  s t r a n g e  r o c k  f o r m a t i o n  o n  t h e  
m o u n t a i n  t o p .

T h e n  h i s  v i s i o n  f a d e d .  H e  a w o k e  a s  
t h o u g h  h e  h a d  f a l l e n — a n d  w h e n  h e  o p e n e d  
h i s  e y e s ,  h i s  t w o  w h i t e  c o m p a n i o n s  w e r e  
b e n d i n g  o v e r  h i m — o n e  h o l d i n g  a  g l a s s  o f  
l i q u o r  w h i c h  t h e y  h a d  b e e n  t r y i n g  t o  m a k e  
h i m  d r i n k .

‘ ‘W h a t  h a p p e n e d ? ” h e  a s k e d .
‘ ‘T h a t ’s  w h a t  w e  w a n t  t o  k n o w .  W h e n  w e  

c a m e  b a c k  w e  f o u n d  y o u  p e r c h e d  i n  t h i s  
t r e e — a n d  a s  y o u  j u m p e d ,  w e  c a u g h t  y o u ,  
b r e a k i n g  y o u r  f a l l . ”

W h e n  h e  h a d  r e g a i n e d  h i s  f u l l  f a c u l t i e s ,  h e  
c h e c k e d  u p  o n  t h e  p i g e o n  h e  h a d  e a t e n ,  a n d  
i u s t  a s  h e  e x p e c t e d ,  t h e  b i r d  h a d  b e e n  k i l l e d  
b y  a n  a r r o w  c o n t a i n i n g  curari.  I n  e a t i n g  
t h e  p i g e o n  h e  h a d  c o n s u m e d  s o m e  o f  t h a t  
d r u g .

B u t  w h y  h a d  h e  d r e a m e d  o f  f l y i n g  t o  t h e  
m o u n t a i n ?  T o  s a t i s f y  h i s  c u r i o s i t y ,  t h e  n e x t  
d a y  h e  c l i m b e d  t o  t h e  p e a k — a n d  t o  h i s  a s 
t o n i s h m e n t  i t  w a s  j u s t  a s  h e  h a d  v i s i o n e d  i t  
in  h i s  s t r a n g e  d e l i r i u m — t h e  s a m e  r o c k  f o r 
m a t i o n — a n d  t h e  v i e w  o f  t h e  v a l l e y  w a s  i d e n 
t i c a l .  S o m e  p a r t  o f  h i s  m i n d  h a d  b e e n  
t h e r e ,  h e  w a s  s u r e .

H a d  s o m e  p s y c h i c  c o u n t e r p a r t  o f  h i s  
b r a i n  b e e n  r e l e a s e d  u n d e r  t h e  s p e l l  o f  t h e  
m a g i c  d r u g ?  O r  h a d  h e  t a k e n  o n  t h e  c o n 
s c i o u s n e s s  o f  t h e  b i r d  h e  h a d  e a t e n  a n d  f o r  
a  m o m e n t  s e e n  t h e  t h i n g s  t h a t  t h e  b i r d  h a d  
o n c e  v i s i o n e d .  N o  m a n  k n o w s .

LETTER OF PROPHECY
A  P R O M I N E N T  e d i t o r  r e l a t e d  t h i s  

s t o r y  a t  a  r e c e n t  g a t h e r i n g  o f  f r i e n d s .  
S i n c e  t h e  s e c o n d  W o r l d  W a r  s t a r t e d  in  

S e p t e m b e r ,  1 9 3 9 — t h i s  e d i t o r  h a d  b e e n  w r i t 
i n g  m a n y  e d i t o r i a l s  o n  t h e  p r o g r e s s  o f  t h e  
c o n f l i c t ,  a n a l y z i n g  v a r i o u s  p r o b l e m s  a n d  
s o m e t i m e s  m a k i n g  p r e d i c t i o n s  a s  t o  f u t u r e  
d e v e l o p m e n t s .

M a n y  r e a d e r s  h a d  w r i t t e n  t o  h i m ,  s o m e  
l e t t e r s  b e i n g  i n t e l l i g e n t ,  w h i l e  s o m e  w e r e  
f r o m  c r a n k s ,  m a n y  o f  w h o m  c o n d e m n e d  t h e  
e d i t o r  f o r  f a v o r i n g  o n e  s i d e  o r  t h e  o t h e r .

O n e  l e t t e r  h e  r e m e m b e r e d  p a r t i c u l a r l y  
w e l l .  H e  r e c a l l e d  t h e  r e c e i v i n g  d a t e  o n  i t  
w h i c h  h i s  s e c r e t a r y  h a d  s t a m p e d — M a r c h  
1 3 ,  1 9 4 0 .  T h i s  l e t t e r  c o n t a i n e d  t n e  b o l d  p r e 
d i c t i o n  t h a t  H i t l e r  w o u l d  s t a r t  h i s  r e a l  a t 
t a c k  o n  M a y  1 0 t h — a n d  t h a t  b y  J u n e  1 0 t h ,  
I t a l y  w o u l d  b e  i n  t h e  w a r  a n d  F r a n c e  w o u l d  
b e  l i c k e d .

T h e  e d i t o r ,  a m u s e d  a t  t h e  p r o p h e c y ,  r e -

(Continued on page 110)

O U R  F A M O U S
LOVCLICHT and LOVEBOND

O N L Y

»12£
FOR O N E

IOTOKMT
BOTH FOR

$1 £ 9 IO V IS O O

1/2  Karat (approx.) IMITATION
DIAMOND RINGS

M O U N TIN G S IN  1-80 14 R A B A T
Y E L L O W  GO LD o r  S T E R L IN G  S I L V E R  I 
8 E N D  NO M O N E Y . Pay nostman $1.00 O N L Y  W for 
one tr  $1.09 for both. plus •moll pot tap. r t t n t  or 
otoIom  money order and we w ill pay poetape. State If 
gold or Oliver, airing alze 1 R IN G S  are of the flaaat 
c ref tool an th Ip. Every jewel Hand tot and Imported and 
U. 8. Government duty hen been paid. Theee 
Amerlea'i greatest Imitations.

10-D A Y  FREE TRIAL
Wear ring 10 days. If for any reason you are dissatisfied, 
return ring mid year money w ill be refunded by return 
mull. Greeted sale In our history. Ruth Order N O W . 
Limited quantity.

T H E  D IA M -O -G E M  CO.,
303 M h  A vo., P o p t , " P -2 ,” N ew  Y o rk  C ity  

Kindly lead the following as chocked herewith:
□  Gold □  81 Ivor □  S lie □  LoveHght □

N A M E  . . . .  

A D D R E S S  

C I T Y ........... STATE.

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y !  — S a v *  M o n e y l

PARTIAL |TRANSPAJtENT >
8 0  D ays’ T r ia l I )£  K O O FL E U  I t P R S l
We make F A L S E  T E E T H  for you by M A IL  l O l
from yottr otm month -impression. M o e t y  I to S IS  Irrorn yott^t

rK tt FreeImpressionmaterial.directions,eataloff. 
0. S. Dental Co., Dept. 1-82, Chicago, III

O T H E R  M EN  have PATENT 
ss? Y O U R  I D E A"Pstsnt Protection”  “
and "8efllng an Invention." Fully explain many Inter
esting points to Inventors and Illustrate Important me
chanical principles. With books we also send tree “ Evf- 
denoe of Invention" form. Reasonable feea. deferred

riymenta, forty-two years otneritnee. W rite to:
IC T0 R  I. E V A N S  £  CO.. Registered Patent Attorn rye, 

407-A Victor Building, Washington. D . C.

SONG POEM S W A N T E D
TO  B E  S E T  TO M U SIC  

Free Examination. Send Your Poems ts
j .  c h a s . M cN e i l , m a s t e r  o r  music

81 0 -T F  So . A le x a n d r ia  Lon A n g e le s , C a l if .

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Six* I  x 10 Inch#* or u n a ll# r If do* 
tlrod. Some price for full length or 
bust form group#, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargement# of any 
part of group picture. Safe return of 

■ ' 1 photo
47‘
3 for $1.00

SEND NO M O N E Y S M K & 5
and within a week you will reoefve your oeautlfm
enlaryem eot, gnarentoed fadel —  ■ Pay peatman 4 7 c  ploe 
porter* — or a«od 49c with order exxf w o dot portae*. B ig 
I 6 x 2 0 -ln ch  e n la rg e m e n t »«a t C .O .D . 78c pi a* poetege 
or M ad 80c and w e pay poetece. Take advent**"* o f  this $m$$- 
tn* offer bow . Seed yoar photo* today. S ped fy  else wanted.
8 T A N D A R D  A R T  S T U  D IO S, 115 $- Jefferson 81 , Dept. 401-A -C h lcatU
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M A N Y
S T Y L E S

T O
S E L E C T

F R O M

I GLASSES
A S  t O W  A S

»1 .9 5

16 DAYS TRIAL
S A T I S F A C T I O N  G U A R A N T E E D
or K ocry B*ck. AlLr active styles. Low price*. 
B R O K E N  G L A S S E S  R E P A IR E D .

SEN D  NO M O N EY Juit send your ntm* for 
F R E E  ClrcoUr today. 

A D V A N C E  S P E C T A C L E  CO ., 637 8. D««rtMH-n, D ip t  T  l. Chlcagt

F R E E S A M P L E S  O F  R E M A R K 
A B L E  T R E A T M E N T  F O R

Stom ach U lcers
Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H. H. B rom ley, of Shelburne, V t„  
w r ite s : "I suffered for y e a rs  w ith
acid-stom ach trouble. M y doctors told 
m e I had acid  stom ach u lcers andH Iu ra w ou ld  h a ve  to  d ie t  the rent o f  my

Y  | l  l ife . B e fo re  ta k in g  yo u r  trea tm en t I
J M  had  lost a  lo t  o f  w e ig h t  and  cou ld  eat 

n o th in g  but s o ft  food s  and  m ilk . 
A fte r  ta k in g  V o n ’s T ab let* , I fe lt  
p e r fe c t ly  w ell, a te  a lm ost a n y th in g  

and rained beck the weight I had lost." If you suffer from indigestion, 
gastritis, heartburn, bloating or any other stomach trouble due to 
gastrlo hyperacidity, you. too, should try V on'i for prompt relief. 
Bend for FREE Sample* of this remarkable treatment and details 
of trial offer with money back guarantee. Instructive Booklet Is 
included. W rite:
P H I L A D E L P H I A  VON CO. D ep t. 4S0-H

F o x  B u i ld in g ,  P h i la d e lp h ia ,  P a .

$8pgSS
C o m p le te  h om e-s tu d y  cou rses
inrt e d u ca tion a l b ook * , s l ig h t ly  ua*<l, 

ren ted , e x ch a n g ed . A ll sut>
------ 7 - M on ey -back  g u aran tee . Caei
p a id  far used  co u rse s , g u ll d e  
ta ils  and Illu stra ted  7 2 -p a g e  b a r  
g a in  ca ta lo g  FREE. W rite todayi 

W ILSON  CO.
800 Shsrmtn, D»yt. A-227, C hlosj,

CHEAP OIL BURNERAMAZ-I 
INQ

WHY COOK OR HEAT With COAL or WOOD
Quick Intense hwrt at turn of r - E'
valve—no dirt, athes ar drudg. _ »«* "«««■  ruRttac
•ry Burnt lem priced, freej*'. .  . . v  . 
flowing oil— no clogging u p .C l {V v /
GUARANTEED.SEN? OR TRIAL Proves lla offl-

ciency, oonve- -
n lm ce and economical openulnn. Writ* for 
SPECIAL OFFER TO AGENTS— who will demonstrate and 
_  , . take order*. Wonderful Money Maker
Write quit*— a poaui card will d o  UNITED FACTORIES 

Build' . . .A-912. Factory Building. Kangaa City. Missouri

ASTHMA {T R E A T M E N T  m ailed  on 
F r e e  T r ia l .  I f  satisfied 
sen d  $ 1 ; i f  not ,  it 's  F ree . 
W r i t e  m e  f o r  y o u r  treat-  

____ m en t  t o d a y .
W .  K .  S T E R L I N E ,  8 3 0  O h i o  A v e . ,  S i d n e y ,  O h i o

5 *  >  S O N G  POEM W R ITER S
today for fra* Booklet oat. 
profit sharing plan.

MU 8 I C

Writs tod
Using p r a t . ---------

A L L I E D  ______ __
Dept. 32. Box 807, Cincinnati. Oh Is1

Muddy Skin 
Blemishes 
Blackheads 
Blotches
cine, gkln peel, diet, etc. 

DR. W . D. TRACY

H O M E L Y  SURFACE

PIMPLES
To the thouaandi of folki «uffertng rrora 
surface pimples, acne, muddy oomploi- 
ion. skin eruptions, etc., wo will SPod 
FREE booklet of a simple method of 
treating the akin. A noted dermatolo
gist a private method. No harmful medl- 

Somethlng different. Send to 
C O ,. 1637 E. New Haven. Coda.

( C o n tin u ed  fro m  page 109)  
m e m b e r e d  f i l i n g  i t  i n  h i s  p r i v a t e  m e m o  c a b 
i n e t ,  m a k i n g  a  n o t a t i o n  n o t  o n l y  o f  t h e  d a t e  
a s  h e  p l a c e d  i t  t h e r e ,  b u t  t h e  h o u r ,  1 1  A .  M . ,  
M a r c h  13 ,  1 9 4 0 .  I n  a  h a l f - h e a r t e d  w a y  h e  
i n t e n d e d  t o  t a k e  t h e  l e t t e r  o u t  o n  J u n e  1 0 t h  
a n d  w r i t e  a n  e d i t o r i a l  o n  w i l d  p r e d i c t i o n s .

T h e n  f o r  s o m e  r e a s o n  h e  f o r g o t  a b o u t  i t ,  
a n d  i t  w a s  n o t  u n t i l  I t a l y  d e c l a r e d  w a r  o n  
J u n e  1 0 t h  a n d  F r a n c e  w a s  d e f e a t e d  t h a t  h e  
r e m e m b e r e d  t h e  l e t t e r .  A n x i o u s  t o  g i v e  
c r e d i t  t o  t h e  w r i t e r  o f  t h a t  l e t t e r  c o n t a i n i n g  
a  p r e d i c t i o n  w h i c h  h a d  c o m e  t r u e ,  h e  w e n t  
t o  h i s  c a b i n e t  t o  t a k e  i t  o u t  a n d  d i s c o v e r  
t h e  n a m e  o f  t h e  p e r s o n  w h o  h a d  s e n t  i t .  H e  
h a d n ’t  m a d e  m e n t a l  n o t e  o f  t h e  u n k n o w n  
w r i t e r  a t  t h e  t i m e  o f  r e c e i p t .

B u t  h e  c o u l d n ’t  f i n d  i t .  H e  c a l l e d  h i s  s e c 
r e t a r y  a n d  a s k e d  h e r  i f  s h e  h a d  b e e n  i n  h i s  
p r i v a t e  f i l e .  S h e  s a i d  s h e  h a d n ’t.  H e  g r e w  
a n g r y :

,TI  r e m e m b e r  p u t t i n g  t h a t  l e t t e r  a w a y  o n  
M a r c h  1 3 t h  a t  1 1  A .  M .  S o m e b o d y  h a s  
t a k e n  i t ! ”

T h e  s e c r e t a r y ,  s t u n g  b y  t h e  i m p l i c a t i o n  
t h a t  s h e  h a d  g o n e  t h r o u g h  h e r  e m p l o y e r ’ s 
p r i v a t e  f i l e  a g a i n s t  t h e  r u l e s ,  l o o k e d  in  h e r  
d i a r y  t o  s e e  i f  s h e  h a d  m a d e  a n y  r e c o r d  o f  
t h e  l e t t e r ,  f o r  p e r h a p s  h e  h a d  g i v e n  i t  t o  
h e r .  B u t  s h e  c o u l d n ’ t  r e m e m b e r  s e e i n g  i t  o r  
e v e n  r e c o r d i n g  i t s  r e c e i p t .

S t a r t l e d ,  s h e  l o o k e d  u p  f r o m  t h e  d i a r y  
i n t o  t h e  e y e s  o f  h e r  e m p l o y e r .

“ W h y  M r .  B — ,” s h e  s a i d ,  “ y o u  w e r e  n o t  
i n  t h e  o f f i c e  o n  M a r c h  1 3 t h .  D o n ’t y o u  r e 
m e m b e r ?  Y o u  w e r e  h o m e  i l l  a l l  t h a t  w e e k ,  
f r o m  M a r c h  1 1 t h  t o  t h e  1 7 t h . ’ ’

A n d  t h i s  w a s  a  f a c t .  H e  h a d  n o t  b e e n  in  
t h e  o f f i c e  o n  M a r c h  1 3 t h ,  f o r  o n  t h a t  d a y  a t  
1 1  A .  M . ,  h e  w a s  in  s o u n d  s l e e p ,  h a v i n g  
b e e n  g i v e n  a  s l e e p i n g  p o t i o n  b y  h i s  d o c t o r  
a f t e r  h i s  f e v e r  h a d  b r o k e n  e a r l y  t h a t  m o r n 
i n g .  H e  h a d  e v i d e n t l y  d r e a m e d  t h e  e n t i r e  
t h i n g !  N o  w o n d e r  t h e  l e t t e r  c o u l d  n o t  b e  
f o u n d !

W h a t  s t r a n g e  f o r c e  o f  e x t r a  s e n s o r y  p e r 
c e p t i o n  h a d  r e g i s t e r e d  t h a t  p r o p h e c y  o n  h i s  
s l e e p i n g  b r a i n ?  W h o  k n o w s ?

THE STRANGE RECOLLECTION
S C I E N T I S T S  c a n  g i v e  n o  e x p l a n a t i o n  f o r  

t h e  s t r a n g e  s t o r y  o f  L a d y  N a n c y  D o r -  
v i n  o f  E n g l a n d .  O n e  d a y  s h e  v i s i t e d  a  f r i e n d  
i n  c e n t r a l  E n g l a n d  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e ,  a n d  
m e t  t h e  f i v e - y e a r  o l d  d a u g h t e r ,  P a t r i c i a .

T h e  m o m e n t  t h e  c h i l d  l a i d  e y e s  o n  L a d y  
N a n c y ,  t h e  l i t t l e  t o t  r a n  t o  h e r  a n d  b e c a m e  
e x c e e d i n g l y  a f f e c t i o n a t e .  T h e  c h i l d ’s  m o t h e r  
c o u l d n ’t  u n d e r s t a n d  i t ,  a s  P a t r i c i a  h a d  a l 
w a y s  b e e n  v e r y  s h y  w i t h  s t r a n g e r s .

1  h e  c h i l d  c r i e d  w h e n  L a d y  N a n c y  d e 
p a r t e d ,  b u t  t h e  g r a c i o u s  l a d y  p r o m i s e d  t o  
r e t u r n  s h o r t l y .

S e v e r a l  w e e k s  l a t e r ,  t h e  c h i l d  w a s  f a t a l l y  
s t r i c k e n  b y  f e v e r ,  a n d  w h i l e  d y i n g ,  c a l l e d  f o r  
L a d y  N a n c y .  A s  s o o n  a s  t h e  w o m a n  w a s  
n o t i f i e d ,  L a d y  N a n c y  w e n t  t o  t h e  c h i l d ’s  
b e d s i d e — a n d  a s  s h e  w a l k e d  i n  t h e  r o o m ,  t h e  
c h i l d  in  d e l i r i u m  r e a c h e d  u p  i t s  t i n y  a r m s  
a n d  e x c l a i m e d ,  “ N a n e e n a . ”

A u t o m a t i c a l l y ,  L a d y  N a n c y  e m b r a c i n g  
P a t r i c i a ,  r e p l i e d :  “ P e n n y ! ”

W h e n  a s k e d  w h y  s h e  c a l l e d  t h e  c h i l d ,  
P e n n y — s h e  c o u l d n ’t e x p l a i n .  I t  h a d  c o m e
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o u t  i n v o l u n t a r i l y .  T h e  c h i l d  d i e d  w i t h  t h e  
w o r d  “ N a n e e n a ” o n  h e r  l i p s .

F o r  w e e k s ,  L a d y  N a n c y  p o n d e r e d  t h e  
s t r a n g e n e s s  o f  N a n e e n a  a n d  P e n n y ,  u n t i l  
o n e  d a y  a n  o l d  r e l a t i v e  t o l d  h e r  t h a t  N a 
n e e n a  w a s  t h e  n a m e  o f  h e r  g r e a t - g r e a t  
g r a n d m o t h e r  w h o  h a d  l i v e d  i n  S c o t l a n d .

T h e r e u p o n ,  s h e  i n v e s t i g a t e d  a n d  l e a r n e d  
t h a t  a  p o r t r a i t  o f  N a n e e n a  a n d  h e r  c h i l d  
s t i l l  h u n g  in  t h e  c a s t l e  i n  S c o t l a n d  n o w  
o w n e d  b y  a  d i s t a n t  r e l a t i v e  n a m e d  M a c r a e .

T o  s a t i s f y  h e r  c u r i o s i t y ,  L a d y  N a n c y  j o u r 
n e y e d  t o  t h e  c a s t l e ,  b u t  l e a r n e d  t h a t  o l d  M r .  
M a c r a e  h a d  d i e d  a  w e e k  b e f o r e .  T h e  h o u s e 
k e e p e r  in  c h a r g e  o f  t h e  e s t a t e  i n v i t e d  L a d y  
N a n c y  i n  t o  s e e  t h e  p o r t r a i t .

G r e a t  w a s  h e r  a s t o n i s h m e n t  w h e n  s h e  
v i e w e d  t h e  l a r g e  p o r t r a i t  i n  t h e  h a l l .  I t  w a s  
t h a t  o f  a  w o m a n  e m b r a c i n g  a  l i t t l e  g i r l —  
a n d  t h e  w o m a n  r e s e m b l e d  L a d y  N a n c y ,  
w h i l e  t h e  c h i l d  w a s  t h e  i m a g e  o f  P a t r i c i a  
w h o  h a d  d i e d  in  L a d y  N a n c y ’s  a r m s .

F r o m  t h e  o l d  h o u s e k e e p e r ,  L a d y  N a n c y  
l e a r n e d  t h a t  t h e  c h i l d  i n  t h e  p o r t r a i t  w a s  
t h e  w o m a n ’s  d a u g h t e r ,  w h o  h a d  b e e n  t a k e n  
f r o m  i t s  m o t h e r  w h e n  t h e  p a r e n t s  h a d  q u a r 
r e l e d ,  a n d  t h e  m o t h e r  h a d  d i e d  y e a r s  l a t e r  
w i t h o u t  e v e r  s e e i n g  h e r  d a r l i n g  d a u g h t e r  
a g a i n .

“ W h a t  w a s  t h e  n a m e  o f  t h e  c h i l d ? ” a s k e d  
L a d y  N a n c y .  “ M a y b e  t h e r e  i s  s o m e t h i n g  
w r i t t e n  o n  t h e  b a c k  o f  t h e  p o r t r a i t . ”

T h e  h o u s e k e e p e r  s h o o k  h e r  h e a d .
“ N o , ” s h e  s a i d ,  “ I c l e a n e d  t h e  p o r t r a i t  

o n l y  y e s t e r d a y  a n d  w a s h e d  i t  b a c k  a n d  
f r o n t .

B u t  L a d y  N a n c y  i n s i s t e d  o n  l o o k i n g ,  a n d  
t h e n  t o  t h e  a s t o n i s h m e n t  o f  b o t h ,  t h e y  s a w  
p l a i n l y  w r i t t e n :  “ N a n e e n a  a n d  P e n e l o p e . ”

“ P e n n y ! ” g a s p e d  L a d y  N a n c y — " a  p e t  
n a m e  f o r  P e n e l o p e . ”

“ B u t , ” s a i d  t h e  h o u s e k e e p e r ,  “ I c a n ’t  u n 
d e r s t a n d  it .  T h a t  i s  t h e  m a s t e r ’s  h a n d w r i t 
i n g — b u t  i t  w a s n ’t t h e r e  y e s t e r d a y — a n d  h e  
h a s  b e e n  d e a d  f o r  a  w e e k . ”

H a d  t h e  s o u l s  o f  g r i e v i n g  N a n e e n a  a n d  
P e n n y  b e e n  r e i n c a r n a t e d  in  L a d y  N a n c y  a n d  
P a t r i c i a ,  a n d  a t  t h e  c h i l d ’s  d e a t h ,  b r o k e n  
t h r o u g h  t h e  p s y c h i c  v e i l  w i t h  a  m o m e n t  o f  
r e c o l l e c t i o n  o f  p r e v i o u s  e x i s t e n c e  a n d  e m o 
t i o n ?  A n d  h a d  t h e  s o u l  o f  t h e  o l d  m a s t e r  o f  
t h e  h o u s e  c o m e  b a c k  t o  r e c o r d  t h e  n a m e  o f  
t h e  c h i l d  s o  t h a t  N a n c y  D o r v i n  w o u l d  b e  
c o m f o r t e d ?

IDENTICAL TWINS
T H E R E  h a v e  l o n g  b e e n  m y s t e r i e s  a s s o 

c i a t e d  w i t h  i d e n t i c a l  t w i n s ,  a n d  s o m e  p e o 
p l e  b e l i e v e  t h a t  s u c h  t w i n s  a r e  a  p h y s i c a l  
m a n i f e s t a t i o n  o f  a  d u a l  s o u l  o f  s i n g l e  d e s 
t i n y .

T h i s  h a s  b e e n  s t r o n g l y  b r o u g h t  o u t  i n  t h e  
c a s e  o f  t h e  R o s c a n  t w i n s  o f  A u s t r a l i a — R o n 
a l d  a n d  R i c h a r d .

T h e y  w e r e  u n d o u b t e d l y  t h e  m o s t  i d e n t i c a l  
t w i n s  t h a t  e v e r  l i v e d !  E v e r y  f e a t u r e —  
e v e r y  b l e m i s h  —  e v e r y  m e a s u r e m e n t  —  t h e  
s a m e .  T h e y  b o t h  w e n t  t o  t h e  s a m e  c o l l e g e —  
g o t  t h e  s a m e  m a r k s — a n d  b o t h  b e c a m e  e n 
g i n e e r s .

A f t e r  g r a d u a t i o n  t h e y  p a r t e d  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  
t i m e .  R o n a l d  w e n t  t o  S i n g a p o r e  a n d  R i c h 
a r d  t o  B r i t i s h  H o n d u r a s — b o t h  o n  e n g i n e e r -  

( Continued on page 112)

TRAIN AT HOME IN SPARE TIME
N O W — f o r  th e  first t im e— -an a m a z in g  p lan  Is m ade  
a v a i la b le  to  s in cere  m en w h e r e b y  they  m a y  tra in  r ig h t  
at h o m e  In p rep a ra t ion  fo r  a be t ter  j o b  and  b ig g e r  p a y  
by le a r n in g  B lu e  P r in t  R ea d in g .  . . . T h e r e  are  n o  c o n 
tracts  to  s ig n .  . . . T o n  are u n der  no  o b l ig a t io n  to  c o n 
t inue  unless  y ou  desire. T h e  ent ire  c o u r s e  c o n s is t s  o f  
48 s im ple ,  easy  t o -u n d e r s t n n d  le sson s  an d  Is usu a l ly  
c o m p le te d  In 12 w eeks  or  less.
T h e  I T .I .  c o u r s e  ha s  been e sp ec ia l ly  d es ig n ed  t o  help  
y ou  o b ta in  a t h o r o u g h  k n o w le d g e  or R lu e  P r in t  R e a d 
ing in easy  stages .  . . . Y o u  need n o  tech n ica l  t ra in in g  

. . no p a r t i c u la r  ed u cat ion .  . . . A l l  y o u  need  Is the 
a b i l i ty  to  rend and  w r i te  the E n g l ish  la n g u a g e  in 
o r d e r  to  u n d er s ta n d  th is  s im p le  and  p ra ct i ca l  m eth od  
o f  B lu e  P r in t  R e a d in g .  N o  m atter  w h at  t y p e  o f  Job 
y ou  ho ld  now , or  w h a t  y o u r  fu tu re  p lans  m a y  be, the 
a b i l i ty  t o  read  B lu e  Prints- w i l l  he lp  y o u  to  q u a l i fy  
m o re  q u i c k ly  f o r  a be t ter  j o b  an d  b ig g e r  p a y  In a n y  
in d u s try .

AMAZING TRAINING PLAN FOR YOU
Our sensational low price of 25o a lesson (Including all exams, 
correcting and grading) la based upon the assumption that you will 
co-operate with us In bringing this training to you. In order NOT 
to DELAY your training, and to reduce handling and mailing cost* 
which might be Incurred by sending only one leeaon at a time, we 
send you FOUR lessons at a time with examinations which you 
return to us for corroding and grading by our Instructors. There 
are no extra charges at any time,
Enroll  Now* F1U out and mail the coupon below together 

with One Dollar We will Immediately send 
you your first FOUR LESSON'S and examination, so that you can 
get startod to train at once.
M A T E *  We guarantee to refund to you the One Dollar in full in 

the event you are not entirely satisfied with the 4 leaaona.

r:■ I n rD U STRIA L TRAINING INSTITUTE 
Industrial Bids.. Dept. T.G.I2. Newarfc, N. J.
Kindly enroll me In your 48 lesson TTome 8tudy Course in 
b l i t : PRINT READING. I enclose One Dollar for the first 
FOUR LESSONS and examination I further understand that 
I am not obligated to complete course unless I wish to. and that 
I may cancel my enrollment at any time. It is further understood 
that In the event I am dissatisfied I may return the above men
tioned four lessons within 5 days, and you will refund my 
One Dollar in full.

NAM E................................................................................  Age.

ADDRESS

JjC IT Y .......................................................................... STATE.................

I I I



KIDNEY TROUBLE
Stop Getting Up Nights

T o  h a r m l e s s l y  f l u s h  p o i s o n s  a n d  a c i d  f r o m  k i d 
n e y s  a n d  r e l i e v e  I r r i t a t i o n  o f  b l a d d e r  s o  t h a t  y o u  
c a n  s t o p  “ g e t t i n g  u p  n i g h t s "  g e t  a  35 c e n t  p a c k 
a g e  o f  G o l d  M e d a l  H a a r l e m  O il  C a p s u l e s  a n d  t a k e  
a s  d i r e c t e d .  O t h e r  s y m p t o m s  o f  k i d n e y  a n d  b l a d 
d e r  w e a k n e s s e s  m a y  b e  s c a n t ,  b u r n i n g  o r  s m a r t -  
t i n g  p a s s a g e  —  b a c k a c h e  —  l e g  c r a m p s  —  p u f f y  
e y e s .  G e t  t h e  o r i g i n a l  G O L D  M E D A L .  D o n 't  a c 
c e p t  a su b s t i tu te .

HAND-COLORED In Oil
P HOTO E NLARGEMENT
I B e a u t i fu l ly  m o u n t e d  In 7 x 9  

w h it e  f r a m e  m at. M a d e  f r o m  an y  
p h o t o g r a p h ,  sn a p sh o t  or  n e g a 
t ive .  O r ig in a l  re tu rn ed .  Pend 
25c an d  s t a m p — no o th er  charg es .

C O L O R G R A p H ,  D e p t . T M O  P L U S  3e S TA M P
17 N. LeC loIre, C h icago . tor Mailins

I  l l / r p  Medicine
■■il at E l l \  R e g o l  c o n ta in s  sc ient i f ic  

l iver  m e d ic in e s  In c lu d in g  
a v e r y  e f fect iv e  c h o ln g o g u e  (b i le  f low  s t im u 
la n t ) .  R end  all a b o u t  R e g o l  and  its a id  to N ature  
in r e l ie v in g  fu n c t io n a l  d i s o r d e r s  o f  the  l iver 
and  gull  b la d d er ,  a lso  Intestinal in d ig est ion ,  
b lo a t in g ,  gas ,  s i c k  h ea da ch es ,  nausea  and b i l -  
l i o u s n e s s  d u e  to  s lu g g is h  f low  o f  bi le. W r i t e  f o r  
f r e e  b o o k le t  t o d a y .  C L E V K I.A N P  R E f .O I , 
C O M PA N Y , 1410 O ld A rc a d e , C leve land ,  O hio .

ORs'oGiNoAl POEMS
any »ubj«rt, for immediate con
sideration. Don't delay— send 
your poem at onco to 

B IC H A R D  B R O S ., 74 W o o d s  B u i ld in g ,  C h ic a g o , 111.

DICE * CARDS • GAMES
M a g i c ia n s ’ , C o n j u r e r s ’ spec ia lt ies .  S pecia l  
D ice ,  W e ig h t s ,  F la ts ,  T o p s — C ard  R ead ers .  
P a p e r s ,  S tr ip p er s .  In k s ,  S u p p l ie s  o f  al l  
kindB. B lu e  B o o k  F R E E .

H. C. EVANS & CO.
1520 W. Adams St,, Dept. 75, CHICAGO

TH E  TR U TH  A B O U T

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

P P P P  Booklet on simple home treatment. Many report they 
■ were saved from expensive operations. Learn all
about this m r n Inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from 
the start. No rlaid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FREK 
With Information as to r^srsnteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON 
CO.. D e ft  209. Saint Paul. Minnesota.— Adv.

The Newest All-Pictu re Magazine

CO-EDS
Now on Sale 10° at All Stands

( C o n tin u ed  fro m  page 1 1 1 )
i n g  p r o j e c t s .

T h e n ,  y e a r s  l a t e r ,  c a m e  t h e  f a t a l  d a y  o f  
F e b .  2 8 ,  1 9 1 0 .  R i c h a r d ,  i n  H o n d u r a s ,  w a s  
s u p e r v i s i n g  a  b l a s t i n g  j o b .  B u t  t h e  e x p l o 
s i o n  w a s  t o o  h e a v y .  A  p i e c e  o f  r o c k  b l e w  
u p  a n d  b e f o r e  R i c h a r d  c o u l d  g e t  o u t  o f  t h e  
w a y ,  i t  h a d  h i t  h i s  h e a d ,  a n d  h e  d i e d  a  f e w  
m i n u t e s  l a t e r .

T h e  d a y  h i s  b o d y  w a s  s h i p p e d  b a c k  t o  
A u s t r a l i a ,  a  f r i e n d  r e v e a l e d  a  s e c r e t  t o  h i s  
e m p l o y e r  i n  c h a r g e  o f  t h e  c o n s t r u c t i o n  c o m 
p a n y .  H e  s a i d :

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h e t h e r  I  h a d  a  t o u c h  o f  
f e v e r  o r  n o t ,  b u t  l a s t  n i g h t  w h e n  I  v i s i t e d  
R i c h a r d ’s  c o f & n  t o  p a y  m y  l a s t  r e s p e c t s ,  I  
s w e a r  I  s a w  a  d o u b l e  g h o s t .  R i c h a r d  a n d  
h i s  i m a g e  w e r e  s t a n d i n g  s i d e  b y  s i d e  o n  t h e  
p o r c h  l o o k i n g  i n  a t  m e  a n d  s m i l i n g . ”

T h e  e m p l o y e r  l a u g h e d  a t  t h i s .  “ E i t h e r  t h e  
f e v e r  o r  t o o  m u c h  l i q u o r  o r  b o t h .  T h e  f e v e r  
m a k e s  y o u  s e e  a  g h o s t  a n d  t h e  l i q u o r  m a k e s  
y o u  s e e  d o u b l e . ”

H o w e v e r ,  t h e  s m i l e s  o n  b o t h  f a c e s  f a d e d  
w h e n  w e e k s  l a t e r  t h e  e m p l o y e r  h a n d e d  t h e  
o t h e r  a  c l i p p i n g  f r o m  a n  A u s t r a l i a n  n e w s 
p a p e r  w h i c h  r e a d  a s  f o l l o w s :

“ T w i n  b r o t h e r s  k i l l e d  t h e  s a m e  d a y  in  t h e  
s a m e  w a y — o n e  i n  S i n g a p o r e  a n d  o n e  in  
H o n d u r a s — b o t h  v i c t i m s  o f  a  b l a s t  o n  e n 
g i n e e r i n g  p r o j e c t s ! ”

Special Free Offer
Send th is  c o u p o n  to M ys te ry  - Scopes, 

T H R I L L I N G  M Y S T E R Y  m agazine, 22 W est 
48th St., N ew  Y o rk  C ity . Enc lose a se lf-ad- 
dressed stam ped envelope. Y o u  w ill receive 
a C h ak ra -C ry s ta l-S co p e  g iv ing  you a com . 
plete ana lys is  o f you rse lf— your lu cky  num ber, 
good and bad tra its , lu cky  color, best o c cu 
pation  and o the r v ita l in fo rm ation .

M Y S T E R Y - S C O P E S ,

T H R I L L I N G  M Y S T E R Y ,

2 2  W e s t  4 8 t h  S t . ,  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y .

P l e a s e  s e n d  C H A K R A - C R Y S T A L -  
S C O P E ,  f r e e  o f  c h a r g e ,  t o :

P r i n t  n a m e  o n  t h i s  l i n e  

A d d r e s s  ...........................................................................

C i t y ..............................................  S t a t e ........................

D a t e  o f  b i r t h ................................................................

D a y  M o n t h  Y e a r

( E n c l o s e  a  s e l f - a d d r e s s e d  s t a m p e d  

e n v e l o p e )  1 - 4 1
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QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra:
Are twins likely to meet the same fate?

Mike Dennan.

D e a r  M r.  D e n n a n :  T h i s  q u e s t i o n  Is a n s w e r e d  
In t h e  s t o r y  In t h i s  d e p a r t m e n t  t h i s  Issu e .  
A n d  h e r e  Is a n o t h e r  c a s e  r e p o r t e d  o n  M a y  
15th ,  1940, b y  t h e  U n i t e d  P r e s s :  " F r a n c i s  C o n -  
t o n ,  4 1 - y e a r - o l d  r a i l r o a d  c l e r k  o f  N o r w o o d .  
M a s s ,  d i e d  o f  h e a r t  a t t a c k  a s  h e  s a t  In a  c h a i r  
a t  h i s  h o m e .  T w o  h o u r s  l a t e r  h i s  t w i n  
b r o t h e r  R a y m o n d  w h o  w e n t  t o  t h e  h o u s e  t o  
m a k e  f u n e r a l  a r r a n g e m e n t s ,  f e l l  d e a d  o f  a  
h e a r t  a t t a c k  b e s i d e  t h e  s a m e  c h a i r . ”

Dear Chakra:
Do some people have a premonition of the 

day they will die? Helen Hillman.

D e a r  M is s  H i l l m a n :  Y e s .  H e r o  Is a  r e p o r t  
f r o m  t h e  U n i t e d  P r e s s  f l i e s  d a t e d  J u l y  29, 
1940: " D u n n ,  N. C. F o r  25 y e a r s  C a r s o n  C. 
S u r l e s  h a d  b e e n  t e l l in g :  h i s  f r i e n d s  t h a t  h e  
w a s  g o i n g  t o  d i e  t h e  l a s t  w e e k  In J u l y ,  1940. 
S a t u r d a y  m o r n i n g  h e  t o l d  h i s  e m p l o y e r  t h a t  
h e  w a n t e d  t o  g o  h o m e  b e c a u s e  t h i s  w a s  t h e  
( la y  h e  w a s  d y i n g .  W i t h o u t  a p p a r e n t  c a u s e  
h e  d i e d  a t  2 :2 0  P M .  H e  w a s  b u r i e d  J u l y  28, 
1940, In a  p l o t  a r r a n g e d  f o r  a n d  w i t h  a  s t o n e  
i n s c r i b e d  w i t h  t h e  d a t e  o f  h i s  d e a t h .  H e  h a d  
n o t  c o m m i t t e d  s u i c i d e .  H i s  d e a t h  w a s  f r o m  
n a t u r a l  c a u s e s . ”

Dear Chakra:
Is a person born with a veil protected from 

lightning? Horace Nevins.

D e a r  M r.  N e v i n s :  I t  s e e m s  so .  H e r e  Is a n  
o u t s t a n d i n g  c a s e  w h i c h  h a p p e n e d  a t  P a r l s h -  
v i l l e ,  N. Y. A  g i r l  w a s  s t r u c k  b y  l i g h t n i n g  
a n d  k i l l e d  w h i l e  s l e e p i n g  b e t w e e n  t w o  s i s t e r s  
b o t h  o f  w h o m  w e r e  u n h u r t .  T h e s e  t w o  s i s t e r s  
h a d  b e e n  b o r n  w i t h  v e i l s .  T h e  d e a d  g i r l  w a s  
n o t .

Dear Chakra:
I have heard that the angel of death some

times strikes a person through a dream— 
the dream being the direct cause of death. 
Is there anything on file to substantiate this?

Hazel Gordon.

D e a r  M is s  G o r d o n :  Y e s .  M r s .  F a n n y  P e a r -  
c e y  o f  W e s t  T a r r i n g ,  E n g l a n d ,  w a s  k i l l e d  b y  
h e r  d r e a m .  S h e  d r e a m e d  t h a t  a  m i r r o r  w a s  
f a l l i n g  o n  h e r .  T h e  f r i g h t  w o k e  h e r  u p  a n d  
s h e  J u m p e d  o u t  o f  b e d ,  f a l l i n g  o v e r  a  f i r e 
s c r e e n .  S h e  d i e d  a  f e w  h o u r s  l a t e r  f r o m  a 
f r a c t u r e d  s k u l l  a f t e r  r e v e a l i n g  h e r  d r e a m .  
T h e  m i r r o r  s h e  h a d  v lB lo n e d  w a s  t h a t  h a n g 
i n g  n e a r  h e r  b e d  a n d  o v e r  t h e  f i r e p l a c e .

Dear Chakra:
How can a person who is being bothered 

by ghosts in his own home, escape them?
Beatrice Waxman.

D e a r  M is s  W a x m a n :  P s y c h i c s  d e c l a r e  t h a t  
r u n n i n g  w a t e r  p r o t e c t s  o n e  f r o m  p o l t e r g e i s t s  
o r  e v i l  s p i r i t s .  S o m e  p e o p l e  h a v e  r e p o r t e d  
p r o t e c t i o n  b y  g o i n g  in  t h e i r  b a t h r o o m s  a n d  
t u r n i n g  o n  t h e  s h o w e r  u n t i l  t h e  d i s t u r b i n g  
p h e n o m e n a  h a v e  l e f t .  W h a t e v e r  v i b r a t i o n s  
c a u s e  p s y c h i c  d i s t u r b a n c e s ,  r u n n i n g  w a t e r  
s e e m s  t o  r e d u c e  t h e i r  p o w e r .

F tT E E T H
MONEY RETURNED
IF NOT S A T I S F I E D 1

k Ord«r b y nu ll—«  wide 
^ se lection  o f  style*.

Now— * dental piste (op- 
I per or lower) A * LOW Am 
6 . 5 0 .  Our ord*r-by-m ail 

Tmsthod Injure* too r money 
beck If not satisfied. Aetna)
•O DAYS’  WEARING TRIAL lets y o u  jodffo foe

Krai” SEND NO MONET
Send a posteard or letter for free descriptive cir- 
calar*how tn*differ«)t»tyle«and Free Impression

___________ oa follow direction*. Don’ t delay 1 — Write nowlRmU Dental Lab., 936W. 63rd St, Dept. 26 A, Chicago, a

INDIVIDUALLY
M ad* from  YOUR 
Mouth Impression

Lemon Juice Recipe Checks 
Rheumatic Pain Quickly

If you suffer from rheumatic or neuritis pain, try thia 
simple inexpensive home recipe. Get a package o f Ru-Ex 
Compound, a two week’s supply, mix it with a quart o f 
water, add the juice o f 4 lemons. Often within 48 hours 
•— sometimes overnight — Bplendid results are obtained^ 
I f  the pains do not quickly leave you, return the empty 
package and Ru-Ex will cost you nothing to try. It ii 
sold under an absolute money-back guarantee. Ru-Ex 
Compound is for sale by drug stores everywhere.

s

For qu ick  re lie f from itch ing of eczem a, p im ples, a th le te ’s foot, 
scales, scab ies, rashesan d  o ther ex te rn a lly  caused  sk in  troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, an tisep tic , liqu id  D . D . D . P rescrip 
tion. G reaseless, sta in less . Soothes irr ita tio n  an d  q u ick ly  stops 
the moat in tense itch ing . 35c tr ia l bottle proves i t , o r m oney 
back. A sk your d rugg ist to d ay  for D. D. D . PRESCRIPTION.

TO P P ED
tn a t/tffi/- 

p Money Back

— C H A K R A .
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C A N T  C O M P E T E  W I T H

M A C H I N E G U M S !

No sane person would tackle a machine-gun nest armed with a 
smoothbore musket! • Yet thousands of men try to get ahead in 
Business and Industry armed with training as obsolete as a flintlock 
—and wonder why they don’t succeed! • You can storm the fortress 
of Success—and achieve it!—only if your training is sound, practical 
and up-to-the-minute. One way to get that kind of training is through 
the International Correspondence Schools! Thousands of I. C. S. 
graduates have “ moved up”  into positions of leadership and larger 
rewards, because they knew that, other things equal, learning 
means earning! • This coupon will bring you complete information 
that’s vital to you r  success! Mail it—not tomorrow, but right now!

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
B O X  3 9 6 7 - R ,  S C R A N T O N ,  P E N N A .

W i t h o u t  cost o r o b l ig a t io n ,  p le a s e  send m e a cop y  o f  y o u r  Booklet, “ W h o  W i n s  and 
W h y , ” a n d  fu l l  p a r t i c u l a r s  ab o u t  the c o u rs e  before w h ic h  I h a v e  m a r k e d  X :  

T E C H N I C A L  A N D  I N D U S T R I A L  C 0 U R 8 E S
□  M fg . o f Pulp and Paper 
0  M arine Engines
□  M echan ica l D rafting
□  M echan ica l Engineering 
D  M ine Forem an 
O  N avigation
□  Pattern m aking
□  P harm acy □  P lum bing
□  P oultry  Farm ing
□  Practical T elep h on y
□  Put)lie W ork* Engineering
□  R adio. General 
0  R adio Operating 
0  H a lio  Servicing

BUSI NE SS COURSES
0  Forem ansbip 
Q  French 0  G rade School 
0  High S chool 0  IIlu*trating 
0  Lettering Show  Card*
0  M anaging M en at W ork

H O M E  ECONOMI CS COURSES
□  A d vanced  D ressm aking 0  H om e I>reeemaking 0  T ea  R oom  and C afeteria
□  Food* and C ook ery  □  Profeneional D ressm aking and D esigning M anagem ent, Catering

□  A gricu lture □  Air Brake 
Q  A ir  C on d ition in g
0  A rch itectura l D raftin g  
D Architecture
□  Auto Engine Tune-up

8 Auto Technician
A v ia tion  0  B oiler m aking 

□  B ridge Engineering 
O  B u ild ing  E stim ating 
0  Chemistry
□  C iv il E ngines ring
□  C oa l M in in g  
0  C on crete  Engineering 
□  C on tractin g  and B uild ing

□  A ccou n tin g  0  A dvertising  
0  B ook k eep in g  
0  Boslnese C orrespond en os 
□  Boslneea M anagem ent 
0  C a rtoon in g  0  C iv il 8 erv ioe

0  C o tto n  M anufacturing  
0  D iesel Engines 
Q  E lectrica l D rafting 
0  E lectrica l Engineering 
0  E lectric L ighting 
□  Fire Bosses

B F ou n dry  W ork
Fruit G row in g  0  H eating 

0  H eat T reatm en t o f M etals 
0  H ighw ay Engineering 
□  H ouse Planning

S L o co m o tiv e  Engineer 
M achin ist

0  M anagem ent o f Inventions

0  C ollege P reparatory 
0  Com m ercia l 
0  C ost A ccounting
□  C . P. A ccou n tin g
□  First Y ea r C ollege

□  R - IL Section  Forem an
□  R . R. S ignalm en 's □  R efrigeration  
0  Sanitary Engineering
O  Sheet M eta l W ork  
0  Steam  E lectric 0  Steam  Engines 
0  Steam  F itting
□  S tructural D rafting

8 Structural Engineering 
S urveying and M app ing  

O  T elegraph  Engineering 
0  T extile  D esigning 
□  T oolm ak in g
□  W eld ing. E lectric  and G as 
0  W oolen  M anufacturing

0  R a ilw ay  Postal Clerk 
0  Salesm anship 
0  Secretarial
O  Sign L ettering  0  Spanish
0  T raffic M anagem ent

Ntmo__
City--------

..Age-------
..Stole..

■—~Address...... ..... .............
.Present Position..

Canadian re tlie n tt tend coupon to International Correapotidenee Behoola Conodlon. Lim ited, M ontreal, Canada 
B rltltk  rerldenti tend coupon to 1. C 8 .. 71 K ln on ca i, London. IF. C f ,  Rnoland



NO MONEY
DOWN

YOURS
A T  LESS T H A N
'A S 5 f l :
B u y  d i r e c t  f r o m  us a n d  
s a v e  o v e r  # " 0 . 0 0  o n  
g e n u i n e  R o y a l  N o .  1 0 .

B e a u t i f u l l y  r e b u i l t  a n d  
u n c o n d i t i o n a l  2  y e a r  
g u a r a n t e e .  N o  M o n e y  
D o w n — 1 0  D a\  T r i a l —  
R a y  o n  e a s ie s t  te rm s .

T housands paid
$105.00 for this 
model, but it's 
y o u rs  f o r  only  
$34.85 ( cash p rice)

EXTRA VALUE!
R O LL-A -W A Y  SECRETARIAL
TYPEWRITER STAND

Two mHalKlft wing
W o rk in g
Surface w ork in -

heig ht

A ll m eU l. 
mount**! on 

castors

F o r thoBP w h o  h a v e  n o  t y p e w r i t
»*r stunt! or hnudy phi tv  to use a 
machine. I inmk«» this special o f 
fer T h i s  n ttr i i r t iv f  stand that 
o rd in a ri ly  sells f o r  $4. NT) can I Hi 
yours  for only $2.00 extra added 
to y o u r  account. Q u a l i t y  built. 
N ote  ail its con ven ien t fea tu res . 

(Set; Co u p o n )
f p  p c  A com plete home study
■ course of Famous Van
Zan dl T ou ch  Typing system I.earn tu 
typo quickly anil easily

AM ERICA’S No. 1 
TYPEWRITER VALUE!
R o y a l  t h e  kin o  o f  all t y p e w r i t e r s !  A 
heavy duty oftice typewriter recognized as a leader 
the w orld over Th ink of this 'a lu e ' Famous 
Royal No 10 com pletely rebuilt with late Improved 
f e a t u r e  Yours at less than I 3 mfrs. orlg. price. 
Has all standard equipm ent— 84 character*, key 
board, two color ribbon, hack spacer, autom atic re 
verse, etc. A perfect all purpose typew riter; stand-* 
hard. long sen  ice t an be used for rorrraiwndence. 
card w riting. label writ ins. hilling statement w irk. 
etc Rem em ber [here Is no rl*>k' You see tie fore 
you buy Fully Guaranteed and backed by 30 years 
of Fair D ealing.

CAR RIA GE ROYALS
Carriage takes paper 11”

N O  O B L I G A T I O N .  
S E N D  N O  M O N E Y .  T r y
Royal for 10 full day* In your 
home without risk S«*e for your
self the neat, perfect work it 
doc* Decide without salesman's 
pressure without hurry.

10 DAY TRIAL
S E E  B E F O R E  Y O U
B U Y  —  T e s t .  I n s p e c t ,  
i nm parr T ills Royal Is shipped 
to you on Its m erit alone It 
must sell Itself— must convince 
you of its tremendous value.

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
Our 1 yr guarantee Is your a s 
surance of satisfaction . You must 
he tntmflrd that thit it the hipprtt 
ru/tar * rcr offered  in a tpprirrtier.

EASIEST TERMS 
ONLY 60c A W EEK!

O N L Y  6 0 c  A W E E K
soon pay* for your typewriter at 
this l«»w price. l*se m achine as 
you pay for It. Only Eli.50 a 
month less than the cost of
renting a typewriter Order
your Royal now

E X T R A —W,DEt A  1 l l M  14 inch 
wide, has 12" writing 
line. Only $3.00 ex
tra with order. 18 
Inch t'arrlago takes ( 
paper 18" w ide, has
l iT  w riting line Only I N TURN A TI ON A L  T Y P E W R IT E R  E X C H A N G E
$5 00 extra w ith order g D ept. 188, 231 W . M onroe St . C h icago, 111.
A c c e p f  this otter now— U n i*  .  Send Royal S o  10 i F O H  C h icago! for 10
ito*I quantity and no more when 1 days’ trial. If 1 keep u . 1 will pay $2 50 per
thev’ rr ginn- Semi no money. Try I  month until easy term price, $ 39 35 . ia paid . I f
m achine fur 10 day*—-l*ay »»n easl • | satisfied 1 can return It express collect,
r i i ^ ^ o t m « , - M i l T N i w ' r AV° id I □  I# *  C*rrl**t» O  U "  r . r r i , gr .*3  00 disappointm ent Mail Now. ■ p  13"  c’ arrlage ($5 00 extra!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  ® □  Check for typewriter stand ($ ‘,*00 ex tra '
T Y P F W D I T C D  F Y C  u  A N T  c  I  S llu ,d  “ n l  0,1 r e c e i*>t rtrs»l P ay m en t on  R o y a l 
l i r t W K l l t K  t A L M A N t r C  .  C A U T I O N  — FOR Q U I C K  S H I P M E N T
231 W. Monroe St., Chicago. III. ,  G I V E  O C C U P A T I O N  A N D  R E F E R E N C E

*  I Name , ................... ..............................  Age
Over 200.000 Satisfied Cus- | Typewritten signatures not acceptable

tomers AII Over the World  I  Address

t
I

Stale. .
J



f*on't trr lf  u n t il  I f f i w *  H i*  a n d  |o»# • «*fip tre f li.
S«l#i./*r* 1 1  1 * it|ri*HV«*r»'«! n • mifd'* hotr.** r* r i l 'd  f  m t N  
I*Y1!<*1 wbl<*h lia r m lM rim lttl ih»* nt«*<llrw| r»r*»f.**«Jmi. 
1 'YH <^ Pfr1» rls :>• t ill fh** !rnlllt1<‘ a n d  U l l v  1|ir M liron* 
linn cirrnm . O m  ivflu n u  n b \  P V l t o  v n r k *  no ••niro-
rl««1{*1> l »  il r irf ll.liw  |»* t.*l •'.If I a flu* UUili*,
M ip frliy  b i l l in g  fin* »  ; o h M** m id  m il i ih m u Ik t  
I'.v iif r t )  . ,»i>d r r i ’ticn m nttfli U  h i 11 * • *».t. . i p r r m K a  
th«* l»»f**ctl<m to ufnv.it! «int« M v  anil b«*fori v «h i k n o w  
It , f**"th an* n n f* ^l anti In h ic  iD U f t m c t la n  la 
lf i* l Y rrth  fa ll u u f.

PYRO SAVES 
YOUR TEETH
or NO COST!

T # a  can  tin* iv m m  Ji!fid av il» *» f d o cto r*  nnd
<t<*nUMn iv|jv» t m w  trl**d Milt li‘ ,\v il ln u iv u r )  on i im i .ii
n lu ltb o n* h im  * ol |M'orrlo*/i, Irv rn h  ntoinn an il hl*»oi|
liu ; ^iiiiift.

l ' \  Iti > >4*a» u*c»i w itk  Murt J in -  m m  tunny Muo i ,
III t'liHi'a t hue *»viu**d t|i>|H'|tnia wbt>f» ^v<‘r y i l i i l i i ;
Y liM  U l h t  l 4Y I I O  l i  ahiMtvl ittirtiiiiiy  in  g r t t in g  q u ir k  
a n d  r u i v  ri-m itca If ge t*  M  t h r  ro iK  or th«» tro u b le  

l*Y |»l l Iiu h  a |n  t i^ ifa t  lu ll of •» lilt It In j  rum  
Uf*» iii«l il »«*rn a1 * an d  ferial •*trol»»> lb .

i arvn*. ] f  t o u r  g u n m  n f r  #.niv o r  !»!••%•«I * h* 
Itf illb tn l . . .  I f  /o * .r I t r l l t  iifr* lu«w# o r  lt|)o |n*‘k»*f» 
In n '*  f o ra tn l, o rd e r  )* Y lt«>  t odmy fo r  q rjirK  •*»«rrv«*fmu 
• • • a rt note U fu r i*  y loo* y n c r  f^-tfe  «*v tlfr|>

A DOCTOR WRITES:—
A w e ll Im o u 'u  r!iy* .(* liin  rueful*. r of fin*

\* • rWtata M c d ir a l  A v m i  m d  . tu p ) i • 
i U i d i I o rg a n :ij it iu h * . M f a r  " I  do »m»i Ii * •i i j |c  fo 
• la fr Itiiil t liia  a o lu tlm i baa u h t i I w  front t in  
n lc b t ia u r . of full..*

R cadT h isP roo f!
Men W  I !  K i r b y ,  15 K u *l 

»>Mli Str*n«i. N i'n  Y o rk  « r i *  n , 
•P *» r a  b o ra lir r  o f y rt im  I »uf* 
frr» d  ar.tli a ll ad ean evd  raav  uf 
p y o rrh e a . e tm rtaa t if>atfir»^atf 
artiM H l o n ly  tu  arp r» l fh«* d l l  
o v  I a n a  Co)*! 1 w o u ld  l« w  
tu) t*r<h. T b u  I  lit * f d  0 ? Ik la  
a m  r^tuedy. I t f ln c  » l»» l*rn !» , 
<Vfl«!rl (»  try n Xm *rrj 
k i f ; * 7  a a a .  M f g u m * are  
l i n l d i b  l<«iU i e tc  u d  « r f l f  
til*  V  ; u  t i l l  a tirn  ••:fT#r 
l a g  m  V  t IU  t r y  1 *

D o n ’t Ix>se Y ou r Teeth

O rder ISotc!
W V i A T t  4* i»ye*‘«  «»f n flitla rU a  Cl te n tin g  Id  Ib r  

a o i i l iT f u t  jm m vitp of P Y R O .  S «  |»oalfiv*« art* w e  that  
»t r n l l  b r in g  yon tin  Jnul th  mid hnpplnem * you have  
!*■»** i n k i n g .  Hint a p  w ill -Ktid i l  t«  yo u  w ith o u t a 
•IlMTlr p rn tiy  «»f r*»L fe ’tid  $ 2  fo tlay  fo r  the  fo il boffc* 
tro tim * r iv< artitl • • «• f«»r $2 idem
r . o  I ' Y I S n  ii d irected  -iinl if  nnt d r l lc b lr t !

• I ’ l it 1 II n r#*t « im  f !«• m i;. . . I  b o l i i r  and U • • w ill  
re fu n d  tin* |iUr*‘h.i«*> prlri* In fu ll

CABLE PR
l>rpt. i:« l

'*•1 'it^i i» ih  h invi, Nnt York. N. Y
( -------------------------- --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- "

1 C . m u :  rH O H irC T H wi>rpt. no i-oai w. itoih si.,
• N > w  Y o r k .  X .  Y .
■ a * il m* jmm t a n lii  | totmojat fsr tx n *  we
I  c  P o d  c a n ,  :  « m  K 7
B Q  E k r W l  n o d  n  
I  V  * m n  H U
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