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Hi Everybody! 

Ĉome and Join Us.. 
Get Marvelous Book of 20 Dance Lessons 

by ARTHUR MURRAY-Worlds Greatest Dante Instructor FREE! 

START NOW to Clear up Your Skin 
Learn the New Dance Steps! 

WIN POPULARITY! 

GET THIS GRAND BOOK! 
20 lessons... 62 photographs... 
19 diagrams! F R E E Dance Card 
gives full details about this 
offer. Ask your grocer! 

• Good dancers are always popular. 
But, even the best dancers become 
self-conscious if they have to ap-
pear at a party with a face broken 
out with pimples. 

Fleischmann's Yeast has helped 
thousands of young people to clear 
up pimples, by helping to clear the 
blood of waste poisons which irri-
tate this condition. ' 

If you have any tendency to p im-
ples, start eating Fleischmann's 
Yeast. And—be sure to save the 
labels for your copy of Arthur M u r -
ray's dance book! 

Remember, the ONLY WAY to 
get it is with Fleischmann Yeast 
labels. Paste these on FREE Dance 
Card your grocer will give you. 
Send it for book. 

It your grocer has no Dance Cards, 
save 81 yeast labels. Paste on piece of paper 
—or simply cnclosc In envelope—and send 
them with your name and address to 
Fleischmann's Yeast, 701 Washington St., 

N. Y. C. (This offer holds good until 
Aug. 31, 1937.) 
(Details of scrurinig Dance Book differ slight-
ly in states west of Denver and in Canada, 
see newspapers, or ask your grocer.) 

DONTLET ADOLESCENT PIMPLES 
SPOIL YOUR GOOD TIMES 

Read this 
TRUE 

EXPERIENCE 
of how 

FLEISCHMANN'S 
YEAST 

helped clear 
Dick's skin 

^rT'^JV BEFORE , W A n 

D i c k R o o n e y , of 
Brooklyn, N. Y., had 
pimples like these. "I 
was ashamed to have 
people see me," he 
says. ' 

Pimples no longer 
spoil Dick's good 
t imes . "Everybody 
that's got pimples 
ought to try yeast," 
he says. 

"STICK TO IT," soys 
Dr. R. E. LEE, well-known 
physician, "and Fleischmann's 
Yeast will help fo correct 
ADOLESCENT PIMPLES." 

• After the start of adolescence — from 
about 13 to 25—important glands develop 
and final growth takes place. This causes 
disturbances in the system. The skin gets 
oversensitive. Waste poisons In the blood Ir-
rltatethls sensitive skin,pimples break out. 

Fleischmann's Yeast helps to free your 
skin from pimples by clearing these skin 
Irritants out of the blood. Eat 3 cakes dally 
—a cake about hour before each m e a l -
plain, or In a little water. Start now! 

Copyright, 1937, Standard Brands Incorporated 



ANNOUNCEMENT 
of New Coffee Agency Openings 

EARNINGS UP TO $60£S IN A WEEK 
Within the next two weeks, over 890 men and women will be fflvtn the opportunity to open up ftne-paytaf 
Coffee Agencies right in their own borne localities. If you are looking for 4 bona fide ehanoe to make u 
high as $60.00 in • week, starting at once, this company will send you ererythln* you need, f ire you all 
the help you require, and back you up with its proven successful plana. You risk no money. A chance to 
be independent, work as you please, and make more than lust a modest 11 ring. If you want to know 
whether there is an opening for you to your own or nearby locality, mall the Application below. By reCum 
mail you will be notified whether we hare an opening for you. and If we hare, you will recalve full Infor-
mation about thlfl Coffee Agency Plan. Too don't send a penny—Just mall the Application. No obUcation 
—you decide after you reed the plan. Don't delay. Bend your Application at once. 

Clip Out and Mai! Today!! 
• • m n u u a i COFFEE A G E N C Y APPLICATION [ 

® W R I T E Y O U R 
F U L L N A M E 

A N D 
A D D R E S S H E R E ! 

( D 
H O W M U C H 

T I M E C A N 
Y O U D E V O T E 

T o C O F F E E A G E N C Y ? 

S T A T E W H I C H 
B O N U S Y O U 

P R E F E R — 
C A S H O R F O R D 
A U T O M O B I L E ? 

0 C A N Y O U 
S T A R T A T 

O N C E ? 

A L L 

A P P L I C A T I O N S 

W I L L B E H E L D 

S T R I C T L Y 

C O N F I D E N T I A L 

N a m e .. 
ISLite whether Mr.. Mn. . or Mls») 

Address 

City and State 

Mark with an " X " 

• F U L L T I M E • PART TIME 

Full time pays uj> to $35 to $60 
in a week. Part time, either 
during the day or e v e n i n g , pays 
up to $22.50 in a week. 

In addition to their cash earnings, we offer our producers a cash 
bonus of $500 .00 or a brand-new, latest model Ford Tador Sedan. 
State which you would prefer if you decide to accept our offer. 
Mark " X " before your choice. 

• $500 . CASII BONUS • LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOB SEDAN. 

M a r k with an " X " N o • YES • 
If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able 
to start. 

S E N D NO M O N E Y 
There is no money fee of any kind required with this Application. It merely 
tells us that you would consider running a Coffee Agency In your locality if we 
have an opening for you. You will be notified by return mail whether your 
home locality is available. Then you can decide if the mon^-making possibilities 
look good to you. No obligation on your part. Those who apply first will be 
given preftrenoe, so be sure to mail your Application without delay—NOW 1 
No letter is required, just the Application. Mall at once to 

ALBERT MILLS, President 
4 0 0 0 M o n m o u t h A v o n u e C i n c i n n a t i , O h i o 



Vol. VIII, No. 1 July, 1937 Price, 10c 

Nine Gripping Mystery Thrillers 
BRIDES OF THE DARK GOD John H . Knox 14 

Weird Goat Demons Strike Terror in the Heart of the Hollywood 
Movie Colony' A Complete Novelette of Lurking Horror 

THE DEVIL IN STEEL Jack Wil l iamson 3 3 
A Robot Leaves a Trail of Gruesome Corpses Beneath its Electric 
Sway.' A Story of a New Frankenstein—Mightier than Man 

HOLOCAUST OF HELL G e o r g e E. Clark 4 4 
Bruce Langford Goes Through a Real Ordeal by Fire to Save His 
Beautiful Bride in this Complete Novelette of Flaming Vengeance 

WHEN THE BLACK FIEND FED Ha l K. We l l s 61 
The Beast Demon of Yucatan Fosters a Dread Series of Murderous 
Horrors—and Dread Rules a Moonlit Valley of Ghastly Fears 

I A M THE WOLF - Henry Kuttner 71 
Murder Comes with Dripping Jaws and Escapes into Darkness-
and the Fate of the Coy lea Hangs Upon a Curse' 

THE RAZOR OF GASTON DUBROIS - Charles Green 8 0 
A Haunted Cabin n the Canadian Wilderness Gives Habitation to 
Unspeakable Horrors in this Novelette of Haunting Secrets 

DEATH POURS A TOAST Robert C. Blackmon 9 3 
The Black Plates Contained Food—the Black Glasses, Drink —Yet 
But One of the Five Chairs at this Eerie Feast Was Occupied 

THE EYES OF DOOM A n d r e w Ho l l iday 9 8 
Hypnotic Death Stalks Abroad in an Ancient Island Castle Where 
Grim Legends of the Distant Past Live Anew! 

DEATH ASKS THE QUESTION John Russell Fearn 108 
The Tortured Beat of a Palpitating Heart Tolls the Tocsin of Dis-
aster.' A Spine-Chilling Complete Novelette of Ticking Doom 

HORROR-SCOPES Chakra 1 2 2 

Special FREF Crystal-Scope Reading Offer! 

THRILLING MY8TF.RY. published bi-monthlv by Better Publications. Inc., nt 22 W 48th St., New York, N. Y. 
N. L. Pines, President Subscription yeajly. $.60: single copies, S.10. Foreign and Canadian postage eitra 
Entered at second-claws mgltjr July 12, 1035, at the Post Office at New York, Nf. Y., under the Act of March 3, 
1879. Copyright, lu;(7 hv Hotter Publications, Inc Manuscript* will not be returned unless acoompaniod by 
self-addressed, slann>ed envelopes, and are submitted at the author's risk. Names of all chHrnct«rs used in stories 
and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If u name of any living i>erson or eweting institution is used, it is a 
ooinokimoc. 

Read our companion magazines: Popular Western, G-Men, Thrilling Western. 
Thrilling Detective. Thrilling Adventures, Thrilling Love, The Phantom De-
tective, The Lone Eagle, Popular Love, Sky Fighters, Popular Detective, Thrilling 
Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Thrilling Sports, Texas dangers, Popular 

Snorts Thrilling Confessions and Everyday Astrology 



CUTS GREATEST EXPENSE 
2* MOTOR CAR OPERATION 

INDUSTRIAL 
in E S T I N Q L A B O 
R A T O R Y R E P O R T — 
" W o hereby certi fy that w o 
havoteated t<rti«IIWi> Wwt-
t * CmMmu -1928 Pont lac drl 
en 72.000 milcj . Torn sun hi 
compression 93 pounds (near-
ly normal according t o man-
ufactorcr*!i specifications.) 
0»«»UH. docs HOT scratch, 
abradaorotiiorwiao Injure the 
motor, Tho "p i ck -up ' speed 
and bill climbing performance 
woro increased mOIMOBELT. 

Car runa practically as 

250,000 
CAR OWNERS 

In the U.S . end For-
eign Countries havo 

used this remarkable 
mineral product Instead 
of new rings and rebore. 
Placed through spark 
plug openings, it works 
on the minoral plating 
principle. Saves up to 
95% of Ring and Rebore 
costs. Not a gasoline 
dope or gadgut. Does 
cot contain irraphite or 
harmful abrasives. Uecon-
dltiooa while you drlvo 
and a single application ta 
good up to 10,000 miles. 

BIG PROFITS for SALESMEN 
But You Must Act Quick—Valuable 
Territory Still Open 8 WRITE NOW! 

Distributors and salesmen say Ovrhaul Is tho biggest 
•oiler in years. 18,000,000 cars need it. Sells for leas than 
•park pluga. This is an opportunity for wide-awake men to make 
money and make it fast. Let us tell you why Richenan of Florida 
reports M l profits as high ns 478 80 ina single day. HetseHinaof 
Washington turns $672.60 tn T W O MONTHS and Phelps of 
New York reports 792 sales In one month. Ovrhaul opens an op-
portunity for you to get in this Big Money Making Class. 
C T A D T T n n A V T You need not send any money 

• * * • * - Just your name aod address 
on the coupon opposite or a penny postcard will bring yon com-
plete details of our plan and a FREE SAMPLE of the amazing 
mineral that makes such profits possible. No obligation. 

B.L RfeOnger, Pres., Ovrhaul Cc„ J912, Kansas City, Ho. 

Amazing mineral discovery actu-
ally gives similar benefits of ring 
and rebore job at a saving of 
—increases power, speed and 
quiet—saves oil and gas—send 
coupon below for Free Sample! 
If your car is keeping you broke baying gaa and oi l— I f 
worn rings and cylinders have caused it to lo«e that " n e w " 
car speed, power a n d quiet—thon before spending u p t o 
$150 for a ring and rebore job, do as a quarter million car 
Owners have done—Ovrhaul your motor—without tying up 
your car. This amazing mineral threatens to revolutionize 
motor upkeep. 

ASTOUNDS MOTORISTS and 
AUTOMOTIVE ENGINEERS 
Nothing like it ever before known. Almost unbelievable 
—yet it has stood rigid tests in great Universities and 
Testing Laboratories, with almost phenomenal results. 
Proved harmless to the finest motors and inci >ased com-
pression to normal in nearly every tost. If your car is slug-
gish and gradually wrecking itself—UsoOvrhaul under oar 
no risk plan. You cannot afford to pass thie opportunity. 

SMASHES OIL and GAS UPKEEP 
Satisfied motorists report sensational reductions in operating casta 
—Oil savings up to 46>—Gas Ravings np to 60%—and smooth motor 
running that makes your car a joy to drive. 

F R E E 
S A M P L E 

Just mall the coupon below 
and we will send yon a free 
sample of this amazing min-
eral and full information 
about this money making op-
portunity. Salesmen and Dis-
tributors wanted to share in 
profits. It coats yoa nothing 
to Investigate and may mean 
thousands of dollars to yon— 
Send thia coupon at once. 

m e c S A M P L E C O U P O N 
I B . L M E L U N G E R , P r e s . Ovrhaul C o . [! 

J912, K a n s a s City. M o . | 
Without cost or obligation, send me at once a FREE | 

SAMPLE. Aiao show me your big money -making plan. I 

ijatas I 

I 

AddrtH 

City State 



| T H R O W A W A V y O U R G - U I T A R , A N D 
G I V E H E R A R E A L S E R E N A D E " j 

W H E N T H E S M I T H S A R E C O / V \ I N G ~ A ' K / 6 
y o u D O N ' T W A N T T H E M - T R y T H I S ! 

C A L L I N G - A L L U F £ - - Q U A S D S / . 

H E R E ' S A Q U I C K R E V I V E R ! 

SPECIAL!! 
NINE ISSUES FOR 

I™SUBSCRIPTION D E P T . , C O L L E G E H C M O R T F 7 ^ 
ti W E S T 48TH S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K CITY 

My dol lar Is pinned to this coupon. Please send the 
next nine Issues t o : 

N a m e . . . 

Address . 

City S T A T E . 
I (Fore ign , $1.00) 



I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME Ut Spate Tina. 
FOR A GOOD RADIO JOB 

4. I . SMTTH. PresMant 
national Radio.tmtrtirte 

Many Radio Ex-
perts Make $30, 
$50, $75 a Week 
Do you want to make 
more money? Broad-
casting stations em-
ploy engineers, oper-
ators, station man-
agers and pay up to 
15,000 a year. Spare 
time Radio set serv-
icing pays as much 
as $200 to ^00 a year 
—full time servicing 
jobs pay as much aa 
fcO, (SO, 175 a week. 
Many Radio Ex 
own their 

le Hadlo 
urers and jobbers employ testers, 
foremen, engineers, servicem 

time or part time Radio businesses, 
manufacturers and 
apectors. foremen, I . . . . 
ing tip to M.OOO a year. RadJo operators 
ec ships get good pay and see the 
world besides. Automobile po-
boe. aviation, commercial 
Kaaio, and load speaker 
systems offer good oppor-
tunities now and for die 
future. Television promises 
many good jobs soon. Met 
} trained at home are hoK 
ing good jobs in all these 
branches of Radio. Many Make $8 ,$10 , $15 • Week Extra in Their SpareTimeWhile Learning 

en, pay-

man. The day you enroll I start sending 
you Extra Money Job Sheets, They show 
you how to do Radio repair jobs that you 
can cash in on quickly. Throughout your 
training 1 send you plans and ideas that 
have made good Bpare time money for hun-
dreds of fellows. 1 send you special equip-
ment which gives you practical Radio ex-
perience—shows you how to conduct experi-
ments and build circuits which illustrate 
lrajiortaot principles used In modern Radio 
6eta. My Free Book tells all about thij. 
Find Out What Radio Off era You 

Mail the coupon now for "Rich Reward* 
in Radio." It's free to any fellow over IS 
years old It describee Radio's snare time 
and full time ppportunities. alio those com-
ing In Television: tells about my training 
in Radio and Television: shows you actual 

I have trained, telling 

J . E . S M I T H , President 
Nat ional Radio Institute, Dept . 7G0Q 

Washington , D . C . 

letters from men 
what they are doing and earning; tells 

Practli 
needs 

cally every neighborhood 
good spare time service-

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, D e p t . 7G09 
Washington, D. C. 
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligatlni 
which points out the Bpare time ant 
explains your 5<«0 method of trainlDg 

Radio Experts. (Please Write 
Sme. send 

full time 
"Rich Rewards in Badlo,'* 
opportuni^lee in Radio and 
at home in spare time to 



A NEW M A G A Z I N E FOR EVERYBODY! 

EVERYDAY 
ASTROLOGY 

YOUR Guide to Happiness! 

NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS 

PACKED WITH VITAL, PERSONAL FACTS 



" S E L D O M S E E A N I. C. S. 
GRADUATE O U T OF A J O B " 
"IK ALL THE YEARS I have known of the 
International Correspondence Schools, I have 
seldom seen one of your graduates jobless." 

A business executive made this statement in 
a recent letter commenting on the I. C. S. 
men in his employ and expressing regrets that 
it was necessary to reduce his personnel. 

"However," he added, "all I. C. S. grad-
uates and students will be retained, for I 

fully realize their value in my business.'' 
The reason so many I. C. S. men have jobs 

is because they are trained men! A recent 
investigation into the working conditions of 
1000 I. C. S. students revealed only 10 un-
employed. You, too, can be an I. C. S. man. 

Mark the coupon and mail it today! It has 
been the most important act in the lives of 
thousands of men. 

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 7 0 - J , S C R A N T O N , P E N N A . 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Win§ and 
Why," and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X : 

• Architect 
• Architectural Draftsman 
• Building Estimating 
• Cootraotor ami Builder 
O Structural E>raft*inan 
• Structural Engineer 
• Management of Invention* 
• Electrical Engineer 
• Electric Lighting 
• Welding, Electric and Gas 
• Reading Shop Blueprint* 
• Heat Treatment of Metals 

BBu*in«*a Management 
Industrial Management 

• Traffic Management 
D Accountancy 
D Coat Accountant 
• C. P. Accountant 

BHOCD* Drees making 
Professional D r — m a k i n g and 

Nam* 

CUy 
If 

T E C H N I C A L A N D I N D U S T R I A L C O U R S E S 
• Sheet MetaJ Worker 
• Boilermaker 
• Telegraph Engineer 
• Telephone Work • Radio 
O Mechanical Engineering 
• Mechanical Draftsman 

• Plumbing • Steam Fitting 
• Heating • Ventilation 
• Air Conditioning 
• Steam Engineer 
• Steam Electric Engineer 
• Marine Engineer 

• Machinist • Too I maker • R. R. Locomotives 
0 R . R . • Patternmaker 

• I.)MMii Engine* 
• Aviation Engines 
D Automobile Mechanic 
• Refrigeration 

Section Foreman 
• Air Brakes • R. R. BignaJn 
• Highway Engineering 
• Civ i l Eng ineer ing 
• Surveying and Mapping 

B U 8 I N E S 8 T R A I N I N G C O U R S E S 
• Bookkeeping • Service Station SaleemanahJp 
• Secretarial Work • Firwt Year College Subjects 
D Spanish • Bumnees Correspondence 
• French 
O Sa lesmanship _ 
• Advertising • Railway Mail Ct. 

D O M E S T I C 8 C I E N C E C O U R S E S 
• Advanced Diwsmaking • MDlinery 

B Stenography and Typing 
_ Civil Service • Mail Carrier 

Deeigning • Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering 

• Bridge Engineer 
D Bridge and Building Foreman 
• Chemistry 
• Pharmacy 
• Coal Mining 
• Mine Foreman • Fire Bosses 
• Navigation 
• Cotton Manufacturing 
• Woolen Manufacturing 
• Agriculture 
O Fruit Growing 
• Poultry Farming 

• Grade School flubjeeta 
• High School Subject* 
• College Preparatory 
• Illustrating 
O Cartooning 
• Lettering Show Cards • Signs 

• Foods and Cookery 

~..Afe Addr+is.. 

t—id« <* Canoda, **nd tkU oonpon to 
St+U _ Present Position .. 

tXe I ntmr notional Oonmpon&tnt* BtkooU Conodion, Limited. Montreal. 



VIVID TRUE STORIES 
OF LIFE AND LOVE 

IN EVERY ISSUE OF 

A NEW MAGAZINE OF REAL-LIFE EXPERIENCES 

N O W O N S A L E I Q C A T A L L S T A N D S 



Over 700,000 People 
have studied music this easy way 

SIMPLE AS A - B - C 
Interesting as a game 

PI C T U R E yourself the center 
of attraction at a party like 

this. Imagine yourself surrounded 
by happy, rollicking friends sing-
ing to your accompaniment. Or a 
room full of dancing couples— 
stepping lively to your peppy 
music. 

"Impossible," you say? You 
couldn't learn to play in a hundred 
years? Teachers are too expen-
sive? You haven't the time or 
patience to practice 
scales or finger exer-
cises by the hour? 
Well , listen to this. 

Suppose someone told 
J'ou that tkere actually 
is a way to learn music 
quickly in the privacy 
of your own home, 
without a teacher. That 
learning to play by 
this method is easy as 
A - B - C — so simple a 
child could understand 
it. That it'a real, inter-
esting fun. And that it 
costs only a small frac-

P I C K Y O F R 
I N S T R U M E N T 

Piano 
VIoHn 
Oman 
Cornet 
Trombone 

Plocole 
Flute 
Hawaiian 

tion of what you 'd pay a private 
teacher. If you knew of such a 
simple, inexpensive method—would 
not you take advantage of it with-
out hesitating a s e c o n d ? Of course 
you would. 

N O T A L E N T N E E D E D 
The famous U. S. School of Music 

has developed just auch an easy home-
study method. A simple print and pic-
ture system of instruction that makes 
it possible for anyone who can hum a 
tune to learn to play the piano—or any 
other musical instrument—in an unbe-
lievably abort time. No special musical 
talent is naaessary—no previous train-
ing. The lessons arc sent to you by 
mall. They includc printed instructions 
and all the necessary music at no extra 
cost. Everything is in worda and pic-

tures. First you read how 
to do a thing. Then a 
picture shows you how it 
is done. Then you do it 
yourself and hear it. Could 
anything be more simple? 

Guitar 
Saxophone 
Mandolin 
Ukulele 
Ham 
Clarinet 
'Cello 

Steal Guitar 
Trumpet 

Plsno Acoordlon 
Italian and German 

Acoordlon 
Volco 4 Speech Culture 
Harmony & Compoiitlon 

Drami and Traps 
Barlo (Plectrum. 5-

Strini or Took) 

You become more and more popular—• 
sought after «vcrywher». Invitations 
galore—no party is complete without 
you. Why? Because you are contrib-
uting something to the fun—you're 
adding to the life of the party—pro-
viding real enjoyment for others—and 
for yourself. 

F r e e Book and Demonstrat ion 
Lesson 

To let you see for yourself how easy to 
understand—how thorough—how practical— 
how quick to bring results—this method 
ryally Is, the U. 8. School has prepired a 
I roe Boot ind Free Demonstration Lcssoo. 
which glres you a complete dear picture at 
this modern course of musical Instruction. 
Theee are your* for the mcro asking 

If you honestly want to learn music—If 
new friends, good times, soclil popularity 
appeal to you—here's an opportunity to rcal-
Ue your femdoet dreams. Send for tho Free 
Book and Free Demonstration LOSSMI. Simply 
fill out and mall the ooupon below. Don't 
wait—act today. Instrument* supplied when 
needed, cash or credit U. 8. School of 
Music, 2947 Brunswick Bid* . Now York City. 

What's more, with thl3 „ _ _ 
fascinating U. S. School U- H SCIIOOT OF MUSIC 
method you don't spend 2 9 4 7 B1dB.. New Yortc City, 
hours and hours prac- Ptoase send me your five book, "How You 
tlclng humdrum finger fan Learn Muslo In Your Own Horn*." with 
exercises or monotonous inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane, Free 
scales. You actually learn J ^ ^ H ^ pVVcu l , ,re ,°? 
r „ „ i _!„»,» / „ ! „ piymeot plan. 1 am Interested In th« real tunes right from the following course very first — from real 
notes—the same as any 
finished musician uaes. 
It'a a great pastime— Name 
interesting a3 a game. 
And sooner than you ever Addrea* 
dreamed possible you are 
entertaining your friends. City state 



B U L L D O G 
DRUMMOND 

The World's 
Most Famous 

G entleman-Sleuth. 
Takes the Trail 

Bulldog Drummond ^ 

THE M Y S T E R Y TOUR 
A Brand-New Story 

By SAPPER 
Creator of the BULLDOG DRUMMOND Novels 

IN THE JULY mmm 
NOW ON SALE 1 0 c AT ALL STANDS 



I Want to Be Happy! 
I Want to Be Loved! 

I Want to Be Popular! 
What a thrill it is to get what you 

want! Imagine having a magic wand 
that makes every wish come true. Futile? 
But think of what astrology is asked to 
reveal: 

Was I born to be rich or poor? 
Will I get my heart's desire? 
Who and where is my soul mate? 

Don't be afraid to use your inherent 
magic—the gifts with which you were 
endowed at birth, according to solar 
astrology. Here is your chance to ascer-
tain your trends and potentialities, also 
your zodiacal identity with the Air, 
Fire, Water and Earth Signs. 

Send for your solar h o r o s c o p e — t h e m o d e r n 
w a y to analyze y o u r s e l f . A m a z i n g and de-
l i g h t f u l . . F a s c i n a t e your fr iends with what 
y o u can tell t h e m a f t e r y o u have received 
your solar h o r o s c o p e . U s e c o u p o n b e l o w and 
send with 10c for mai l ing and service . 

E V E R Y D A Y A S T R O L O G Y , 
22 W e s t 48th Street , 
N e w Y o r k , N . Y . * 

P l e a s e send m e Solar H o r o s c o p e f o r m y 
birth period. I wil l retain it for personal 
use. H e r e w i t h find 10c ( c o i n or s t a m p s ) f o r 
m a i l i n g and service . 

I w a s B o r n . 
M O N T H ( 1 s t to 3 1 s t ) Y E A R 

N A M E 

A D D R E S S 

C I T Y S T A T E , 

STAY 
a wage-slave 

IF you wish 

BUT-
T ^ O N ' T you wish you were like some of your 

friends who are forging ahead while yoa 
stay put? Like it or not, people size you up by 
what you earn. Is their sizing flattering to you? 
— W h y not plan to get ahead, to make more 
money, to get a raiser If you don't know how, 
perhaps we can aid you as we have so many 
others. Chances are good that we can help you 
boost yourself up in ways you never thought of. 
—Thousands will gladly tell you how our plan-
ned training helped them—directed their work 
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C H A P T E R I 

The Goats' Victim 

T HE little town of Del Puente, 
on the desert's edge, was in a 
dither, like a spinster gone wild 

over her first date. For weeks the na-
tives had managed to maintain a sem-
blance of decorum while the mighty 
ones of Hollywood moved in their 
midst. 

But now, with the last desert scenes 
of Mongol Moon finished and the unit 
of Ryan Productions tossing a ball on 
the eve of its departure, the local 
belles and swains had surrendered to 
the rapturous intoxication of a dream 
come true—the chance to mingle with, 
to speak to, to touch, and even to 
dance with the glorified idols of 
America's flicker kingdom. 

There was one exception to the gen-
eral madness. He stood in the cement 
walled morgue of the local under-
taker. Here the strident strains of 

A Complete Novelette 
of 

Lurking Horror 
He ducked low and dired. 

Wei rd Goat Demons Strike Terror in the 
14 
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swing music from the crowded ball-
room of the Coronado Hotel reached 
him like a distant echo, muted, re-
mote, incongruous. In this dank and 
poorly lighted room was a force more 
gripping, more compelling than 
laughter and music—the grim and 
tingling silence of Death's sovereign 
presence. 

Tommy Albright, editor of the Del 
Puente Clarion, moved nearer to the 
slab where the sheeted body lay. 

"When and where did they find her, 
Joe?" Albright asked the undertaker's 
pimply faced assistant. 

"One of Ludlow's Mexicans found 
her," the youth replied. "She was lay-
in' right out on the sand under a 
clump of greasewood about a half mile 
from Ludlow's headquarters. W e 
brought her in here and Kanine, the 
director, said to keep it quiet until the 
dance was over. He didn't want to 
start a panic." 

AL B R I G H T nodded, stared down. 

The girl had been lovely. The 
luxuriant hair that lay in matted tan-
gles about the mangled horror of her 
face still glowed with the metallic 
sheen of beaten gold. Albright lifted 
the edge of the sheet, then quickly 
dropped it. 

One glance had been enough. It 
had showed him the marble contours 
of the once perfect body bruised and 
mutilated like the face—scarred with 
angry bluish welts of a peculiar and 
uniform pattern—the forked, diverg-
ing hoofprints of a goat! 

Albright lighted a cigarette and 
sucked at it thirstily. He tried to get 
the thing straight in his mind, but 
somehow it wouldn't come clear. 
Bette Wayland, a minor featured 
player in the cast of Mongol Moon, 
had vanished in the early morning 
hours from a wild party at Ludlow's 
ranch house. Today they had found 
her—had found this! 

"Joe," he m u t t e r e d suddenly, 
"doesn't it strike you there's some-
thin* screwy about this business?" 

The pimply youth swallowed; then 
his bony face took on a look of 
shrewdness. 

"Tell you what, Mr. Albright," he 

confided, "I figgered the thing out 
from the start. I figger that bunch out 
there at Ludlow's was havin' a 'reefer 
party'—smokin' marihuana, you know. 
They say it's the rage in Hollywood 
now. Well, this girl got too much of 
the stuff and wandered off. She got 
lost and fell down and a herd of goats 
trampled her." 

"Don't just fit somehow," Albright 
shook his head slowly. "In the first 
place marihuana doesn't stimulate one 
to a lot of running around like liquor 
—not as much anyhow. In the second 
place, goats as a rule, like cattle, will 
run around or jump over a body rather 
than step on it—natural caution. 

"Besides these bruises don't look 
like the hoofbeats of a running herd. 
They look like some maddened beast 
had pawed and trampled her deliber-
ately; they look like . . ." 

He didn't finish because the 
thoughts that suddenly flooded his 
mind were too wild and horrible for 
utterance—childish terrors that lurk 
in every civilized brain—folk mem-
ories of dark woods creatures, satyrs, 
fauns, demons with cloven hoofs. 
Pan, he recalled vaguely, had been to 
the ancients no friendly woods god 
but a thing the sight of which froze 
one to madness. The very word panic 
had come from his fearsome name. 

Rubbish and nonsense! Albright 
walked back into the street, cynically 
mocking his own dark presentiments, 
Ahead, the five story Hotel Coronado, 
Del Puente's pride, was ablaze with 
lights. Never Gonna Dance . . . the 
orchestra wailed through open win-
dows. Shiny cars lined the curb for 
blocks; and in and out the front door 
unsteady couples shuttled. 

Never Gonna Dance . . . Bette 
Wayland was never gonna dance . . . 
Something that was like a noose tight-
ened around Tommy's throat. He 
wanted to find Faye Daly at once, 
drag her away from the revel, keep 
her close to him at all costs. 

There was a crowd about the cock-
tail bar on the mezzanine. Albright 
found a place at one end and sipped 
a Tom Collins while his anxious eyes 
lingered on the wide doors that 
opened on the ball room. Somewhere 
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in that din of music, laughter, shuf-
fling feet, Faye Daly, wildly excited 
as the others, was dancing, too. 

Albright hadn't paid much atten-
tion to the men standing nearest him 
at the bar, but now, as his ears caught 
a chance remark, he turned. T h e three 
men grouped together in a confiden-
tial huddle were Nicholas Kanine, 
the director, Dudley Ryan, Oklahoma 
oil man taking his first fling at pro-
ducing, and Dr. Alexis Narodny, tech-
nical adviser on Mongolian lore and 
manager of the star, Parks Cavanaugh. 

KA N I N E , a huge blond giant, 
slouched in his usual baggy 

tweeds, a cynosure of awed glances, 
nonchalantly sipping his drink while 
he fed peanuts to a pet monkey 
perched on his shoulder. The eccen-
tric director who had worked his way 
up from an animal trainer to one of 
Hol lywood's most famed and most 
dreaded directors was enjoying his 
pose of cynical aloofness from the 
mob. 

"Your big virility-man, Cav-
anaugh," he remarked sarcastically to 
Dr. Narodny, "has picked him a local 
belle, I see." 

Albright turned quickly, fo l lowing 
the others' glances, and his heart took 
a dizzy plunge. Just vanishing with a 
slow glide into the throng of dancers, 
he saw the tall, powerful figure of 
Parks Cavanaugh, Hol lywood's latest 
thrill-man, and in his arms the slight 
little figure of Faye Dale! 

Albright's face was burning; he 
gulped the rest of his drink and 
primed his ears for the next com-
ment. 

"The big virility-man," Kanine went 
on, "doesn't seem to be bothered at all 
by Wayland's death. She was his lat-
est crush too—before he started play-
ing Verda Mayne. But that's the way 
with animals like him. I know ani-
mals; I can direct them, but—" he 
broke off laughing. 

The lean dark face of Dr. Narodny 
had tightened. "I wouldn't advise 
you to say that to Parks," he rumbled 
ominously. 

"Eh? Wouldn ' t you? " Kanine 
jeered. "I 've said worse to his face. 

He may be a sensation with the ladies 
but he's just an animal to me—like my 
monkey here, though not as intel-
ligent. 

" W h y do they go for him? Did you 
learn some potent love spells while 
you and he were traveling in Mon-
golia, Doctor?" He paused, sipping 
his drink while he leered at Narodny's 
infuriated face. "Poor Wayland," he 
finished. "She shouldn't have played 
with goats." 

Narodny slammed his glass to the 
bar and took a step toward the direc-
tor. The large head set on his slight 
shoulders wore a look of Satanic 
fury. 

"Kanine," he said, " I advise you to 
drop it. You're getting on dangerous 
ground now and you may say too 
much." 

Kanine laughed again, a rumbling 
belly-laugh. 

"Okay," he said, "since you seem to 
take your pet seriously." He turned 
to Dudley Ryan. "You ought to be 
improving the shining hour, Ryan," 
he told him. "With Cavanaugh all 
wrapped up in the little local belle, 
you might get a chance to dance with 
Verda." 

Ryan flushed, but made an effort to 
take it good naturedly. He was 'a 
large man, but a trifle puffy, with sal-
low jowls, a bald pate and watery 
eyes. 

" A good suggestion, Nick," he 
laughed forcedly as he made off for 
the dance floor. 

"New-rich hillbilly," Kanine fol-
lowed him with a s a r d o n i c glance. 
"Verda'll get his watch and chain and 
then drop him for Cavanaugh. She's 
working him now for a share in the 
picture. But the damned thing's a 
flop despite my directing." He turned 
back to the bar. 

Tommy Albright walked away. He 
crossed the thickly carpeted floor and 
paused near the ballroom doors. In a 
huge carved chair against the wall 
near the elevator sat the queer but fa-
miliar figure of Russ Ludlow, the old 
sheep and goat rancher who owned 
the hotel, most of the town and the 
surrounding country. 

Stubby and fat, with the leering 
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face of a dissipated Silenus, he was 
dressed in his usual costume. His blue 
shirt, open at the collar, exposed the 
fuzzy white hair at his throat which 
matched the fuzz that sprouted from 
his ears and nostrils. He also wore a 
frayed vest, and duck pants stuffed 
into his boot tops. The left boot, built 
especially to fit his deformed foot, 
was crossed over the other, and a 
twisted cane with a carved goat's hoof 
on the handle was held in one hand. 

" M W E L L O , Mr. Ludlow," Albright 
JIM. said as he fished out his pack 

of cigarettes. "Have one?" 
The old man, whose watery gloating 

eyes had been following the bare 
backs of the women on the dance 
floor, shook his head with a chuckle. 

"No thanks," he bleated. "Don't 
smoke, don't drink, don't chew ner 
cuss. Heh, heh." 

"No vices at all, eh?" Albright ab-
sently went through the formula 
which always evoked the same answer 
from old Ludlow. 

"Eh?" the old man gurgled, rolling 
his eyes significantly toward the wom-
en. "Wel l , I wouldn't say that. I 
wouldn't say that!" and he rocked 
back in a spasm of senile laughter. 

Albright moved away. He had sud-
denly recalled that it was from a party 
at the rich eccentric's ranch house 
that Bette Wayland had vanished. He 
recalled, too, the old man's reputation 
where women were concerned—the 
daughters of his peon sheep herders, 
for instance. 

Albright's thoughts scattered. The 
dance number had ended and moving 
from the dance floor toward the door-
way, he saw Faye Daly. In her sim-
ple little gown of black taffeta with 
its corsage of velvet poppies, she was 
a dainty and charming figure—like a 
real flower, Albright thought, among 
synthetic blossoms. But Cavanaugh 
was still with her! Hanging on the 
arm of the tall sleek star, Faye was 
looking up at him, her brown eyes 
sparkling, her rosy lips parted in gay 
laughter. 

Albright ground his teeth, drew 
back a step glowering. But just then 
an interruption occurred which gave 

him the chance he wanted. Verda 
Mayne, a willowy figure in a scarlet 
gown, with flashing dark eyes and a 
mouth like the crimson gash in a 
pomegranate, pushed suddenly out of 
the crowd, seized Cavanaugh's arm 
and drew him angrily aside. 

Albright stepped forward. "Faye ! " 
She turned. "Tommy! " she eyed 

him with dismay. "What on earth are 
you doing here like that? You look 
awful. Your hair's all tousled, your 
tie's crooked, and that old suit looks 
a sight. . . ." 

" I know," he laughed uneasily, "but 
it doesn't matter. I didn't come here 
to dance. I came to take you away—" 

"Take me away!" she echoed. 
" W h y the idea! I'm having the time 
of my life. Parks has just been telling 
me that I'm a dead ringer for Janet 
Gaynor, only more so, and—" 

"Please," he interrupted her, "this 
is serious. I've just been down to look 
at Bette Wayland, and there's some-
thing horrible afoot. I've got to talk 
to you." 

"What about Bette?" A shadow 
darkened her face. 

"Come away and I'll tell you," he 
said. "You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself anyhow. She was a friend 
of yours, got you on with the outfit as 
an extra. She was crazy about Cav-
anaugh, too, and yet with her lying 
there dead you're following him 
around, making eyes at him and—" 

"Hush!" she cut him short. "You 
can't talk to me like that." Deliberate-
ly she turned her back on him. 
"You're just being jealous and ugly. 
Go away. I have a date with Parks 
now, and after the dance old Ludlow 
is giving a party." 

"You're not going there!" He 
grasped her arm convulsively. "I 
won't let you! It was from there that 
Bette—" 

She whirled on him, white with 
anger. He was conscious for the first 
time that others had stopped to stare 
at them. He released her arm but be-
fore he could stammer an apology, 
Faye slapped him. 

Somebody laughed. A l b r i g h t 
turned away. His face was hot and a 
red mist of anger and humiliation 
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hazed his eyes. He barged across the 
mezzanine and went stumbling down 
the steps. Behind him, above the din 
of voices, a shrill cackling laugh 
arose, bubbled into the air like the 
foul emanation f rom some slimy pit. 

"Heh, heh! No vices, eh? I 
wouldn't say that; I wouldn't say 
that!" 

C H A P T E R II 

Beast-God's Nuptials 

OU T S I D E , in the darker reaches 
o f street, to which his mood of 

rage and humiliation and fear had 
driven him, Albright felt the cool 
wind f rom the desert. Spicy with 
sage and greasewood, it fanned his 
brow, and sobered him. His angry 
steps s l owed ; resolutely he pushed 
wounded pride f rom his mind. He 
grappled with the weird and torturing 
apprehension — the convict ion that 
Bette Wayland had been fou l ly mur-
dered, and that her death was only 
the beginning. 

But why, he asked himself , should 
anyone have murdered her? He re-
membered one of Kanine's outbursts 
in which the latter had complained of 
a j inx on the picture, of a conspiracy 
to ruin him. But absurd outbursts of 
temper were commonplace with the 
director, and besides, Bette Wayland 
was not an important player. It was 
only her position as Cavanaugh's dis-
carded lover that gave her any impor-
tance at all. 

But if there had been no sane mo-
tive for the murder, it left only one 
alternative—a horrible thought from 
which Albright 's mind shied away. 
She must have been murdered by some 
beast in human form, must have been 
ravished and mutilated by some mon-
ster driven by no saner impulse than 
the warped and twisted compulsion of 
unnatural lust! 

Did such a monster lurk among 
them? If it were so, he knew the di f -
ficulty of discovering him. Such 
fiends are rarely caught save through 
a rash and careless repetition of their 

revolting crime! The horror of that 
thought, the paralyzing dread of who 
might be the next victim, pulled Al-
bright to a halt. 

He had to do something. Maybe 
he was wrong, maybe it was all a wild 
nightmare his disturbed mood had 
spawned. But he had to k n o w ! A n d 
there was a way in which he might 
find out. 

If he could get into the dead girl 's 
room, search among her papers and 
belongings, he might find some clue 
which would connect her with the 
fiend whose savagery had caused her 
f r ight ful death. W i t h teeth gritted 
and fists clenched, Albright turned 
about and started back. 

No one paid any attention to him as 
he came back into the lobby. T h e ex-
citement in the hotel was approaching 
the f reedom of a revel. Behind the 
desk, fat Charlie Tate, the manager, 
flushed and distracted, was watching 
a couple of drunks arguing by the ele-
vator. Pausing at the desk, Albright 
said, 

"Some sort of disturbance on the 
second floor, Charlie—room on the 
west side, next to the corner. I heard 
a girl yelling. Maybe you'd better—" 

"Oh, he l l ! " the manager moaned. 
" I f I live through this n i g h t ! " 

"I ' l l watch the desk for you," A l -
bright volunteered. 

"Thanks," Tate said. "Staff 's not 
half big enough for this sort of shin-
dig. I'll be right back." 

Albright slid behind the desk as 
Tate made for the elevator. He knew 
that the girl 's room was number 320. 
His eye roved over the numbered 
pigeon holes that held the keys and 
spotted the one he wanted. He slipped 
it out and into his pocket and was 
leaning nonchalantly on the desk 
when Tate returned. 

"No isy in there all r ight," the man-
ager reported, "but nothing serious, I 
guess. Lord, but I'll be glad when 
this bunch is gone. Thanks." 

" Y o u bet," Albright told him and 
sauntered off . He started up the steps 
to the mezzanine. Near the top he 
suddenly paused on the carpeted 
stairs. Close at hand a whiskey-hoarse 
voice rose above the clamor f rom the 
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ball room—D u d 1 e y Ryan'3 voice, 
speaking in an angry guttural. 

"—make a laughin' stock outa me, 
eh? Dig me for all you can get and 
then drop me for that damned Cav-
anaugh." 

"Oh, Dudley I" a woman's voice— 
Verda Mayne's familiar contralto— 
broke in. "Don't be a fool and cause 
a scene. Let me go now. I have a 
headache; I'm going to my room." 

"Go ahfead!" it was a snarl now. 
"You may think I'm a fool but I didn't 
fight my way to the top of the oil 
game with kid gloves on. Think that 
over!" 

"Let me go!" 

AL B R I G H T resumed his climb. 

He reached the top in time to see 
Verda Mayne, floating like a red flame 
toward the elevator while Ryan glow-
ered after her. Albright took a glance 
about. Russ Ludlow was gone from 
his chair by the doorway. Kanine and 
Narodny were nowhere in evidence. 
Neither were Cavanaugh and Faye. 
Had Ludlow's party already started? 

Albright turned away. Avoiding 
the elevator he climbed the stairs to 
the third floor. The corridor was de-
serted. Swiftly he made his way to 
room 320 and let himself in. Every-
thing was neat and orderly, but even 
here, the wraith of the dead girl's 
presence seemed to float among her 
possessions like an uprooted ghost. 

He snapped on a small pocket flash 
and began the search. Numerous 
drawers yielded nothing; then the 
light fingered over the dressing table, 
came to rest on the desk. A leather 
writing portfolio lay there. Albright 
snapped it open. Letters, stationery, 
a little leather-bound book marked 
"Diary" ! 

Albright's heart took a quick beat. 
Wi th trembling fingers he began rif-
fling the diary's pages, working to-
ward a recent date. Then abruptly he 
froze stiff. Footsteps, muffled and 
stealthy, in the corridor, footsteps 
pausing outside the door ; a key grated 
soft ly in the lock. 

Off went the flash. Swiftly but si-
lently Albright dropped to hands and 
knees, flattened himself and rolled 

under the bed. The door opened, 
closed softly, but for an instant the 
feet and legs of a man had showed 
against the lighted hall. 

Albright held his breath. The man 
stood a moment by the door ; then the 
flame of a cigarette lighter flicked on. 
The man moved with silent strides to 
the desk. Albright could hear him go-
ing through the portfolio. 

He moved to the bureau next ; draw-
ers opened and closed. There was a 
muttered curse and the prowler 
turned to the closet, dragged out a 
leather bag. As he knelt to open it, 
Albright glimpsed his face and re-
pressed a gasp. 

The man was Parks Cavanaugh! 
He had snapped open the catches of 

the bag and with one hand wa6 fever-
ishly fumbling among its contents. 
The flickering flame of the lighter 
threw his face into bold relief—a 
face, now splotched with unflattering 
shadows. A face which Parks Cav-
anaugh's admirers would have been 
startled to see. 

For the face of the actor was not 
only older and more haggard, but 
somehow bestial. The distended nos-
trils seemed to flare more widely and 
the heavy sensual lips under the small 
black mustache were twitching with a 
queer animal-like motion. The black 
eyes crawled with yellow points of 
light. 

Then Cavanaugh found what he was 
hunting. His hand came forth clutch-
ing a pack of letters, papers. He 
glanced through them and in quiver-
ing haste began stuffing them into his 
pockets. Suddenly he closed the bag, 
shoved it back into the closet and 
straightened. A moment later the 
door had opened and closed again and 
Cavanaugh was gone. 

Albright scrambled out of his hid-
ing place. His heart was thumping 
with excitement. What had Cav-
anaug*Pbeen looking for? Something 
certainly which proved a relationship 
between himself and the dead actress, 
some dark secret which he did not 
want to be dragged into the light. 

Abruptly Albright realized that he 
was still gripping the little diary in 
his hand. He snapped on his pocket 
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flash again, opened the book at the 
place his fingers still marked. The 
date at the top of the page was March 
23rd—that was yesterday. Albright's 
eyes fixed on the irregular, nervous 
scrawl which covered the page: 

I can't endure it any longer, and I have 
told Parks so. It 's not so much that he's 
ditched me for the Mayne woman. But I 
won't see him seduce that innocent child, 
Faye. H e laughed at me, but tonight I'll 
crack the whip over his head. W h e n he 
learns that I know his secret—that ugly se-
cret that he hides from the world, he'll sing 
a different tune. A n d if I threaten to go to 
Verda with i t—God, it's all so ghastly, t o o ! 
That I can still love him, knowing it 's not 
a man I love but a something . . . I can't 
Bay it! I loathe him, cringe from him, yet 
when his arms come around me again, I'll 
be as weak as ever. . . . 

THE writing ended, as if the ill-
fated woman had been overcome 

by her own emotion. Albright closed 
the book and snapped off the light. 
He was dizzy with anger and fear. 
The wildest and worst was true! Cav-
anaugh was something, something 
which even the woman who loved him 
dared not name. And Faye had fallen 
under his spell! 

Albright wished now that he had 
seized Cavanaugh while he was in the 
room, had choked the truth from him 
then. Fists clenched, teeth gritted, he 
started for the door, paused with his 
hand on the knob. Across the hall a 
door opened and closed softly. He 
waited, thinking he heard muffled 
footfalls, but not sure. After a mo-
ment he opened the door, stared out. 
The corridor was empty. 

He stepped out, closed the door and 
started down the hall. But abruptly 
he stopped, whirling sharply, feeling 
the hair bristle queerly at the back of 
his neck. From the door opposite the 
room he had just left a sound had 
drifted, a sound so incredible that 
Tommy's first impulse was to doubt 
the testimony of his senses. 

The sound was the low and plain-
tive bleat of a goat! 

In two swift noiseless strides, Al -
bright was before the door. Again the 
weird sense of hallucination swamped 
him. For to the first bleat a second 
bleat replied, and suddenly there was 

a rush of sound that held him para-
lyzed—a hiss and whistle like the 
funereal whine of winds across Mon-
golian steppes. 

Then, soft at first, but rising as if 
the wind had ushered it in, a thin and 
reedy piping that curdled his blood— 
Pan pipes in a wild, lascivious ulula-
tion that seemed to leave his senses 
intoxicated and defiled. 

Again the bleat of the goat, nearer 
now, frenzied, horridly urgent, like 
the incarnate voice of lust itself, and 
to the pipes' thin, diabolical wailing, 
the beat of hoofs began. 

A weird paralysis gripped Albright 
then and for what seemed an incred-
ible age of horror he stood there, his 
pulse pounding to the devilish meas-
ure. Through the polished panel of 
the door he seemed to stare in at a 
Thing, erect and rampant in its hid-
eous dance—the ageless and eternal 
shape of that shaggy horror veiled 
under a thousand names and symbols, 
feared and worshipped since the 
world began. 

It was the sudden variation in the 
sound of the hoof beats that shook 
him alive, hurled him against the door 
with scalding terror flooding his 
veins. For the hoofs had ceased to 
pound against the floor, were beating 
instead with hideous crunching thuds 
against some y i e l d i n g substance 
which he knew was human flesh and 
bone. The thing was trampling a 
body, a woman's body. 

F aye's? 
At the thought of her lying there, 

horridly silent, lacking either the 
power or the will to resist, something 
snapped in Albright's brain. 

He flung himself against the door 
like a madman, his shoulder crashing 
against it with bone shattering force. 
But it held firm, while his shouts and 
curses echoed down the corridor. 

Doors opened and he was dimly con-
scious of cries, running feet, shouted 
questions. A burly man in a dressing 
gown joined him, threw his weight 
against the door too. At the double 
impact there was a shattering crack. 

The lock gave and the two of them 
catapulted into the room, jerked up 
before the sprawled white shape loom-
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ing vaguely out of the darkness. 
Someone snapped on the light. In the 
doorway a woman screamed. 

VE R D A M A Y N E lay in the center 
of the carpeted floor. She was 

nude and the shreds of her ripped 
gown and filmy underthings lay about 
her in a bloody litter. They had not 
been stripped from her body but lit-
erally torn from it, as if the teeth of 
some thing w i t h o u t hands had 
wrenched them away. 

Dead eyes stared up from her con-
torted face in unutterable horror. 
Her body, from head to gleaming 
thighs, was a mass of bluish, blood-
seeping welts—welts in the hideously 
significant pattern of a goat's cloven 
hoof ! 

Albright jerked up his eyes. Aside 
from the woman's outraged body the 
room seemed empty. He strode to the 
bathroom door and flung it open. It 
was empty too. He tried the clothes 
closet, poked incredulously among 
the racks of dresses, turned about, his 
flesh crawling queerly. The fat man 
in the dressing gown was on his hands 
and knees peering under the bed. A 
curtain fluttered in the breeze from 
the open window. Tommy ran to it 
and looked out. 

Ludlow, in building the hotel, had 
wasted no money on ornament. The 
bare brick wall could not have been 
scaled by a human fly. The drop to 
the street was much too far for a jump. 

Albright turned about, his wild eyes 
roving over the crush of frightened 
figures in the doorway. Suddenly 

they parted and Charlie Tate, the man-
ager, was shoving in, stammering ex-
erted questions, sputtering incoher-
ently as he glimpsed the horror. 

Albright didn't answer him at first. 
His eyes were crawling over the bare 
unbroken walls of the room; his brain 
was battling with a conviction of mad-
ness. He knew he had heard it—those 
sounds, those hellish hoofbeats. Yet— 
the troubling voice of reason could not 
be gainsaid—no human creature could 
have escaped from this room! 

C H A P T E R III 

Demon—Lover 

BY now the horrified crowd in the 
doorway had swelled to a mob in 

the corridor and now a short stocky 
man came elbowing through them. 

"One side; stand back, please." 
He was Sheriff Mart Strobel. Close 

behind him, in the path he cleared, fol-
lowed Nicholas Kanine in a silk dress-
ing gown, Dudley Ryan, fully dressed 
but weaving unsteadily, and the hatch-
et-faced, flint-eyed Dr. Narodny. Stro-
bel let them in and then slammed the 
door in the faces of the others. He 
looked at the woman on the floor, mut-
tered an oath. " W h o found her?" he 
demanded. 

Albright swallowed and spoke up. A 
little uncertainly, he told them the 
whole incredible story of what he had 
heard through the locked door. The 
sheriff's china-blue eyes squinted at 
him queerly; Charlie Tate frowned. 
Kan ine and Narodny turned sharply 
toward him and the former smiled 
openly. Ryan, already half drunk, and 
now apparently stunned, had dropped 
down on hands and knees beside the 
corpse, was staring at it with apparent 
stupefaction. 

"Good Gawd!" Sheriff Strobel, still 
goggling at Albright, expelled air 
from his lungs. "Never knew you to 
smoke marihuana before, Tommy." 

Albright flushed. "What I've told 
you is the truth," he growled, "and 
you can take it or leave it." He shot a 
sharp appraising glance at the others. 
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"There's something rotten going on in 
this movie bunch," he finished. "You'd 
better ask these gentlemen what 
they've been doing and where their va-
rious rooms are." 

Kanine and Narodny volunteered 
the information without waiting to be 
questioned. Narodny had gone to his 
room to look over some mail; the room 
was three doors down the hall. He 
denied having heard anything, though 
there was a queer twitching of his thin 
lips as he said it and a flicker of cold 
fear in his eyes. 

Kanine's room was on the fourth 
floor, just above the murder room. For 
the past half hour, he said, he had been 
there, checking up on the last details 
of the day's work. He had heard 
nothing at all. 

"What about you, Ryan?" the sher-
iff asked. 

" M e ? " Ryan turned slowly, looked 
up. "Wel l , I was pretty drunk. Verda 
left me at the cocktail bar and a few 
minutes later I came up to my room, 
passed out, I guess. Then this yelling »> 

"And where's your room?" 
"Right next to this one," Ryan 

gulped, "but God ! I wouldn't have— 
You don't think—? W h y , I was crazy 
about that woman!" 

"Where 's Parks Cavanaugh?" Al-
bright suddenly exploded. 

"Cavanaugh?" It was Dr. Narodny 
who spoke up first. "What about Ca-
vanaugh?" 

"This is the second woman in love 
with him to die this way," Albright 
ground out. "And the last time I saw 
him he was with Faye Daly—" 

"You mean the little girl in the black 
dress with the red poppies?" Kanine 
suddenly asked. "I saw her leave the 
dance floor and step into the elevator 
about forty minutes ago. Parks was 
with her all right, but they weren't 
alone. Old Russ Ludlow was limping 
along beside them." 

Without a word Albright turned 
and started for the door. 

"Where you go ing?" Sheriff Stro-
bel snapped. 

" I 'm going to find them," Albright 
grated, and he slammed the door be-
fore the sheriff could reply. 

A curious, whispering crowd still 
blocked the corridor, but Albright 
pushed through them, paying no at-
tention to their looks and questions. 
He heard the door open and close be-
hind him but paid no attention to it 
until, almost to the elevator, he felt a 
hand pluck at his sleeve. Whirling, 
he stared in the dark, twisted face of 
Dr. Narodny. 

"Wait , wait, I have something to 
say," the man begged. 

"What do you want?" Albright 
growled. 

"Come into my room," Narodny re-
plied, nodding toward a nearby door. 
" I can tell you plenty—where your 
girl is maybe—" 

Albright grabbed his arm. "Where 
is she then?" he rasped. 

"No, no, not here—" Narodny shot a 
glance at the crowd behind him. "In-
side here, one moment—" 

He turned, stepped to the door and 
opened it. Albright stepped ahead of 
him into the dark room. Narodny 
closed the door. 

"We l l , make it snappy—" Albright 
snapped. Then his voice cracked on 
the unfinished sentence. 

NA R O D N Y had turned, reaching 
back to snap on the lights. They 

blazed, and Tommy was staring into 
the business end of a squat black auto-
matic grasped in Narodny's skinny 
brown hand. 

"What the hel l ! " Albright gasped. 
"What do you want?" 

" A square deal for Parks Cava-
naugh," Narodny grated in clipped 
syllables. "Sit down on that bed; 
you're going to listen to me." 

Albright sat. N a r o d n y moved 
nearer. The gun in his hand was shak-
ing but he kept it levelled approxi-
mately at Albright's middle. Then 
the words came with a low, sibilant 
rush: 

" I 'm Cavanaugh's manager and his 
only friend. I know you must have 
heard things about him—malicious 
lies. You believe he's at the bottom of 
this deviltry and you're mad enough 
to kill him. What have you heard 
about him?" 

Narodny's face was twitching qow 
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with excitement and it sobered Al-
bright a little. 

"Plenty," he said. "And you're not 
helping his cause any by pulling a gun 
on me." 

" I had to force you to listen," Na-
rodny answered. "First I'll tell you 
that I believe absolutely in that story 
of yours the others scoffed at—about 
what you heard in the locked room. 
I've traveled in the strange places of 
the world and seen strange things that 
these provincial fools would not be-
lieve. I am convinced that the man 
behind these outrages is only half man 
—the other half of him is devil!" 

"What do you mean? W h o — ? " 
Narodny's eyes narrowed and a fa-

natical gleam showed under the low-
ered lids. 

" I mean," he said, "this lecherous 
old beast who calls himself Russ Lud-
low. You start? You think you've 
known him longer, that I can't tell you 
anything about him? 

"But I can. The mark of the beast 
is on him. Have you heard of the 
devils of the Mongolian desert? Of 
the 'King of the World ' and his sub-
terranean people? Of ghouls and de-
mons who can assume human shape 
and speak all languages?" 

"But, Good Lord !—" Albright be-
gan contemptuously. 

" W a i t ! You are cynical. But I 
know. These bestial devil-things ex-
ist. Every race and age has known 
them, from the Greeks and Romans 
with their Pan, their satyrs and fauns, 
to the German peasants with their 
Corn-Goat and the Russians with their 
Ljeschi, or goat-people of the forests." 

Was the man mad? "But what's it 
got to do with this case?" Albright 
asked. 

"Ah," Narodny grinned mirthlessly, 
"but it was such a creature who mur-
dered these women. The old man, 
Russ Ludlow, is a Ljeschi. He lives 
among the goats and he is one of them. 
That's not all. 

"Last night at that party the lecher-
ous old beast had his eyes on Bette 
Wayland. But she was wild about 
Parks. I saw the bestial rage and 
frustrated lust which the old man hid 
from the others." 

"And you believe—?" 
"That he murdered her!" Narodny 

answered emphatically. "In a second 
spasm of lust he must have murdered 
Verda Mayne. And he's trying to lay 
the guilt on Parks. 

"Remember he owns this town, this 
hotel, and I have heard that on the un-
finished top floor of this very building 
he keeps a suite of rooms for his rev-
els. It is to that place that he has 
lured Parks and that girl of yours!" 

Albright sprang up. Regardless of 
the man's insane theories, this was 
something tangible and terrible. He 
too had heard the rumors of Rus6 Lud-
low's secret room on the top floor. 

"We' l l go there," he grated, "and 
see—" He started for the door. 

"Wai t ! " Narodny stopped him. " W e 
must go cautiously. W e can't trust 
any of the hotel employees, who would 
warn him. We'd better sneak up by 
the stairs." 

He pocketed the gun, but kept his 
hand on it, and let Albright lead the 
way. The people down the corridor 
paid no attention to them and they 
climbed the infrequently-used stair-
way without meeting anyone. But at 
the top of the flight to the fifth floor 
they found their way blocked. A bar-
rier of carpenter's saw-horses, boxes, 
barrels and debris bore a sign which 
read: "Unfinished Floor—Keep Out." 

Albright stooped; cold chills quiv-
ered along his spine as he stared at 
the unbroken blackness beyond the 
barrier. All the stories of old Lud-
low's unbridled lechery came back into 
his mind. 

"Strike a match," he whispered to 
Narodny. He began as quietly as he 
could to move aside ohe of the big 
boxes stacked behind the saw-horse. 

HE made an opening and crawled 
through, Narodny coming be-

hind him. Here the floor was uncar-
peted, the darkness thick and impene-
trable. 

"I'll go to the left, you to the right," 
Narodny whispered. 

Albright muttered a s s e n t and 
started off on tiptoe. Behind him Na-
rodny's footsteps faded away. In the 
silent darkness the man's words re-
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turned to his mind with a new force. 
"Such things exist—" the man had 
»aid. How else could what he had 
heard in the murder room be ex-
plained? Was the same thing hap-
pening to Faye now? 

He reached the corridor that ran 
through the right wing of the build-
ing. Here a little light filtered from 
the window at its end, making a dim 
and dismal greyness. 

Suddenly he stopped. A faint creak 
of leather from somewhere in the 
darkness behind him, caused him to 
whirl, flattening himself against a 
door. Had Narodny tricked him; was 
he creeping back to murder him from 
behind? 

Reaching back, Albright clutched 
a knob and silently opened the door. 
He backed inside, closed it to a crack, 
waited. He listened, but the sound in 
the corridor was not repeated. He 
turned about and sucked-in breath 
whistled sharply between his teeth. 

The room in which he stood was 
bare, its single window unshaded. But 
beyond there was a glow of light. It 
came from a suite of rooms on the 
same floor but in the opposite wing. 
Three open windows gave a view into 
two lighted rooms, and in one of them 
stood Faye and Cavanaugh and Russ 
Ludlow! 

Scuttling across the room, Albright 
leaned on the sill and stared. In the 
rich and elaborately-furnished bed-
room, old Ludlow was standing beside 
a carved end table shaking drinks. 
From a silver cocktail shaker he 
poured the mixture into fragile 
glasses, handed them to Faye and Ca-
vanaugh. 

Into his own glass he poured milk! 
Tommy ground his teeth. Faye was 
laughing, seemed already a little 
t ipsy; her eyes glittered with a hectic 
light as she lifted her glass. 

Soft ly Albright slid the window up 
a few inches, thrust his ear to the 
opening. Across the narrow court and 
above the subdued sounds from below, 
the cracked voice of old Ludlow 
dri f ted: 

. . to youth! T o the hot spring-
time of l i f e ! T o youth and its sweet-
est f ruit—Love! Heh, heh—" 

Glasses clinked. Albright slid the 
window higher, stared in disgust as 
they drank the toast. Old Ludlow's 
face was splotched with feverish 
patches of red; his watery eyes 
gleamed lewdly as he leered at the 
other two. Cavanaugh had drawn Faye 
close to him with one arm, was look-
ing down into her smiling upturned 
face with an ugly and possessive 
smirk. 

Damn their souls! The filthy devils 
were probably drugging her! Sav-
age rage flared in Albright's brain, 
fogged his eyes with a red mist. Then 
Ludlow was speaking, staring at his 
thick watch. 

" I must go now, heh, h e h Attend 
to a little matter. I'll leave you two 
little love birds alone for a while—" 

He turned away, limped toward the 
door that led into the next room. Al-
bright cursed under his breath. It 
seemed impossible that it was really 
Faye who was there. She had made no 
protest, was snuggling close to Cava-
naugh as the two stood listening to old 
Ludlow's footfalls limping through 
the next room. 

He turned his eyes and saw that old 
Ludlow had paused near the door that 
gave on the hall. He opened it, then 
slammed it loudly, but remained in the 
room. A hideous grin twisted his lech-
erous features as he turned and began 
to creep softly back toward the door 
behind which Faye and Cavanaugh 
were standing. 

Albright's skin crawled with revul-
sion. Old Ludlow had passed out of 
his range of vision now, but Albright 
guessed what the vile old lecher was 
about. He was staring through the 
keyhole! 

Cavanaugh, at the sound of the outer 
door's closing, had suddenly drawn 
Faye into his arms, was muttering 
huskily as he smothered her face with 
kisses. Weakly she drew away from 
him, but he gathered her close again. 

"Not afraid of me, darling?" Al-
bright caught his thick guttural. 

"No, no," Faye was sobbing breath-
lessly, "no, Parks. But there's some-
thing about you so, so mysterious. I 
don't understand. It does frighten 
me a little, even though it's fascinat-



26 THRILL FNG MYSTERY 

ing. Tel l me, Parks, Bette spoke of 
some strange secret in your l i fe ." 

" B e t t e ! " the word burst like an ex-
plosion f rom between his lips, and 
Albright saw him stiffen. "D id she 
tell you something—?" 

Albright didn't wait to hear more. 
The note of cold restrained savagery 
in Cavanaugh's voice had electrified 
him to action. He swung about, his 
eyes probing the shadows of the room 
for some weapon. There was a pile of 
loose lumber and debris in one corner 
and he fished out a sizable club. Grip-
ping it in a knotted fist, he started for 
the door. 

But with his hand on the knob he 
turned. The lights across the court 
space had flashed off , and suddenly 
f rom the darkened window, a shrill 
scream of terror pealed into the night 
—Faye 's voice, jetting into his ears 
like a blue flame, sharp and hot with 
inexpressible agony and despair. 

C H A P T E R IV 

Goat Hoofs Dance Again 

IT seemed as though the cry rang on 
and on in Albright 's ears as he 

flung the door wide and plunged into 
the darkness of the corridor. But he 
knew better. A f ter that single blast of 
terror an awful silence had swallowed 
it. 

Into his brain leaped the vision of 
the beast-man's attack—the hideous 
metamorphosis worked by raging mad-
ness and lust, the stunning blows of 
the goat hoofs , the bestial teeth tear-
ing at Faye's clothing, the hideous 
dance of death . . . 

The hall seemed endless. He dived 
into the middle corridor, struck a wall, 
rebounded and lurched on. The dark-
ness spun round him in surging grey-
black waves as he careened into the 
left wing and hurled himself toward 
the door of Ludlow's suite. 

T o his amazement it was unlocked. 
He staggered into the living room, 
blinded, breathless, plunged toward 
the inner door. His foot struck some-
thing and he l u r c h e d forward, 

sprawled. Clambering up, his fever-
ish groping hands touched flesh, came 
away sticky with blood. 

Rising, he suddenly went rigid in 
the crouching posture of a runner on 
the mark. The lock of the inner door 
was grating. The dt>or itself was 
opening, and suddenly the flesh along 
Albright 's spine was crawling with lit-
tle worms of horror. Even before he 
saw the thing the rank and heavy 
stench of goats gusted out in a sick-
ening wave to meet him. And then 
the thing itself was dimly visible. 

For what seemed a full minute he 
crouched there unmoving, his unbe-
lieving eyes probing the outlines of 
the incredible shape looming in the 
grey light that filtered through the 
window. A tfiil form, taller than his 
own, hovered in the doorway, a 
hunched black shape melting into 
darkness. And thrust up f rom the 
black-robed shoulders was the hideous, 
leering, horned head of a he-goat! 

Then the thing bleated and Albright 
sprang. 

The plank club swished through the 
air as he charged headlong at the mon-
strous apparition. The club struck 
with a thud but missed the head, and 
then the thing lurched forward. 

Robed arms swept out, and as A l -
bright swung the club a second time 
the monster's rush threw him off bal-
ance. A blow from something hard 
and horny smashed against his fist, 
knocked the plank club f rom his grip. 

He lurched forward to regain his 
balance, doubled low and charged f or -
ward, fists pistoning at the hazy shape 
of the creature's body. His knuckles 
dug savagely into hard flesh beneath 
the robe and a snarl grated f rom the 
beast-thing's mouth. 

But the next instant Albright was 
fall ing back under a rain of blows that 
could have come f rom no human fists 
—power fu l and swift as the blows of 
a trip-hammer, the jabbing horny fore 
hoof6 beat against his body, his face, 
his arms. He flung up his arms to 
shield his face. A hoof struck him in 
the belly, a n o t h e r crushed the 
knuckles of his hand. 

In desperation he beat out wi ld ly 
like a man battering bleeding fists 
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against a brick wall ; but the hideous 
goat-smelling form had closed in. 
Hoofs cracked against his skull. 
Lights danced and spun before his 
eyes. He was crumpling, sinking to 
the floor with blood streaming from 
his nose and mouth . . . 

Darkness, swirling and eddying 
about him. He had slumped in an in-
ert heap. Something like the bite of 
a snake's fangs stung his arm. Then 
he was drifting off into darkness, ab-
solute and utter as the grave's em-
brace. 

Albright awoke, blinked dazedly 
into the bright light that enveloped 
him. He found himself sprawled on 
the white tile floor of the bathroom. 
Blood was on the floor and slow drops 
still trickled from his battered face. 

The bones of his arms and shoulders 
ached. He scrambled up, flung him-
self against the door. It was locked. 
A small window opened on the five-
story drop to the court, but there was 
no other exit. 

H A T h a d happened? Where had 
the monster gone? Where was 

Faye? How long had he been uncon-
scious? And why had the monster 
left him without killing him? 

Remembering the sting of the hypo-
dermic which had jabbed his arm, he 
stripped off his coat, rolled up his 
sleeve. There was the angry red welt 
and the scars of two needle punctures. 
T w o ! 

But there was something else—a 
drying crust of some milky substance. 
Then he understood. The fiend in his 
hurry had jabbed the needle of the hy-
podermic clear through his flesh ; most 
of the charge had been lost. That ac-
cident had saved him! 

He turned to the door again, 
stopped. In stripping off his coat he 
had let the little diary found in Bette 
Wayland's room drop to the floor. A 
couple of folded newspaper clippings, 
unnoticed before, had fallen out, and 
from one of them a face with a 
strangely familiar look stared up at 
him. 

He snatched the clippings up. Both 
were faded and yellowed with age, but 
the hard, though not unhandsome fea-

tures of the boy in the photograph 
were unmistakably those of Parks Ca-
vanaugh, and the headline of the clip-
ping read: 
K I L L E R O F F E R E D A S G U I N E A 

PIG F O R S C I E N T I S T 
Boy Who Killed Playmate Offered by Parents 

and lawyer for Laboratory Experiment 
Detroit, Sept. 10: Larry Parks, fifteen-

year-old killer of playmate may escape pen-
alty. . . . 

Albright didn't have to read the 
rest; he remembered that the case had 
been one of the sensationE of his boy-
hood. Quickly he glanced at the sec-
ond clipping. Heading it was another 
photo ; Albright gasped. Fifteen years 
younger, but unmistakably the same, it 
was the face of Dr. Narodny, and he 
read: 

G L A N D E X P E R T W O U L D CRE-
A T E S U P E R M A N F R O M B O Y 

K I L L E R 
Narovitch, Goat-gland Expert, Accepts Offer of 
Boy Criminal. Promises to Make New Man of 

Him . . . 
Albright blinked ; his head was spin-

ning as his mind went back to that 
famous scandal—the furor of public 
indignation which had greeted the an-
nouncement of the experiment. The 
threats against the life of Narovitch 
(or Narodny), and finally the disap-
pearance of both doctor and patient. 

God in Heaven! The puzzle was 
complete now. Cavanaugh was the 
hoy patient and Narodny was the doc-
tor. That experiment! Goat-glands! 

Albright shuddered, crumpling the 
paper in his hand. It was all too clear 
now. Narodny, with his goat-glands 
and God knew what else had not made 
a superman, but a monster! That was 
Bette Wayland's secret—and possibly 
Verda Mayne's! And Narodny, guess-
ing he knew, had led him into a trap! 

And Faye? Faye was probably 
dead! 

Albright flung himself against the 
door again, hammering savagely with 
his bruised shoulders, pounding with 
his fists in desperation. Blood was 
streaming afresh from the wounds on 
his forehead, mingling with the sweat 
that ran stinging into his eyes. 

Then he stopped, terror and despair 
freezing his blood to an icy ichor. 
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From beyond the door came the bleat 
of a goat, and fol lowing it that rush of 
wind and the eerie shrilling of the 
pipes. Then the hoofbeats began! 

"You devil ! You fiend!" the cry 
gushed like flame from Albright's raw 
throat. But the door held fast before 
his wildest battering. Whirl ing about 
he searched for some loose heavy ob-
ject with which to attack the unyield-
ing panels. But there was nothing— 
nothing at all! He was helpless, and 
in the other room some thing from hell 
was trampling Faye's body to a pulp! 

Flinging himself flat on the floor, 
he braced his neck and shoulders 
against the base of the tile tub and 
jammed his feet against the door. 
Corded muscles strained like weighted 
cables as he pushed. Pain racked him, 
sweat burst out on him like juice from 
a squeezed grape. There was a creak, 
a crash and the door flew open. 

ST A G G E R I N G up, A l b r i g h t 
lunged like a maniac for the open-

ing, stopped in its embrasure with a 
crazed feeling of insanity jerking at 
his taut nerves. Was he mad? Had 
the brain of a lunatic spawned this 
monstrous hallucination? 

On the floor of the room, with the 
clothing torn from her body, lay Faye 
Daly. And crouched upon her like 
some hideous vulture on its prey was 
a tiny shape, no more than two feet 
high—a dwarfish replica of the goat-
monster he had fought. 

Complete with goat's horns and 
black robe the diminutive monster 
crouched in apparent paralysis, star-
ing at him. Protruding from one 
sleeve of the robe Albright glimpsed 
the fiendish instrument of mutilation. 
It was a mechanic's hammer to which 
had been cunningly fitted the horny 
hoof of a goat. And the weapon was 
now poised above Faye's motionless, 
unconscious body ! 

But what was even more inexplic-
able was the fact that though the little 
demon had made no move, the weird 
music of the pipes still echoed in the 
room—seemed to come from the 
hunched body of the creature itself. 

Albright's paralysis snapped then 
and he sprang. But even quicker was 

the little monster. Like a leaping cat 
it rose into the air, landed on sound-
less feet and scuttled toward the win-
dow. Skidding to a halt, Albright 
snatched up the hammer and flung it. 
A shrill scream of animal pain burst 
from the goat's-head; the music 
ceased, and in one leap the dwarfish 
monstrosity had reached the sill of the 
window and plunged out. 

Albright dropped to his knees be-
side Faye's body, pressed his ear to her 
breast. Faint but unmistakable, he 
caught the beat of her heart, breathed 
a prayer of thanks. She wasn't dead 
—yet. Doped insensible by a hypo-
dermic injection, she had been left for 
the little monster to kill. 

He staggered up, made for the door 
in the next room. It was locked on 
the inside. He shot the bolt, kicked 
the door open, and crouched rigid in 
its embrasure. Sprawled on the car-
pet in the shaft of light from the room 
behind him lay Russ Ludlow limp and 
inert as a sawdust dummy, his up-
turned face a beaten bloody mess. 

Two strides carried Albright into 
the center of the room where he 
halted, his nerves tingling electrically 
to the spoor of danger, his nostrils 
quivering against the heavy goatish 
odor. Slowly he turned and his blood 
congealed. He cursed the rashness 
that had sent him blundering into a 
trap. Not ten feet away, in a dim cor-
ner of the room, sat the goat headed 
monster, staring at him. 

Albright's throat was dry ; the 
bloodbeat throbbed and pulsed in his 
temples. The man-sized monstrosity 
sat upright in an easy and indolent 
posture, the goatish head an immobile, 
leering gargoyle. One black sleeved 
arm lay along the arm of the over-
stuffed chair; the other lay in his lap. 
But human hands protruded from both 
sleeves now; the hand in his lap held 
a hoof-studded hammer, the one on 
the chair arm held a snub-nosed auto-
matic. 

In another instant, Albright knew, 
death would come blasting from that 
murderous muzzle; the beast-thing 
would have his triumph after all. Faye, 
in the drug's clutches, would be left to 
his unsatiable and sadistic lust! 
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C H A P T E R V 

Show-Down 

AN age passed, an age measured by 
two slow intakes of tortured 

breath. Then somehow Albright 
found his speech. 

" W e l l , Cavanaugh," he grated be-
tween set teeth, " d o you intend to 
shoot, or is there some price I can pay 
for the girl 's l i f e ? " 

N o answer. Only the stolid, fiendish 
stare of the motionless goat eyes. 
There was another eon of agony in 
which the cold sweat popped from A l -
bright's bloodied brow. Then he took 
a step nearer. 

" M y l i fe doesn't matter," he stam-
mered, "but if there's anything—" 

He had taken a second step, and 
now, according to his plan, he ducked 
low and dived. T o his incredible 
amazement the gun bla9t he had an-
ticipated failed to materialize. He 
jerked up in a crouch, his clawed 
hands frozen in the act of reaching 
for the monstrous throat. Still the 
creature did not move. God in 
heaven! Feel ing hands groped out, 
felt the human form beneath the robe, 
drew back. 

A man was under the robe and the 
cunningly constructed goat's mask 
fitted to the shoulders; but the man 
was either dead or he too was drugged 
insensible! 

But with the mystery of the crea-
ture's identity within his grasp, A l -
bright drew back, startled by a sound 
from the hall. There was the crash of 
overturned boxes at the blocked en-
trance and the pound of feet beating 
along the corridor, and a voice 
shouted: 

"Here , this w a y ! " 
Scuttling across the room, Albright 

flung himself behind a heavy divan 
and crouched there, peering out. The 
pounding steps came to a halt at the 
door, a husky buzz of voices fo l lowed. 
Then the door was opened, a face ap-
peared and a gun was blaring streaks 
of flame across the semi-dark. 

"Got h i m ! " a voice grated. T h e 

lights went on, and Nicholas Kanine, 
a dressing gown trailing behind his 
massive bulk, a revolver clutched in 
his hand, was striding across the 
room. He was fo l lowed by Tate, the 
hotel manager, Sheriff Strobel, and 
Dudley Ryan. 

"Gawd A ' m i g h t y ! " Ryan suddenly 
gasped, stopping stock still to stare 
as the others filed past him. "Gawd 
A ' m i g h t y ! Cavanaugh!" 

Albright stared at the thing in the 
chair. The head had fallen sideways, 
the hideous goat-mask had toppled to 
the floor. There , hanging l imply f r om 
the neck, with bright blood dr ipping 
f rom a dark spot on the forehead, was 
the head and face of Parks Cav-
anaugh ! 

"Yes , Cavanaugh," Kanine grated. 
" A n d we're too late to save Ludlow, 
and God knows who else the fiend may 
have murdered. I 've suspected him 
from the first, but as I told you, I 
didn't know the truth until I investi-
gated his past—and Narodny's ." 

"But I still don't get it," the sheriff 
gasped. 

"Sad is t ! " K a n i n e pronounced. 
"That kill ing when he was a kid gives 
the clue. Then Narodny got hold of 
him and with that operation—goat-
glands was only a part of it—he made 
him into something. Wel l , something 
not quite human. W h e n these spells 
came on him he couldn't resist, had to 
murder and mutilate. U g h ! " 

" Y o u l i e ! " The words cracked in 
the air like a whip lash and all eyes 
jerked toward the dooT. Leaning 
there, a haggard and bedraggled figure 
with a bloodstained face, stood Dr. 
Narodny. 

" T h e fiend's a c compl i ce ! " Kanine 
snorted. " W e l l , the j ig 's up, Doctor . 
Where have you been?" 

" I 've been lying in the hall," 
Narodny replied, l imping into the 
room, "where I was le ft by the devil 
who slugged me—a devil I ve decided 
is human after all. As for that non-
sense about Cavanaugh, it's a malici-
ous lie. 

" T h e boy never had a chance, I took 
him, tried to correct his defects . M y 
operation may not haVfe been a success, 
but my training was—to the extent 
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at least that I made a great actor of 
him. But at his worst, Parks was only 
a woman-chaser, not a murderer ! " 

An ugly jeering laugh from Kanine 
answered him. 

" T o o late for excuses," he rasped. 
He strode to the door into the next 
room, jerked up with a muttered 
curse. " G o d ! He murdered the girl 
t oo ! A n d — " 

T h e s e n t e n c e went unfinished. 
From his point of vantage Albright 
could see Kanine's profile, could see 
that he was staring, not at Faye on 
the floor, but at the open bathroom 
door, which in the first excitement had 
passed unnoticed. 

Albright got it all then—the whole 
thing. Scattered pieces of the puzzle 
fitted themselves together in a flash. 
Kanine had turned about. "Sherif f , " 
he said, "you 'd better put the cuffs on 
Narodny be fore—" 

Albright seized the moment to ap-
pear. He came upright, and as the 
startled group turned to stare, he said, 
s lowly and with the confidence of one 
who is sure: 

"Never mind Narodny, Sheriff. 
The man you want is Nicholas Ka-
n ine ! " 

"Kanine ! " Ryan gasped, and the 
sheriff goggled . 

TH E rage twisted face of the burly 
director had gone suddenly white. 

He took a step toward his accuser, the 
gun wavering menacingly. 

" W h a t do you mean?" he rasped. 
"Are you a lunatic?" 

"No , " said Albright, "and I 'm not 
dead either—which has upset your 
plans. You killed Bette Wayland and 
Verda Mayne and Russ Lud low and 
Parks Cavanaugh. You tried to mur-
der Faye and me. Cavanaugh was 
dead or doped when you came into 
this room. 

" Y o u knew it. You had set the 
scene, dressed him in the robe and 
placed him in the chair so that you 
could shoot him as soon as you came 
in. You thought that I'd be dead, and 
that your little monster would also 
have killed Faye by now." 

Kanine glared at him savagely, then 
his eyes swept the room. 

"Litt le monster?" he rasped and 
laughed harshly. "Sherif f , the man is 
mad; he's suffering f rom delu-
sions. . . ." 

T h e sheriff looked much like he 
thought so too. 

" W h a t do you mean, T o m m y ? " he 
asked. 

" I can tell you," Albright replied, 
"and I may be able to show you, if 
you'll come in here." 

He led the way into the next room. 
The others fo l lowed, watched in si-
lence while he walked to the open 
window, reached out, and turned 
about with a length of black sash rope 
in his hands. The rope came f rom 
above the w indow and reached down 
to some weight below. T o m m y 
hauled on it, pulled the object at the 
end of the rope over the sill. 

As it dropped to the floor, the others 
jerked forward. A tiny body lay en-
veloped in flowing black robes f rom 
which the papier mache mask of a 
miniature goat's-head protruded. A l -
bright kicked it away. 

"Kanine's trained m o n k e y ! " he an-
nounced as the twisted bestial head of 
the dead creature came to light. "Th is 
sheriff, is the explanation of his 
crimes and of the weird sounds you 
scoffed at." He pulled the robe away 
from the hairy body and revealed the 
small black japanned case strapped to 
the monkey's back. 

"The box there," he explained, " is a 
miniature phonograph which may be 
set to play a particular record. I knew 
it had to be something like that, for 
after I figured that the creature was a 
monkey, it was the only way to ex-
plain the sounds. 

"Kanine, you see, would commit his 
murders by drugging his victim, then 
going out—locking the door. From 
some place—his room or the roof of 
the hotel — he would let his trained 
monkey down into the room. T h e lit-
tle monster, with the fiendish goat's-
foot hammer, would then beat the l i fe 
from the victim and climb back up the 
rope. 

"In this case Kanine, in the robe and 
mask and with the goat-odor on him, 
first killed Ludlow. Then he stunned 
or doped Cavanaugh, Faye and me. 
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He let his monkey down from the 
roof, leaving the end of the rope tied 
there and trusting the monkey to get 
out while h« had gone to call you for 
his grand finale—" 

"It 's a l ie ! " Kanine s u d d e n l y 
snarled. He had taken a step back 
from the others, stood glaring at A l -
bright like a cornered beast, the gun 
in his hand leveled. 

"Drop that gun ! " the sheriff or-
dered, jerking up his own weapon. 
"And if you've got any answer to 
these charges—" 

The fiendish laugh of a cornered 
maniac broke from Kanine's lips. 

"The hell with your charges!" he 
snarled, swinging the gun toward 
Faye's unconscious form. "I ' l l do the 
dictating now. You can shoot me, but 
the girl 's still alive, and you can't 
shoot quick enough to save her. Now 
back into the bathroom, all of you, 
and shut the door. One false move and 
I'll blast the l i fe from her ! " 

Albright saw the sheriff's face grow 
grey, saw the knuckles of his gun 
hand whiten. The others moved to-
ward the bathroom door. Albright's 
brain was a chaos of wild terror; a 
cold and numbing paralysis gripped 
him, and out of the daze he heard his 
own voice rasping: 

"Let him go, let him go . . . In 
God's name—" 

BU T the sheriff held his ground, 
undecided, reluctant to let the 

kiiler escape. Kanine, with the gleam 
of murder in his eye, drew a slow bead 
with his weapon on Faye's heart. 

"I ' l l give you three," he snarled. 
"One, two—" 

The sheriff didn't budge. Then Al -
bright saw his only chance and acted. 
Doubling forward, he flung himself in 
a quick dive toward Faye's spTawled 
body, fell across it as Kanine's gun 
roared and a sharp flame of pain 
burned his left side. 

Almost simultaneously the sheriff's 
big revolver gave the brief and final 
answer. As Albright rolled over, 
clutching at his bleeding side, he saw 
Kanine crumple in a limp heap that 
never moved again of its own volition. 

Later, while the house physician 

was bandaging his side and Narodny 
was working over Faye to bring her 
back to consciousness, A l b r i g h t 
turned his eyes toward Dudley Ryan 
and remarked: 

"It 's funny, I had the whole thing 
figured out except an important item 
that's still completely foggy . What in 
God's name could his motive have 
been?" 

Ryan frowned. Pale and haggard, 
he was nevertheless thoroughly so-
bered now. 

"I 've thought it over," he said, "and 
I guess I'm the only man qualified to 
answer that. You may not know it, 
but Kanine's fame was on the wane in 
Hollywood. That's why his company 
lent him to me. Kanine was bitter 
about it. He grew more bitter still 
when he realized that in this picture 
his old power had returned to him. I 
think he believed it would be his mas-
terpiece. 

Yet he wouldn't profit a cent from 
it. I owned the company, and the only 
other sharers in this picture were 
Cavanaugh, to whom I had given an 
interest as a bonus, and Verda, to 
whom," he paused, "to whom I had 
given a share for another reason—" 

"But look here," Albright inter-
rupted. "Kanine openly pronounced 
the picture a flop." 

"Of course," Ryan agreed with a 
wry smile. "Isn't that what he'd nat-
urally do if he wanted to get posses-
sion of it himself? He dinned the 
same song into my ears, but once or 
twice he slyly offered to buy it—just 
to take it off my hands, you under-
stand. 

"I smelled a rat then and wouldn't 
sell. So he decided he'd make m,e sell 
by wrecking—or apparently wrecking 
—the whole project—killing the only 
shareholders and most i m p o r t a n t 
stars. After Verda's death I got a clue 
to his intentions when he told me that 
certain important scenes would have 
to be made over and that the thing was 
ruined now, because Verda was dead. 

"Get the idea? T o that he would 
have added the argument that the 
scandal attached to the picture would 
spoil its chances with the public. Sly. 
But he didn't believe it. He really be-
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lieved that it would be good advertis-
ing, drawing morbid crowds from all 
over the land. 

"He was probably right. When 
things had come to this pass, I'd prob-
ably have sold out to him for a song. 
Add to that the fact that he hated Cav-
anaugh anyhow and was enraged with 
Verda because she had repulsed his 
advances." 

Albright nodded. "And he must 
have found out the truth about Cav-
anaugh's past from Bette Wayland, 
then murdered her to silence her and 
also to throw the first stone of sus-
picion at Cavanaugh. God! I shiver 
when I think how nearly he suc-
ceeded." 

"I ' l l make you shiver," the hotel 
physician cut in, "if you don't lie still 
until I'm through and stop gawking at 
that girl on the bed there. . . . Hey, 
wait—!" 

But Albright was already on his 
feet. Faye had stirred, had opened be-
wildered brown eyes, had called, 
"Tommy . . ." in a faint whisper. 

A moment later Albright held her 
in his arms. Speechless with happi-
ness and relief, he devoured her with 
his eyes, then abruptly noticed that 
the room had emptied. 

"Tommy," she breathed, "oh, it's so 
good to have your arms around me 
again." 

"Honest?" he asked. "You still love 
me? I thought—" 

A wry grimace twisted her soft lips 
for an instant, and she exclaimed, 

' T h a t beast, Cavanaugh! I loathed 
him. Oh, but you don't know how 
hard it was for me to do what I had to 
do. But I knew I'd have to do some-
thing like slapping you in public to 
get you to leave me alone for a while, 
and I had to be alone with him to find 
out—" 

"What on earth are you talking 
about, Faye?" 

"About Bette," she said sadly. 
"You see, Tommy, Bette and Parks 
Cavanaugh were secretly married—" 

"Good L o r d ! " Tommy gasped. "Ka-
nine expected that to come to light 
too then. And I suppose that's one 
reason Parks was searching her 
papers—to find the license, among 
other things. But go on." 

"Wel l , " she resumed, "after Bette's 
murder, and after I saw how he was 
running after other women, I remem-
bered something Bette had told me— 
had hinted at, rather—some dreadful 
secret in Parks' life. I began to put 
two and two together and the answer 
I got was that Cavanaugh was the one 
who had murdered her. . . ." 

"Darl ing! " Albright gasped, squeez-
ing her close. "And you were only 
trying to wheedle his secret from him 
and avenge Bette's death?" 

"Of course," she answered. " I 
hated him from the first. I never want 
to see him again!" 

"You never will," Albright told her. 
"And that's not all. From now on 
you're not going to see anybody but 
me! " 
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MI G H T I E R than any man, the 
iron giant came clanking 
through the darkness. The 

building shook beneath its quarter-ton 
of metal. Menacing blue rays shot 
from its photo-electric eyes. Its steel 
face was a staring mask, inhuman, sin-
ister! Puny men cowered before its 
crushing advance. 

For they saw the monster of a 
new Frankenstein. They saw the soul-
less might of the robot turned against 
its makers. They saw all humanity 
crushed by the vengeful power of re-
volting machines—saw a dead world 
turned to a thundering hell of metal 
monstrosities . . . 

A swell lead for his newspaper 
story, thought Jimmie Beckland, 
scribbling rapid shorthand. Nor was 
it all imagination! His tall lean body 
was already half shuddering. The me-
chanical giant certainly looked un-
canny enough, marching stiffly beside 
its maker into the long laboratory. 

A queer contrast, Beckland thought, Behind Dr. Dakcr was a horror in steel. 
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between robot and man. For Dr. Run-

Son Daker was thin, stooped, colorless, 
[e stood a bare five feet, against the 

robot's towering seven. He must have 
created it as a sort of compensation 
for his own bodily weakness. He was 
quivering with pride as the great 
metal giant moved obediently to his 
high-voiced commands. 

Shuddering horror abruptly stopped 
Beckland's flying pencil. Melanie 
Doyle swayed to her feet beside him, 
a shriek of pure terror torn from her 
lovely throat. The little group of 
watchers sat paralyzed with conster-
nation. For something was frightfully 
wrong! 

An ominous clashing grated from 
the steel-armored robot. It swung 
with ponderous menace upon its proud 
demonstrator. A great blue arm 
flailed upward, struck savagely! Dr. 
Runyon Daker sprawled limply at the 
iron feet of the monster he had made, 
blood oozing from his head! 

It was half accident that brought 
Jimmie Beckland to witness that 
strange tragedy in the lonely island 
laboratory. He had come to Scimitar 
Lake, high in the heart of the Rock-
ies, on vacation from his metropoli-
tan daily. Or so the resort village 
thought. It had seemed but chance 
that Delcrain met him the day before, 
on the pier above the lake. 

AN D R E W DELCRAIN was the 

tall soft-spoken president of Ef fo 
Electric. Beckland had once called 
at his ornate Manhattan office to get 
the details of a million-dollar merger, 
and Delcrain knew him now. 

" W h y , Beckland ! How are they bit-
ing?" he shouted jovially. "I 'm here 
to kill two birds with one stone," he 
explained, offering an expensive cigar. 
"Business and pleasure. —Say, Beck-
land, you don't want a good story?" 

" I came here for trout," Beckland 
said. "But a scoop's a scoop. What's 
up? " 

Delcrain spoke confidentially. 
"You've heard of Runyon Daker, the 

robot inventor?" 
"Sure ! " Beckland spoke eagerly. " I 

did a feature, couple of years back, on 
his new electronic ear. Specialize in 

scientific stuff, you know —What ' s 
he got now?" 

"Daker has been working the past 
two years at his private laboratory out 
on McTee Island," said the tall exec-
utive. "He has perfected a complete 
electrical man. 

"If it'6 all he 6ays, I'm going to pick 
up the patent rights. He's going to 
put on a demonstration, tomorrow 
night. I could arrange for you to see 
it—we can always stand a little good 
publicity." 

"You're o n ! " Beckland cried—and 
his eager voice didn't carry half his 
delight. 

McTee Island was five acres of rug-
ged granite jutting from the farther 
end of deep, cold Scimitar Lake. Gi-
gantic, ancient trees grew wherever 
there was soil enough. The big, dilap-
idated log dwelling stood beneath 
great pines, beyond the half-rotted 
boat landing. 

Jimmie Beckland felt his first chill 
of sinister foreboding when the hired 
motorboat left him beside the tall fi-
nancier on the sagging landing. They 
were to be guests until the boat re-
turned next day. Already the sun had 
gone beyond far, snow-swept peaks, 
and the icy waters of the forest-walled 
lake turned blackly forbidding. The 
newshawk shuddered with a sense of 
dread imprisonment. 

That was forgotten, however, when 
Melanie Doyle came running down to 
welcome them. Daker's niece, she was 
a tall girl of twenty, athletic and 
lovely in a tweed sports suit. 

"Jim Beckland!" Surprised pleas-
ure rang in her voice. Her grey-eyed 
face lit with gladness. Beckland 
moved very eagerly to take her offered 
hand. 

" T w o years since I saw you," he told 
her. "I hoped you'd be here!" 

"I have to look after Uncle Run-
yon." Trouble stained her lovely face. 
"I 'm afraid—afraid he has gone too 
far ! " Her tortured eyes moved to An-
drew Delcrain. "I hope you buy the 
robot and take it away, Mr. Delcrain. 
The thing is horrible—monstrous!" 

"A poor sales talk." The financier 
smiled gravely. "But 111 make him 
a fair offer—if it is a practical inven-
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tion. Where's Dr. Daker?" 
" A t the laboratory," she said, "get-

ting ready for the demonstration." 
They went up a narrow, tree-walled 

path, beyond the old dwelling. Dusk 
had already fallen beneath the pines. 
The laboratory stood alone, across the 
little island. It was a square, white-
walled modern structure. Some pow-
erful machine was throbbing within it 
—yet Beckland shuddered to a feeling 
that it was somehow tomb-like. 

The door in the bright-lit entry was 
a green-painted studded panel of steel, 
its knob a modernistic cube of ruby 
glass. Delcrain paused in the pool of 
light, fumbled for it with an odd hesi-
tation. 

Beckland reached past him to open 
the door, fo l lowed him into the long 
room. The walls were lined with 
metal-working power tools. A great 
motor-generator was thrumming at 
the farther end. 

"Franz," the girl called to a sham-
bling, gorilla-like figure in grimy me-
chanic's coveralls, "tell Dr. Daker that 
we're all here." 

SH E introduced two other waiting 
spectators, seated in folding 

chairs. 
Tony Marvis was a dark, sullen-

looking youth. His flashy checked 
suit was expensive but unpressed. His 
sallow, haggard face was purple, un-
shaven. 

Jeff Kelly was a thin, bald man, with 
a twisted leering face. Gold teeth 
chewed at an unlit cigar. Yellow claws 
of hands toyed with a pair of glitter-
ing, gem-set gold dice that he wore for 
a watch fob. 

"Tony ' s another member of the fam-
ily," she said. "Dr. Daker's step-son. 
But you had better watch Mr. Kelly, 
Mr. Delcrain !' She laughed. "He is a 
rival bidder for the invention." 

Franz Roth, the mechanic, appeared 
again, opening an inner door. His 
staring face was dull with an ox-like 
expression of stupidity—was that a 
mask, Beckland wondered, to hide a 
secret cunning? 

" W e are ready," pronounced his flat, 
nasal voice. "Dr. Daker brings you— 
Roxar ! " 

Clanking into the room, fo l lowed by 
its little stooped builder, the seven-
foot robot looked as mighty and stern 
as a stone-chiseled Assyrian god. 

" R o x a r ! " Daker's high, feeble voice 
was almost a squeak. "Ha l t ! " 

The robot stopped in the middle of 
the floor, like a futuristic colossus of 
bright blue steel. The sparrow-like 
scientist cleared his throat, said 
shrilly: 

"Gentlemen, let me present the first 
complete robot automaton—my Elec-
tromaton Model 99! The robots of 
which you read in the newspapers are 
mere ingenious machines. This is 
more! My new electro-neuronic cells 
give it an electrical brain. It can re-
member—think—reason !" 

The little scientist paused, looked 
proudly up at his weird creation. 
Writ ing swiftly in the silence, Jimmie 
Beckland looked around at the others. 
They all had gasped with shock at the 
robot's alarming aspect. 

But now Delcrain's face was poker-
smooth. Kelly's hard little eyes were 
glittering with greed. Tony Marvis's 
haggard face was a sullen, bitter mask 
of hate. Franz Roth's features were 
the same stupid blank. 

"Electromaton Model 99," the high 
voice resumed, "is a complete operat-
ing unit. My new storage batteries, 
charged from the generator here, give 
it self-contained power." He cleared 
his throat importantly. "Now for the 
demonstration! I begin by addressing 
the robot by the name to which its 
electronic ears are tuned—Roxar!" 

Jimmie Beckland started, at that 
loud thin shout. And the robot also 
came to l i fe ! It clanked and jerked 
suddenly about to face the little sci-
entist, stopped motionless again. 

" R o x a r ! " Daker commanded. "Brush 
your hair!" 

A massive metal arm lifted, flailed 
noisily at the armored head. The ro-
bot had no hair. Beckland felt vaguely 
that the towering steel-visaged body 
was too grimly menacing! 

"Roxar ! " its master demanded, 
"what is seven minus f our? " 

The great metal hand reached stiffly 
out. One long cruel gleaming metal 
claw lifted. Another. And a third! 
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It wasn't very wonderful, Jimmie 
Beckland tried to tell himself. But he 
shuddered. Again he looked at the 
others. Melanie Doyle 's oval face was 
a white pool of dread. Tony Marvis 
stared with dull, brooding hatred at 
the robot and its master alike. 

A white scar of fear showed above 
Delcrain's thin lip. The greed in 
Kelly's beady eyes had turned to 
dread. Only Franz Roth was still ox-
like, unmoved. 

PU T T I N G himself across the 
room, Daker now held up a green 

silk handkerchief, called: 
"Roxar ! What does this mean?" 
The robot clanged and swung and 

lumbered toward him. It stopped ab-
ruptly when he pocketed the green 
handkerchief, held up a red one in its 
stead. 

"Now, Roxar ! " Daker commanded. 
"Remember! What was my first or-
der?" 

The metal body jerked and shook 
again. Steel talons rattled against the 
armored skull, grotesquely brushing 
hair that did not exist. It should have 
been funny, Beckland thought. But 
he shuddered to the same outraged 
dread that he saw in Melanie Doyle's 
clear eyes. 

"Roxar , " Daker shrilled again, "that 
is a l l ! " 

The robot stood frozen to a gigantic 
hideous statue of steel, eyes gleaming 
weirdly blue. The thin little scien-
tist stepped forward. 

"That is enough, gentlemen," he 
said, "to prove that the Electromaton 
can think, reason, remember!" His 
pale spectacled eyes glittered, oddly 
like those of the robot. 

" M y robots can do the work of all 
the wor ld ! Think of it—a world of 
metal slaves! Metal men toiling in 
mine and field and factory, doing all 
the work. Every man can be an em-
peror, with his own robot-slaves!" 

"Caution, Doc tor ! " It was a low, 
harsh whisper from dull-faced Franz. 
"Roxar hears!" 

"The Electromaton is worth any» 
sum I could name." Daker jerked hf§ 
head impatiently. "But I'm not 
greedy. I ask only H nominal reward." 

His pale eyes flashed avidly f rom face 
to face. "Al l my inventions are for 
sale—at the modest price of one mil-
lion dollars." 

In the startled silence, Jeff Kelly 
caught his breath. Tony Marvis 
gulped. Delcrain deliberately blew 
the ash off his cigar. The little scien-
tist stepped anxiously forward, shrill-
ing: 

" W e l l , what do you say?" 
Delcrain shook his head. 
"Your figure is fantastic! E f fo Elec-

tric manufactures a p p l i a n c e s of 
proven value. Frankly, I fail to see 
any scientific or commercial value in 
your demonstration. Honestly, I'm 
disappointed. Of course, if you have 
any discoveries of practical value—" 

Jeff Kelly came abruptly to his feet, 
explosively spitting his half-chewed 
cigar toward the wall. 

"Practical be hanged !" he sputtered. 
"It 's a great stunt, Professor! Me, 
I'm in the side show supply business. 
I don't give a damn about the scien-
tific end. But your electric giant's a 
cinch to pack a tent! Tell you what— 
I'll give you ten thousand for the ex-
hibition rights." 

Daker stepped back toward the ro-
bot, hesitant, considering. 

"I need the money," he muttered. 
"And you don't want my patents?" 

"Sell 'em to the man in the moon ! " 
grunted Kelly. "It just want your 
iron man, whatja call him, Roxar ! " 

"I ' l l do it," agreed Daker. " S o l d ! " 
At that word, the great robot came 

abruptly to lumbering, grinding life. 
Humming and clanging, it swung pon-
derously toward Daker, its thick-
lensed eyes flashing ominously blue. 

"Roxar ! " he shouted fearfully. 
"Hal t ! " 

But it swayed swiftly toward him, 
its mighty tread shaking the labora-
tory floor. Melanie Doyle screamed 
a g a i n . Deep and solemn came 
the warning voice of Franz Roth : 

"Roxar is angered! Tell him he 
will not be 6old!" 

The agitated scientist sprang toward 
the steel breast of the charging robot. 

"Something wrong ! " he shrilled. 
"Got to open the plate, disconnect—" 

Jimmie Beckland caught his breath 
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with dread as the great metal arm 
lifted stiffly, fell. It struck Daker's 
head. He collapsed at the robot's feet. 
Abruptly motionless again, it stood 
above his lax body, stark and grim as 
the carven god of some forgotten evil 
cult. 

Wi th a soft cry of pain, Melanie 
Doyle ran to the fallen man. 

"Uncle Runyon ! " she sobbed. "Can 
you hear me? I was so afraid—" 

JI M M I E B E C K L A N D helped her 
carry Daker to a cot by the wall. 

In a moment he sat up, peering about 
with pale bewildered eyes. 

"That offer," Jeff Kelly muttered 
uneasily. "Forget it. I don't want to 
buy the devil in a machine!" 

"Just a short somewhere," protested 
Daker. " I can fix it." 

He stood up, tried to walk toward 
the grimly looming robot. 

"Not n o w ! " Melanie objected nerv-
ously. "Let 's get away from this hor-
rid—monster! Come on up to the 
house. Jake and Liza will have dinner 
ready." 

Beckland took Daker's other arm, 
and they returned along the uneven 
woodland path to the dwelling. The 
sky had turned very black. Far thun-
der rolled warningly against the peaks 
that walled Scimitar Lake. 

" A storm!" Melanie's voice was 
shuddering. "They are quick and ter-
rible, here on the lake." 

When they reached the house, Da-
ker let her bandage his head, but re-
fused to lie down. When the negro 
couple served the meal, he ate a little. 
But he kept talking, in a high, inco-
herent voice, of the wonders of a ro-
bot-manned world. When dinner was 
over, ignoring the girl's protests, he 
started back to the laboratory with 
Franz Roth. 

"Just a simple adjustment," he 
said. 

"The electro-neuronic equilibrium is 
very delicate. If I wait, the robot's 
whole mind may become deranged!" 

"Can you feature that?" demanded 
Jeff Kelly. " A machine gone mad?" 

He seemed to mean it for a joke, but 
nobody laughed. 

Old Jake had kindled a log fire on 

the big hearth, for it was cold. For a 
while the party sat before it—all still 
silent from the horror of the striking 
robot. Melanie shuddered abruptly. 

" I 'm BO afraid—for Uncle Runyon ! " 
she whispered. "I f the thing should 
turn on him again—" 

"I ' l l 6troll down and see if he's all 
right," offered Andrew Delcrain, sym-
pathetically. "Let me go with you," 
Jeff Kelly volunteered hastily. "That 
robot would be one smash attraction— 
if he could keep the devil out of i t ! " 

Sullenly announcing that he was 
going to bed, Tony Marvis climbed the 
broad stair. Jimmie Beckland was 
left alone before the fire, with Me-
lanie. He knew, now, that he had real-
ly loved her, these last two long years. 
He had a vivid sense of menace dog-
ging her, a poignant urge to defend 
her. 

Fear still haunted her oval, grey-
eyed face. 

"J im" she whispered, "why don't 
some of them come back? Something 
must have happened!" 

"Shall I go down?" he offered. 
"Let 's both go," she said. "Before 

it storms!" 
But the storm struck before they 

came out on the old veranda. Purple 
lightning seared across the black, 
cloud-massed sky. Rain drummed 
down in great icy drops. 

"Better let me go alone," Beckland 
said, and pushed back the shuddering 
girl. 

The mad wind tore at him. He was 
drenched in an instant, chilled to the 
bone. Guided by the flicker of light-
ning, he stumbled along the trail to-
ward the laboratory. Relief sobbed 
from him when he saw its white cube. 
He was calling out, anxiously, when 
he stumbled over something sicken-
ingly soft—and fell plunging into 
black horror! 

On his knees in the roaring dark-
ness, he felt the thing. It was sticky, 
sodden—warm! S h a r p e n d s of 
b r o k e n bones jutted out of it. 
Through the rain, a sickening smell 
came to his nostrils. Half the acrid 
smoke of smouldering cloth—and 
half a peculiar penetrating pungence 
that was dreadfully familiar! 
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Hardened newshawk that he was, 
Beckland turned faintly sick. His tor-
tured mind painted again all the well-
rehearsed horror of an electrocution 
—the death-chamber filled with that 
same suffocating stench of seared hu-
man flesh! 

Who? 

CH O K E D with the horror of that 
question, he waited for the next 

flash of lightning. But the body was 
beyond any recognition. Limbs and 
torso were crushed to bloody pulp. 
The head was sheer nightmare, a 
broken jelly of bone and brains, the 
surface burned black. The face was— 
obliterated! 

Only the clothing answered his 
question. The blood-drenched suit 
had a loud stripe. A pair of jeweled 
golden dice still dangled from the 
watch pocket. It was the hard-bitten 
side show man, Jeff Kelly! 

But what devil's mill had pulped 
him? What searing horror burned 
him? 

Himself sweating in the icy rain, 
trembling and ill, Beckland staggered 
back to his feet. Melanie Doyle was 
first in his mind. He had left her 
alone, undefended against this horror 
that stalked the island! Wiping crim-
son fingers on his handkerchief, he 
started running back toward the 
dwelling. 

The girl met him, stumbling against 
the roaring downpour. 

"J im!" she gasped. "I came—I was 
afraid—for you—" She clung to his 
arm. "Find anybody?" 

"Kelly," he said. "Dead!" 
Lightning showed him her face. 

"Jim, what—" 
Horror strangled her. Her hand 

went rigid on his arm. For a thin, 
shrill scream of mortal dread had cut 
through the storm! It was lost be-
neath a loud brazen clangor! 

Shuddering, they peered hack along 
the trail. Lightning flared blue to re-
veal the tragedy. A man came running 
from the laboratory—little Dr. Daker, 
his thin legs working like pistons of 
fear! Behind him came—horror in 
steel! 

The seven-foot robot came plung-

ing. glistening blue in the lightning. 
Evil gleams shot from its wide-lensed 
eyes. Clanging, clashing, it moved 
with a stiff, awkward, mechanical de-
liberation. Its speed, nevertheless, 
was appalling! 

Darkness again. Melanie clung 
against Beckland's arm, gasping with 
dry-throated dread. Daker's quaver-
ing shriek ripped once more through 
the veiling rain. The clangor of the 
robot was nearer, a hellish alarm. 

"It has gone wrong—mad!" sobbed 
the girl. "It will kill him! I was so 
afraid—" 

Beckland's tense arm slipped pro-
tectingly about the shuddering girl. 
Hoarsely, he demanded: 

"Is there a gun in the house?" 
"I don't think—yes, Tony's rifle! 

Do—" 
Her voice stopped. L i g h t n i n g 

flashed again. The first flicker stopped 
the two figures motionless, yet in vio-
lent action—like a single frame from 
a movie film. The fleeing scientist 
had stumbled; caught motionless in 
the very act of falling. And the robot 
was upon him! 

D a r k n e s s fell, with splintering 
thunder. Daker screamed. It was a 
thin, bleating sound, like the cry of a 
wounded rabbit. The drum of cold 
rain drowned it. 

Another flash of horror! Daker was 
helpless on the ground—and steel feet 
tramping him! His cries abruptly 
ceased. The robot bent stiffly, lifted 
him in crushing arms. 

Beckland swung the mute girl 
away, himself sickened by the dull 
snapping of broken bones. He saw ab-
rupt electric sparks, crackling purple 
about the robot's claws. Then its dead 
maker, crushed and burned, was cast 
to the side of the trail. 

Shuddering, Beckland dragged the 
girl swiftly behind a tree. The mon-
ster stood motionless for a moment 
above its victim, then went crashing 
blindly t h r o u g h the storm-torn 
undergrowth toward the lake. 

Careless of the pelting rain, Back-
land ran ahead of the girl to pick up 
the body. He staggered back with it 
to the house, laid it on a couch in the 
living room—and felt ill again when 
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he saw It in the light! 
"Don't l o ok ! " he gasped hoarsely 

at the girl. "Call Tony, and get his 
rifle! The thing is still loose—God 
knows what it will d o ! " 

RU N Y O N D A K E R had b e e n 
mangled beyond recognition. 

The stamping metal feet had de-
stroyed his face. The steel levers of 
the arms had crushed flesh and bone 
to crimson pulp. Electric fire had 
seared it, cooked skin was falling 
away. Beckland coughed to the stran-
gling reek of smouldering cloth and 
burned flesh. 

He spread a rug over the dripping 
horror, called the startled negroes 
from the kitchen, told them to secure 
doors and windows. 

Melanie Doyle came back down the 
stairs. 

"Tony ' s gone," she whispered. 
"And his r i f le !" Her voice sank. 
"Jim, T o n y hated Uncle Runyon— 
because Uncle had called him a shift-
less no-good, threatened to disinherit 
him." 

" E h ! " Beckland rubbed his lean 
chin. "And there's no weapon in the 
house?" 

"Not sep' dis, boss!" 
The trembling old negro, Jake, 

brought from the kitchen a rusty old 
long torn shotgun, with one lonely 
buck-shot cartridge. Beckland tried 
the action skeptically, loaded it, 
handed it to Melanie. 

" I f the thing comes here," he told 
her, "wait till it's within six feet. 
Then shoot into the middle of it. 
That ought to stop it! I'm going out 
to see what happened to the others." 

"Don ' t—" protested the girl, fear-
fully. "Or, anyhow, take the gun!" 

"Oh, L a w d y ! " wailed old Jake. 
"De debble-thing's a-comin' back!" 

Above the drumming of rain and 
the thunder magnified to an endless 
reverberation against the walling 
peaks, Beckland heard the robot's 
brazen clangor. The girl thrust the 
shotgun back into his hands, ran ap-
prehensively to a window. Beckland 
followed. 

Lightning ripped the sky again. 
They saw the steel giant plunging 

back through the swaying trees—hor-
ri fying as some monstrous Invader 
from Mars! 

"De good Lawd save us ! " 
Jake fell on his knees to pray; fat, 

white-aproned Liza collapsed whim-
pering in a chair. 

Her white face brave and quiet, the 
girl stood staring from the window. 
The monster itself became invisible 
in the darkness, but its huge, blue-
shining eyes, weirdly sinister as 
those of some jungle-monster, moved 
swiftly toward the house. The pon-
derous tread crashed across the old 
veranda. The robot was at the door ! 

Beckland leveled the rusty shotgun, 
set himself in the middle of the room. 
Cold chills rattled his teeth. This 
wasn't funny—trapped by a mad 
metal giant! 

A steel fist crashed against the 
door. The lock creaked ominously. 
Liza shrieked and slid out of her 
chair. Jake's prayer died in his throat. 
Melanie turned silently to Beckland, 
her bloodless face agonized with a ter-
rible question. 

" W a i t ! " he called softly. "The 
door's locked—" 

His words were lost in a tremend-
ous crash. The time-rotted panels 
burst into flying splinters. Oil lamps 
flickered to a wind cold as death— 
swirling ahead of the lumbering ro-
bot ! 

Its blue steel mass filled the open-
ing. Smouldering hideously blue, its 
eyes moved back and forth with its 
stiffly jerking head. Suddenly it 
whirred and plunged ahead again— 
its fearful red-stained metal talons 
clutching for Melanie Doyle ! 

Heavy with the sickness of terror, 
Jimmie Beckland stepped sidewise. 
He stopped in front of the horror-
frozen girl. Trying to steady jerking 
muscles and pounding heart, he lifted 
the ancient gun. 

The metal giant lumbered swiftly 
toward him. Its flailing arm caught a 
table, tipped it, sent a glass lamp 
crashing to the floor. Beckland waited 
until it was four feet from the gun's 
wavering muzzle, aimed at its blue 
breast, pulled the trigger. 

The response was an empty click. 
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A steel arm swung wildly at him, 
purple sparks crackling from cruel-
taloned fingers. B e c K l a n d side-
stepped, lifted the gun like a club, 
struck fiercely at the great armored 
skull. The rusty barrel crashed to its 
mark—and Beckland's whole body 
jerked to the rending agony of a pow-
erful electric shock! 

DI M L Y he knew that the ancient 
gun had exploded in his hands, 

with a terrific blast. That Melanie 
had collapsed on the flocn: behind him. 
That wild swift flame was spreading 
from the shattered lamp. But black-
ness overcame him. 

Icy rain brought back his conscious-
ness. He was lying on the ground 
under a tree, his head in Melanie's 
lap. Jake and Liza were crouched 
near them, drenched and whimpering. 
The storm still howled and drummed 
against the pines—and beneath it 
roared a conflagration! 

"J im!" the girl was sobbing. "Oh, 
Jim—speak to me I" 

He groaned, sat up dizzily. Yellow 
light flickered against great boles. 
The old log house was a roaring fur-
nace. Beckland rubbed his wet head 
with blistered hands, looked anx-
iously at Melanie. 

"Afraid I'll live," he muttered. 
"You're all right. Tell me—what hap-
pened? Where's the—robot?" 

"The gun blew up in your hands," 
whispered the girl. "You fell as if 
you were dead—" 

"Half electrocuted!" Beckland mut-
tered. "Daker's storage battery is a 
wonder, sure enough, for portable 
power—that thing must pack a thou-
sand volts! But where did it go? " 

He looked hopefully toward the 
roaring flames, but the fearful girl 
shook her head. 

"I don't know." She shuddered. 
"At first I thought you had put it out 
of commission. It stood swaying a 
minute, over you—almost fell. The 
fire swept toward it, on the spilled oil. 
Suddenly it moved, and went out in 
the storm again. W e just had time to 
carry you outside." 

"So it's still f ree ! " He shook his 
throbbing head. "You haven't seen 

Tony or Delcrain or Franz?" 
"No." It was a shuddering, voice-

less whisper, "I 'm afraid—afraid it 
killed them all !" 

Beckland reeled unsteadily to his 
feet. 

" W e can't stay here," he gasped. 
"The thine may have thought we'd be 
finished on in the fire, if it can think 
that far. But it may come back—and 
we're defenseless! Let's go to the lab. 
It will be a shelter, anyhow; and there 
is a chance we'll find the others." 

The girl nodded voicelessly, called 
to the whimpering servants. She 
walked very close to Jimmie Beck-
land, along the rugged trail. The 
black sky sluiced blinding, chilling 
rain. Lightning seared their vision. 
Thunder rolled incessantly down from 
the peaks. 

The white cube of the laboratory 
came into view at last, coldly tomb-
like in the rain. Beckland was reach-
ing for the door-knob, in the bright-
lit entry, when Melanie pointed trem-
bling into a dark mass of shrubbery 
behind them, gasping: 

"Look, Jim! There—" 
Beckland reeled shuddering to peer 

at the shapeless dripping thing flung 
like a bundle of red rags into the 
brush. It was pulped and seared like 
the others, not easy to identify. 
Faint and nauseated, he picked a sod-
den leather cigar-case out of smeared 
blood and entrails. 

"Delcrain," he whispered hoarsely 
to the girl. "Kelly—Dr. Daker—now 
Delcrain! That leaves Tony and 
Franz—" 

"Hush!" came the girl's warning 
breath. "There's somebody in the lab-
oratory. I heard—something!" 

Beckland moved silently to the 
door. A moment he paused, weakened 
by horror. Then he turned the red 
glass knob, stepped quickly inside. 

The powerful motor-generator still 
throbbed against the farther wall; 
bright electrics still glowed among 
the dusty roof-girders. Warily, Beck-
land scanned machines and benches. 
The room seemed empty. 

"Someone has been here," whispered 
the girl, beside him. "Rummaging 
Uncle Runyon's papers. See!" 
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She pointed to a tall green filing 
cabinet. Its battered drawers were 
sagging open, empty. Papers and 
blue-prints were scattered about the 
wrecking-bar beside it on the floor. 

"But he must be gone—" 

BE C K L A N D heard a little sound 
behind the door, spun swiftly. A 

man was crouching there—a massive, 
powerful, black-bearded stranger. 
The newshawk was in time to see a 
heavy black automatic descending to-
ward his skull—but too late to defend 
himself 1 

He tried vainly to thrust up a 
shielding arm. The flat black gun 
struck his temple with shocking 
agony. Not quite unconscious, he 
sagged to hands and knees. Fighting 
red waves of pain, he swayed back to 
his feet. 

The bearded stranger was backing 
swiftly through the open door, men-
acing them with level gun. Pausing 
against the stormy dark, he shouted 
harshly: 

"I warned Daker not to steal my 
idea! You see what happened to 
him!" 

Then he was lost in the rain. Beck-
land staggered groggily to shut the 
door. He tried to lock it, shook his 
throbbing head. 

"Lock is broken," he muttered. 
"Forced." His blurred eyes looked at 
the trembling girl. "Know him?" 

"Name's Birkhead—Leland Birk-
head," whispered Melanie. "Used to 
be Uncle's assistant. They quarreled. 
He accused Uncle of stealing his 
ideas. He wrote threatening letters, 
and said he was building a robot of 
his own. He may have come to steal 
plans—" 

Beckland caught his breath. 
"I wonder—" he whispered. "Could 

he have done something to the robot, 
while we were all at dinner—to make 
it go wrong and cover up his theft?" 
He rubbed his chin. "Anyhow, let's 
look for Franz and Tony. And some 
weapon! For Birkhead may come 
back—or the robot!" 

Dripping icy water, he walked 
swiftly through the three connecting 
rooms. In one doorway he rocked 

back to a blow of instinctive horror. 
Before him stood a whole monstrous 
line of staring robots! 

"Preliminary models," explained 
the girl, following. "They didn't 
work." 

He found a dry coat in a locker, put 
it around her shivering body. 

"Nobody here," he said. "And I 
don't see any weapon." 

"Oh, Lawdy!" Old Jake's quaver-
ing, terrified cry called them back to 
the main room, where the generator 
throbbed. "De debble-thing!" 

Cold dread ran through Beckland's 
veins, as he, too, heard the brazen 
clanging of the great robot approach-
ing through the storm. The girl's 
grey eyes looked at him, sick ^grith 
consuming fear. Her dry lips asked 
soundlessly: 

"What shall we do?" 
"I don't know." The newshawk 

rubbed his throbbing head. "The door 
won't lock, and we can't find a 
weapon—maybe it will go away." 

The girl shook her head. 
"It won't ! " Her whisper was a dry 

horror-husk. "Not till I am dead! It 
is after me because I'm Uncle's 
kin—" 

Her voice faded to the heavy clangor 
outside the door. The green steel 
panel rattled violently on its hinges. 
Beckland shuddered to a nerve-sever-
ing scratching, as if metal fingers fum-
bled for the knob! 

"Can't we hold the door?" sobbed 
the girl. 

"No," said Beckland. "The steel 
would transmit current to electro-
cute us—" 

His voice died, oddly. His eyes nar-
rowed at the panel, his lean head in-
clined. Still that queer fumbling went 
on. 

"But—"he whispered, "listen—" 
Suddenly he snatched a coil of 

heavy copper wire from a bench, flung 
it like a thin serpent across the con-
crete floor, ran back toward the thrum-
ming generator— 

HE was frozen by Melanie's shriek. 

The glass knob had turned. The 
steel door flung open. The robot came 
lumbering into the room. Seven feet 



42 THRILL FNG MYSTERY 

of towering bright steel, dark with 
running stains of human blood. Its 
bulging armored head swung stiffly 
back and forth. Sinister blue-glowing 
eyes fixed upon the girl. 

Her strength went out, then, in a 
little sigh of agony. Ashen-faced, too 
terrified to run, she sank down on her 
knees. The metal giant lumbered 
swiftly toward her, merciless red-
stained talons of steel clutching for 
her helpless white flesh. 

"Stay back, J im! " she sobbed. "It 's 
I that it wants!" 

The trembling newshawk stood back 
against the wall. His eyes tried to 
fo l low the glistening ruddy wire laid 
like a lasso across the green-painted 
floor. Dimly he saw the monster about 
to pass the end of it—then everything 
dissolved in a picture of Melanie's fair 
body crushed and seared like the other 
hideous human remnants he had 
found. 

"S top ! " He had tried to shout, but 
his voice was a dry, hoarse whisper 
only. And the robot clanged on. He 
rasped: "I know that E. E. is two 
million in the red!" 

At that, the steel giant abruptly 
halted. The metal head jerked back 
and forth until the glaring blue eyes 
found him. The robot lunged toward 
him, flailing out with crimson, purple-
sparking talons. 

Beckland waited, breathless and 
shuddering, beside the generator. He 
saw one metal foot tramp down upon 
the copper wire — and threw his 
strength against a massive switch. 
The hum of the dynamo changed. 
Blue sparks showered. Suddenly in-
ert, the colossal metal body toppled 
slowly forward. Out of it came a thin 
shriek of mortal human agony! 

"Red on green," whispered Beck-
land, staring out of a dazed weakness. 
"He didn't see the wire." 

The deputy sheriff from Scimitar, a 
little later, hammered on the labora-
tory door. Beckland and Melanie, clad 
in dry coveralls they had discovered 
in a locker, let him in. He was fol -
lowed by Franz Roth and a little posse 
of the villagers. Amidst them, in hand-
cuffs, glowered heavy black-bearded 
Leland Birkhead. 

"Roth, here, rowed to the village 
after us," announced the deputy. "He 
says he found a tin suit in a boat, and 
figured something was wrong. I 
reckon he was right! W e found Kelly 
and Delcrain dead outside—or what's 
left of them! And this guy trying to 
sneak away in another boat !" 

" I 'm no murderer!" Birkhead pro-
tested sullenly. "I came here merely 
to find what Daker was doing with my 
stolen invention." 

"He isn't the killer," agreed Beck-
land. "There's the suit of armor," He 
pointed toward the fallen robot-shape. 
"You' l l find the murderer inside—elec-
trocuted !" 

"Marvis, eh?" said the deputy, as his 
men labored to pry open the steel con-
trivance. "He's the only one not ac-
counted for." 

" A n ingenious thing!" Beckland 
muttered. "Designed like submarine 
armor, though of lighter metal. Stor-
age cells in the shoulders, high-tension 
coils in the head, and insulated cables 
running to the claws. Light-bulbs for 
eyes. See how the arms are built— 
such a terrific leverage!" 

The breast-plate came open at last, 
and the deputy peered inside. 

"Andrew Delcrain!" he gasped. 
"But we found his body outside—" 

"That's Tony Marvis, outside," 
Beckland told him. "He must have 
been suspicious, and come down to in-
vestigate. But Delcrain got him, first. 
His clothing and rifle are in a locker, 
here. Delcrain put his own garments 
on the burned and mangled corpse, so 
that it would be identified as himself. 

"Delcrain probably meant to sink 
Tony's garments in the lake, together 
with his robot-suit. When Franz ap-
propriated his boat, to go for help, it 
broke up his plan." 

"Delcrain!" whispered the wonder-
ing girl. "So that's what you meant!" 
E. E. stands for Ef fo Electr ic ! " 

"It does,' said Beckland. " M y paper 
had a tip that he had looted his com-
pany from inside. I was covering the 
story—tailing Delcrain in case he tried 
to scram. That supplies half the mo-
tive for his plot—he hoped to be re-
ported dead, so no search would be 
made. 
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"He must have planned it long in 
advance. He had seen the robot, prob-
ably photographed it, and had the suit 
made to imitate it. Daker probably 
gave him the storage battery to test. 
He must have invited me here because 
he wanted a competent witness to his 
faked death.—Poor Kelly, by the way, 
must have seen or guessed too much." 

"You knew," the girl whispered 
again, "when you called out, and made 
him turn from me toward the charged 
wire! But how?" 

Jimmie Beckland paused to smile at 
her. 

"Delcrain was color-blind," he said. 
"Couldn't distinguish red and green. 
I noticed that when he couldn't see 
the red glass knob against the green 
door of the lab. The real robot 
could d i s t i n g u i s h colors—you 
remember Daker's demonstration. But 

the mad monster, breaking in here, had 
the same difficulty that Delcrain did." 

"One thing," demanded the bewil-
dered deputy. "Where 's the real ro-
bot? " 

"It 's standing in the lab, together 
with that row of unsuccessful models. 
It's quite a tricky contraption, but the 
valuable thing about it is the light, 
powerful storage battery that runs it. 
Delcrain meant to steal that invention 
—which is why he was trying to kill 
every one who might know the secret 
of i t ! " 

He turned back to the girl, smiling 
again. 

"That discovery is worth a fortune, 
Melanie. And now it's yours." 

She looked a long time into his eager 
face. Her grey eyes misted. 

"No, Jim," she whispered. "Not 
mine—ours!" 
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of HELL 
C H A P T E R I 

The Black Brotherhood 

H I L E I live, the agony of 
memory gnaws like a loath-
some worm at the vitals of 

my soul, bringing back a hellish scene 
of a mad, wind-driven inferno which 
pierced the smoke-defiled heavens. 

I can hear again the monster's 
greedy roar as it leaped insanely f rom 
tree to tortured, withering tree. I 
can hear the crackling thunder of 
toppling giants — feel the earth's 
shudder as they crashed in awful 
ruin. 

Again the hot, searing breath of fire 
is burning my flushed and grimy 
cheeks; in my nostrils cl ings the sick-
ening, tar-like odor of fire-blackened 
corpses — once living creatures of 
God-inspired beauty. Terror seizes 
me, as it seized me then, with my 
thought of Ellen. 

Ellen, my wife , my lovely bride of 
four months—whose rare beauty of 
face and figure marked her apart f rom 
the women of Crag Cove, like a 
shapely young cedar compelled to 
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grace a neighborhood of gnarled, 
twisted oaks! 

In that moment of instinctive 
dread, I gripped the shovel with trem-
bling hands and tried to decide what 
to do. On either side of me, desper-
ate men were chopping, digging, hoe-
ing — working frantically to thwart 
the licking tongues of flame that crept 
along the carpet of the forest. 

Back-fires had been set, but now the 
wind was shifting. I was needed here, 
desperately needed, to help save the 
village. Yet the terror-stricken face 
of my young wife seemed to flash be-
fore my vision; her anguished voice 
seemed to rise above the crackling, 
snarling fire—calling, begging me to 
come! 

HA S T I L Y I scooped up a final 
shovelful of debris from the 

new fire trail, turned and struck out 
blindly through the underbrush. 

As I fought my way down the rough 
mountain slope above Crag Cove— 
crawling over rotten logs, evading the 
clutching, restraining tentacles of 
twigs and branches—I recalled the 
weird premonition of evil that had 
swept over me when I left Ellen, 
three hours earlier. 

It must have been inspired by the 
fright I saw mirrored in her large vio-
let-blue eyes. A sinister, undefined 
menace—I could feel it, as I had felt 
it many times since coming to this 
God-forsaken, isolated village, home 
of the Black Brotherhood. 

The Black Brotherhood! How we 
had all laughed at that name, back in 
San Francisco—Frank Bledsoe, Carl 
Abbott, Luis Villanova and I—for we 
mentally envisioned childish simple-
tons strutting around in black night-
gowns. 

Ellen hadn't laughed. She had 
lived in Los Angeles, and had seen 
enough superstitious quackery to 
make her indignant whenever she 
heard of gullible folk being duped. 

It was pitiful, she said, to see un-
scrupulous fakers drumming up a fol-
lowing simply by wrapping towels 
about their crafty heads, mumbling 
gibberish and peering wild-eyed into a 
crystal ball! 

But this Brotherhood of Crag Cove 
proved to be something different. It 
had nothing in common with other 
fantastic, ritualistic sects which had 
sprung up in various parts of the 
country. 

This was a little band of queer but 
apparently harmless men and women, 
who had "fled" from a modern and pro-
gressive world. They formed their 
own settlement at Crag Cove, a barren 
spot far up on the coast of northern 
California. 

Spawned of ignorance and supersti-
tion, their strange creed had appar-
ently been fostered by the world-wide 
economic crisis, the political and so-
cial strife. 

The black garb these people wore 
was meant to signify that they were 
in mourning for the wicked world. 
For they firmly believed that horrible 
punishment and unlimited terror were 
at hand for all peoples. 

Therefore, science and advance-
ment were futi le ; normal pleasures 
were wicked; even laughter was for-
bidden! Yet they had tolerated us 
among them—even though they knew 
our purpose was to help to bring a 
railroad into Crag Cove. 

Nevertheless, we could sense their 
resentment; and because I knew that 
people living abnormally repressed 
lives often become dangerously neu-
rotic—that human emotions, dammed 
up, are liable to explode without 
warning in some horrible expression 
of perverted desires—I took no risks. 

Keeping watch over my attractive 
young bride, I had never, until the for-
est fire threatened the town, let her 
out of my sight. 

It was with an effoTt that I forced 
myself to leave her. I seemed to sense 
some indescribable menace in the very 
air. The frightened look in her lovely 
eyes seemed to hint at the same feel-
ing. But it was only of my safety 
that she was thinking. 

"You' l l be 'careful, dear?" she 
pleaded, with a woman's anxiety. 

"Of course!" I said lightly. "Only 
a fool would take chances with a for-
est fire. I hate to leave you, but every 
able-bodied man is needed, and it 
probably won't be for long." 
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"Then you will be careful? You'll 
look out for those terrible falling 
trees—and you won't let the fire get 
behind you and trap you—like—like 
those poor people in Oregon?" 

SHE was thinking of the forty-
three men, women and children 

who had been burned alive when the 
fire destroyed Woodvale, about sev-
enty miles north of Crag Cove. It had 
been horrible. Some had been trapped 
in their homes, others overtaken and 
roasted attempting to flee in automo-
biles. 

"Don't worry, dear," I admonished 
gently. "I'll be careful—it's you I'm 
worried about. Better stay indoors. 
You know what this town is—how 
these superstitious fanatics feel to-
ward us!" 

"Yes, Bruce, but that's only because 
of their religion." 

"Rel ig ion!" I snorted. "You can't 
dignify the crazy doctrines of this 
devil-worshipping cult by calling 
them a religion! I don't trust these 
people, Ellen—" 

"But they mean no harm," she pro-
tested quickly. "It's only that they 
think we're wicked city folk, you 
know. They've been taught to hate 
all beauty, and young girls like Lola 
can't even—" 

"Exact ly ! " I cut in. "And you're 
the most beautiful creature their per-
verted, lustful eyes have ever beheld! 
Besides, they envy us. 

"We're happy, healthy-minded, de-
voted to each other, while they're 
starved for normal living. Ellen, I'm 
going to send you back to San Fran-
cisco the very next time Abbott or 
Bledsoe makes the trip!" 

"Is that so?" she teased, smiling. 
"Then you're coming with me. I'll go 
nowhere without my husband!" 

"But, darling!" I cried. "You know 
I can't do that! I've got the chance 
of a lifetime here. Crag Cove is the 
logical shipping outlet for all the 
back country of southern Oregon. 

"A little dredging and a short jetty 
will provide a good harbor. Our com-
pany is formed and we have plenty of 
financial backing for the railroad, 
which the Interstate Commerce Com-

mission has approved. All that re-
mains to be done—" 

"Si l ly ! " she reproved, kissing me. 
"I know all that. And I'm with you 
one hundred per cent—which means 
I'm not going back to San Francisco 
alone! Besides, in San Francisco, we 
have any number of rough-necks like 
Mort and Ivan. They haven't the fer-
vor of religious fanaticism to excuse 
them. They'll work for any man that 
pays them enough." 

Whenever Ellen talked that way, 
tilting her shapely head and looking 
impishly up at me out of those big, in-
nocent eyes, I knew I was whipped. 

Grinning in spite of my anxiety, I 
hugged her slender, supple body close 
to mine. 

"You loveable little scamp!" I 
growled. "If anyone ever so much as 
touches one of those golden hairs of 
your head, hell itself won't stop me 
from—" 

But then I noticed my three friends, 
standing in the open doorway and 
watching us. 

"You'll do what, in spite of hell, 
Bruce?" demanded Carl Abbott, in 
mock astonishment. 

"So that's the line he hands her!" 
Bledsoe chimed in. 

VI L L A N O V A fingered his tiny 
black mustache a n d drawled: 

"The ladies, they like the he-man talk. 
But maybe they like the he-man better 
than the talk, eh?" 

My sheepish smile faded. 
"What do you mean, Luis?" I shot 

back. "That sounds like a threat. Per-
haps you'd better explain!" 

"With pleasure," he retorted, his 
swarthy face expanding to show 
gleaming white teeth. "Ellen puts her 
trust in you, her husband, eh? Bueno. 
But if this hell you speak of breaks 
loose, what then? It is the man, an' 
not the talk what counts, verdad?" 

"Damn you, say what you mean!" I 
almost shouted. "Are you insinuating 
that you—" 

"No, no, no ! " he interposed gently. 
"Not I, your friend! It is the hell I 
refer to. It is here, right in this 
town!" 

"Oh, can the chatter!" Abbott pro-
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tested. "Luis is just kidding you, 
Bruce—because you're newly married 
and terribly in love—with a girl any 
of us would feel lucky to get ! " 

His glance of frank admiration 
brought a blush to Ellen's cheeks. 

" I never," said Villanova quietly, 
" joke about hell." 

"Just the same, we're wasting time," 
Bledsoe declared. "That fire is no-
body's joke—it's enough like hell-fire 
for my taste. Let's get going before it 
sweeps down on the town!" 

That conversation, pointless as it 
seemed at the time, had stuck in my 
mind. I wondered whether Villanova 
had been having his fun with me or 
whether he was hinting at the same 
sinister menace I had seemed to de-
tect in the atmosphere surrounding 
Crag Cove. 

The Latin-American adventurer was 
not a bad sort, in spite of his greasy, 
unwashed appearance that even well-
cut, expensive clothes never com-
pletely modified. But his meanings 
were often hard to fathom. 

Grimly, as I worked on the fire trail, 
I repeated my promise to Ellen. And 
when her cries seemed to sound in my 
ears, I threw a hasty glance at the 
bestial, vacuous faces of the Crag Cove 
townsmen working near me, and 
slipped away. 

Ellen's voice might have been a mere 
hallucination, caused by worry; but it 
might also be real. And neither those 
black-clad cultists nor the devil him-
self was going to stop me from finding 
out the truth! 

When finally I emerged from the 
woods, panting, my apprehensions in-
creased. Cold, dank air struck my hot 
face. Ghostly fog from the sea, min-
gling with the heavy black smoke, 
screened the angry red eye of the sun 
as it poised over the ocean's horizon. 
I shivered, as if the hand of death had 
reached out and touched me; and in-
voluntarily I broke into a run. 

Abruptly the crude dwellings of the 
village loomed up before me, like 
tombstones on a dark night. I saw no 
one. The town was apparently de-
serted. Fear clutched me then. 

"Good Lord," I muttered, "some-
thing's wrong! Every able-bodied 

man is fighting fire—but where are the 
old men and the women?" 

Scarcely had I asked myself the 
question, when I rounded the corner 
at Gath Street—and beheld the an-
swer. 

Black-garbed figures were huddled 
together, talking in low tones. They 
lapsed into ominous silence as I ap-
proached, but not until I had heard 
enough to send an icy tingle racing 
through me. 

"This is the day," I heard a slovenly, 
coarse-featured woman assert. "He 
will be here soon." 

"Yes, the Master—he will tell us 
all!" an old man squeaked. 

"Aye, an' he won't just tell us—he'll 
show us!" 

"This is the time of vengeance." 
"Aye, of vengeance—at our very 

doors!" 
"The Master—" 

TH A T was all I made out of the 
babble of sound. They saw me 

and held their tongues instantly. I 
could feel their hateful stares boring 
into my back as I passed. 

This was not the first time I had 
heard mention of the "Master," but 
who or what he was, none of us out-
siders knew. If he was the founder 
of the cult, he didn't live among them, 
but out in the craggy hills somewhere. 
Was he man or demon? Real or 
imaginary? W e didn't know, and the 
close-mouthed fanatics wouldn't tell 
us a thing. 

But it was plain enough that some 
sort of weird deviltry was brewing. I 
was certain now that an inner psychic 
voice had warned me to return to El-
len. 

A psychic warning? God in heaven! 
That had happened to me only once 
before in my entire experience. My 
father had been gored to death by an 
enraged bull, when I was a boy of 
twelve. I had been at a neighbor's 
farm at the time, two miles away. Sud-
denly I distinctly heard my father's 
voice: 

"Bruce—Bruce—help!" 
Terror-stricken, I had rushed home. 

Too late, the hired man had dragged 
my father from the corral. Still be-
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Jieving I was playing near by, he had 
died calling out my name. 

"El len! " I shouted, as I bounded up 
the stairs of our cottage. "Ellen—are 
you all r ight!" 

My voice rang in my ears as I 
searched every room. Then I stopped 
as if a bullet had pierced my heart. 
Horror crawled over me like the caress 
of a slimy serpent. I stared at the 
spot of gore on the living room floor. 

Blood! A huge drop of crimson— 
with a faint trail leading through the 
doorway! 

While the ghastly significance of 
that blood-written message thawed 
into my frozen brain, my gaze fastened 
on something else. A torn fragment 
of cloth—blue—the color of the dress 
Ellen had been wearing! 

A voice from hell seemed to whis-
per the taunting, soul-withering truth. 
That psychic warning—Ellen's terri-
fied voice piercing dimly above the 
crackling forest fire, as she begged me 
to return! It could only mean— 

"Ellen, El len!" I choked, unable to 
accept the awful fact. 

But mercilessly the truth stabbed 
home: It could only mean what my 
father's voice had once meant—as his 
soul wavered in horror before entering 
the portals of death! 

Then madness burst upon me. I 
flung myself out of that house of hor-
ror and death, charged blindly down 
the street. With every step of my 
racing, pounding feet came the mem* 
ory of my own voice, in ghastly mock-
ery—as I promised Ellen I would defy 
hell itself for her sake! 

I had promised my wife that! 
Heaven forgive me, I would never 

again be able to see her beloved face 
in l i fe ! 

CHAPTER II 

Night of Vengeance 

GR I E F and rage have power to 
transform the best of us into 

madmen. I loved Ellen so dearly that, 
had I seen her dead body at that mo-
ment, I wouldn't have believed she was 

really gone from me forever. Ellen 
was more to me than my own l i fe ; be-
cause of her, I had been ambitious, 
hopeful, eager to wrest victory from 
the world. 

Now, in one frightful stroke of fate, 
all that was changed. I couldn't fully 
grasp that stupefying fact as yet. I 
only knew that I had to find my Ellen 
—and avenge her death! I didn't ask 
myself what fiendish member of the 
Black Brotherhood was guilty. T o 
me, they were all my enemies. I would 
destroy them all, and neither man nor 
devil would stand before me! 

Those furtive, lustful glances I had 
seen cast at the lovely figure of my 
wife—the glances that had warned me 
of the sinister, perverted desires smol-
dering beneath the surface of the re-
pressed minds of t h e cult—t h e y 
would pay for them now! I would 
seek out the particular brute who had 
done this thing, and for him there 
would be no sudden death! 

God, how I would make him pay! 
But when I reached Gath Street, the 

red mist before my eyes seemed to 
clear somewhat, for the street was de-
serted. There was no one upon whom 
to vent my insane fury. The crowd 
of old men and women had vanished, 
and I was alone in a ghostly village— 
alone with only grief and rage and tor-
menting memories for company. 

Blindly I turned up one street and 
down the next. Smoke hung like a 
pall of doom over the town; fog 
drenched the air, phantom figures 
swirling in the murk everywhere, dog-
ging me, mocking me! 

Down on the beach the surf thun-
dered incessantly, while up on the 
ridge the fire still raged, a vast semi-
circle of threatening flames. 

Falling trees, starting down with 
limbs breaking with the sound of rifle 
shots, and crashing to earth with the 
ear-shattering, nerve-jolting roar of 
cannons, told me that the conflagration 
had reached the back-fires—that over 
Crag Cove hung the peril of blazing 
destruction. 

The sun had gone down, and night 
was swooping like a shadowy black 
vulture upon the frightful scene. 

Everywhere the grim forces of na-
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ture proclaimed that this was a time 
of vengeance, of terror and destruc-
tion. It echoed in my grief-mad-
dened heart, as I staggered from house 
to house—breaking down doors and 
searching vainly for the wretches I 
imagined were hiding from me. Ven-
geance—how I thirsted for vengeance! 

At last, gasping for breath, I stood 
in the middle of the gloomy street and 
fought for control over my emotions. 
I must find Ellen—dead or alive, I 
must get her back. But where were the 
members of the Black Brotherhood? 
Where should I go to find them—and 
Ellen, their victim? 

Instinctively, I started toward the 
forest fire. The crew must still be up 
there, guarding the trail. Somehow I 
would make them tell me the truth. I 
would drag one of those stupid, bes-
tial creatures off into the thicket and 
pound and choke from him the secrets 
of his cult! 

The roar of the fire increased as I 
ascended the slope. I stumbled in the 
darkness, fell many times into brush-
covered hollows. My rage was lashed 
to a fiercer pitch, so that normal rea-
soning was impossible. 

And then, with startling abruptness, 
it happened! 

I H A L T E D , stood there on the side 
of the hill like a frozen statue. I 

listened, straining my ears, while my 
heart suddenly began to pound like a 
trip-hammer with hope and dread. 

"El len!" I cried, tears streaming. 
But there was no answer except the 
muffled roar of the fire and the moan-
ing of wind in the trees. "El len ! " I 
screamed, knowing well that I must 
be insane. 

"Bruce! Bruce!" 
It was true! Ellen was out here 

somewhere, calling my name—or else 
I was stark, raving mad! 

God, had they dragged her out here, 
tortured her, and left her to die? 
What would I find—her lovely self 
still, or a mutilated wreck to whom 
death would be more merciful than 
life? 

I shouted again : "Ellen! I'm com-
ing! Where are you?" 

And as I plunged through the un-

derbrush, I made out a dark, slim fig-
ure at the edge of the road. I breathed 
a prayer of thanks, for she was stand-
ing—she must be unharmed ! 

But something was wrong; I sensed 
the difference even before she spoke, 
haltingly, fearfully. 

"Oh, Bruce—Bruce Langford! It's 
me—Lola! I followed you—tried to 
make you hear me—" 

My body went numb. The shock 
was almost unbearable. Ellen—I had 
found her, held her in my arms—and 
now this wasn't she! 

"Lo la ! " I groaned. "You! God in 
heaven, I thought—" 

But she was still talking, her voice 
a horrified whisper. 

"—and I hid here and watched you 
comin' up the hill, but I was afraid it 
wasn't you! Then I saw your white 
shirt—called out your name! Even 
then I was afraid—" 

I caught her by the shoulders, shook 
her so violently that the poor girl was 
suddenly speechless with fright. 

"Where is Ellen?" I cried. "What 
are you talking about—don't you know 
I've got to find her? You stupid little 
devil, why did you trick me—" 

She whimpered and cringed; and 
shame halted me. 

"I 'm sorry, Lola ! " I muttered, re-
leasing her. "I 'm half crazy. But 
don't stand there gaping—talk—talk! 
What have they done to my w i f e ? " 

"The Master—" she choked, in an 
awe-stricken whisper. 

I waited for her to go on, slow hor-
ror freezing me. The "Master"—that 
dread creature that reigned mysteri-
ously over these people, apparently 
from somewhere beyond the material 
world! 

"Talk—talk!" I urged frantically. 
"What happened?" 

"He is here—for vengeance—" 
I began to understand. The leader 

of the cult had allowed us to remain 
in Crag Cove unmolested, while he 
made his plans. Now he was seizing 
his chance to destroy all trace of us. 
This forest fire—if investigation was 
made from the outside world, it would 
be the excuse. 

The Crag Cove fanatics would say 
we had been burned to ashes, perhaps 
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while trying to leave town by the 
fire-covered road—like those poor 
wretches at Woodvale ! 

BUT Lola, in spite of my insistent 
questions, either didn't know 

this to be the truth or was bound by 
superstition from telling me. 

"I'm the one, Bruce!" she gasped. 
"I have sinned—I have departed from 
the ways of my people! The Master 
—he knows—things we do can't be hid 
from him, Bruce! But I'm afraid—to 
take my punishment—it will be death 
—horrible death—" 

Pity welled up within me, yet the 
fate of Ellen was uppermost in my 
mind. 

"Don't worry—I'll protect y o u , 
Lola. But where is my wife? Can't 
you tell me?" 

She stared at me through the dark-
ness, a motionless figure of awful 
fright. 

"I f I tell our secrets, Bruce—if I 
tell—" 

"Lo la ! " I choked helplessly. "Can't 
you see? If you don't help me to find 
Ellen—" 

She glanced around, then caught my 
arm impulsively. "I 'll tell !" she 
gasped. "I love Ellen. She has helped 
me—taught me how to be happy! But 
it's a sin to be happy, Bruce—it's sin 
to fall in love with a man. 

"I love Evan, and he loves me—and 
I told your Ellen. She said she would 
help me—send me away with Evan, 
where they couldn't find us—San 
Francisco. 

"So I went to your house when ev-
erybody was watching the fire and I 
wasn't seen. I told Ellen the Master 
has said there can be no more wed-
d i n g s—marriage is forbidden—be-
cause the time is at hand—" 

"Good Lord, Lola, what happened?" 
I cut in savagely. "Is Ellen alive? I 
saw blood! " 

"The Master—he has her now!" 
Lola whispered. "She was alive when 
they took her away—" 

I felt a surge of relief sweep over 
me, leaving me weak and helpless. But 
Lola's next words brought fresh hor-
ror. 

"She will be the Master's bride 1" 

"Are you crazy?" I snarled. "Your 
Master's bride? But she's my wife, 
doesn't he know that?" 

"First she will die," Lola whispered. 
"The Master is not of this world—he 
died—but came back to lead us. He is 
not mortal, Bruce—and he sees every-
where at once! 

"He sees us now—he will punish me 
for what I have said! Even you can-
not escape, Bruce—because a mocker 
cannot know our secrets and live! Oh, 
oh—I should never have told you ! " 

I gripped her slender wrist and 
made her listen to me. 

"Lola, was that your voice I heard— 
when I was working on the fire trail?" 

"Y-yes, Bruce. I went up there to 
tell you—when they got Ellen! I was 
afraid to let them see me, so I called 
to you—but you ran off too fast for me 
to f o l l ow! " 

Then it hadn't been Ellen's dying 
voice that had pierced to my con-
sciousness! Perhaps there was still 
time— 

"But that blood on the floor?" I 
jerked out. 

"One of the men had a knife—tried 
to kill me—scratched my arm! But I 
ran—got away, while Ellen blocked 
the door! They looked for me—but I 
ran into the woods—went to tell 
you—" 

"Yes, yes! I understpid now. But 
who were the men? How many were 
there? And what's this about the 
Master—about Ellen becoming his 
'bride'? Quick, tell me everything, 
before—" 

But Lola uttered a piercing scream, 
flung herself into my arms and clung 
like a terrified child. 

"Bruce—behind you !—" 
I whirled, with Lola still clinging to 

me—I saw blurred forms creeping 
toward us! With a muffled oath I tore 
loose from the girl's desperate em-
brace, lashed out with my fist at a 
lunging shadow. My knuckles cracked 
against something solid; there was a 
slight groan, and the shadow dropped! 

Instantly other figures leaped from 
all sides, swarmed upon me, crushing 
me to the ground. I struggled like a 
wild animal, but one of them clubbed 
me, knocking me nearly insensible. 
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Dimly I heard their voices growl-
ing. 

"You've killed him, and the Master 
said—" 

"No, he's alive." 
"Lucky for you, then!" 
"Lucky for all of us. Vengeance is 

the Master's." 
"Shall we tie the mocker?" 
"No, he's unconscious. Have you 

got the girl? Then come! The Mas-
ter is wait ing!" 

"Yes, hurry! If he chooses, he can 
read our very thoughts! Let's not suf-
fer the fate of this wicked girl and 
this mocker ! Hurry, hurry !" 

I felt myself hoisted upon strong 
shoulders. I was in that semi-con-
cious state when it is possible to hear 
but impossible to move a muscle. 
Whi le I struggled to hold on to ebbing 
consciousness, their grunting voices 
seemed to grow fainter and fainter. 
The last words I heard were barely 
distinguishable, yet they are seared in 
my memory for the rest of my l i fe : 

"Don't forget, my brothers—we 
have a Master from beyond the grave! 
Hurry—hurry!" 

C H A P T E R III 

Children of Wrath 

A T E R R I B L E , head-splitting jolt 
seemed to bring me to my 

senses. I was lying on the ground, 
and the crackle of fire was in my ears. 
It was a long moment before I real-
ized that I had been carried to the 
edge of the forest fire and roughly de-
posited on the ground. 

I rolled over, stifling a groan. 
Black-clothed figures stood around 
me, their vacuous faces turned expec-
tantly toward the blazing trees and 
underbrush beyond the narrow fire 
trail. Smoke poured over me, at times 
almost obliterating the fire-lit scene. 
I coughed, choking; but no one 
turned to look at me. All eyes were 
riveted on those dancing, leaping 
flames. 

My head cleared gradually, and a 
sudden memory brought me tensing 

to my hands and knees. Ellen! 
Where was Ellen? 

My gaze swept upward. Before I 
could rise, it encountered something 
that froze me where I crouched. A 
black shadow—in the midst of the 
flames! 

I stared, unable to move. Was it a 
human form? No, it—it couldn't be! 
Not in that inferno of hell! 

Yet it was moving, materializing 
out of the smoke! I tried to shut my 
eyes — tried to tell myself it was a 
black tree stump, that the blue-grey 
haze and tricky light gave it the ap-
pearance of movement. But the hell-
ish vision held my fascinated gaze 
with an evil, hypnotic power. 

God, it was a living creature — a 
shapeless black monster that had 
sprung into being amid the licking, 
devouring fire! 

Larger and larger it loomed—mov-
ing toward us. Suddenly it vanished, 
as fire spurted up from a pile of brush. 
Slowly, in the grip of almost paralyz-
ing horror, I staggered to my feet. 

It had been a vision—a ghastly trick 
of the imagination. There was no 
creature capable of living in that fire 
—no human being could— 

A scream of terror caught in my 
tight throat. The Thing had ap-
peared again — was floating in that 
soaring, dancing fire—a Thing that 
raised black, shapeless arms in hellish 
benediction! 

With moans of awe and terror, the 
men and women of the Black Brother-
hood sank to their knees, bowing their 
heads to the ground. 

I stood there as if alone, and reason 
whispered that here was my chance to 
escape; yet I had no power to seize 
the opportunity. My eyes were held 
by the incredible Thing I was seeing 
—the embodiment of Evil. A Thing 
of black smoke, whose life was hell-
fire— a Thing that advanced with 
menacing tread through that oven of 
withering heat, with fire swirling 
about its demon body ! 

Suddenly it halted, still in the 
midst of flesh-consuming, life-de-
stroying flames, with one dreadful 
hand upraised. A voice like the voice 
of doom thundered above the growl-
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ing, crackling tones of the fire: 
"Arise, children of the wrath to 

come! Arise—for I, your Master, am 
here to guide you ! " 

"Yea, Master!" Their fear-stricken 
voices rose in a blood-chilling chorus, 
as they got to their feet. 

A terrifying thought pierced my 
stupefied mind—this unearthly Being 
was their Master—a Master from be-
yond the grave! Merciful God, could 
such a thing be? 

Had the leader of this devil-wor-
shipping cult gone to his death, sur-
viving the f u T y of burning hell? Had 
he power to show himself thus—in 
fire—a living, speaking, but deathless 
creature out of hell? 

"T^^O wonder we had never seen him 
among the villagers! No won-

der they had feared to speak of the 
dreadful personality that haunted 
their lives, dominating the Black 
Brotherhood! 

I remembered suddenly how they 
had held their weird meetings—down 
on the beach, in the dead of night— 
with a huge bonfire in their midst! 

And something else grazed my un-
derstanding—that thing Lola had said 
—that Ellen, my wife, was to become 
the bride of this creature from hell! 
Ellen—good God—she was doomed to 
die—to share with this unreal monster 
an existence in hell! 

The Master's bride—Lola had said 
that! And she had said no one could 
escape this living dead man's wrath— 
that I was doomed, as well as herself. 
That Ellen must die to become the 
mate of this Thing I was staring at— 
this Thing the flames had spawned be-
fore my eyes! 

"God, no! Not while I l ive!" I 
choked, and whirled around, vainly 
searching for a weapon. My half-
blind eyes saw the outline of a stick 
at my feet, and I seized it and flung 
myself at the flame-wrapped black 
monster. 

HoarBe cries of alarm and indigna-
tion burst from the Black Brother-
hood. I disregarded them, leaped at 
the motionless figure. 

Fire stopped me, sent me reeling 
backward, choking and gasping—my 

hair singed and my skin scorched. I 
knew in that instant that I was no 
match for this Thing of hell—that I 
was helpless in his presence—that re-
sistance was futile. My fate was in 
his devilish hands. 

And yet, the instinct to live, to fight 
for my life and for my loved one, was 
stronger than reason. I couldn't 
touch that master of the flames, but I 
could bravely defy these members of 
the Black Brotherhood, who were of 
living flesh and blood, like mysel f ! 

I sarw an opening in their ranks, 
flung myself toward it. But I was too 
late—they had divined my intention! 
With axes and shovels and mattocks 
poised, they blocked the opening— 
then advanced in a menacing semi-
circle ! 

Trapped between the fire and that 
murderous crew of fire fighters, I 
looked frantically around. It was 
hopeless. I saw the fanatical hatred 
gleaming in their eyes, saw them grip-
ping those deadly implements in 
fiendish anticipation, as they closed in 
on me, to hack me down! 

There was no help for it now — I 
would die fighting. In the rage of 
despair, I lunged forward, thrusting 
my slender, sharp-pointed stick like a 
rapier into the face of the foremost, 
a lumbering, hulking brute. The en-
tire weight of my body was behind 
that vicious jab, as it struck home. 

The fellow staggered back, drop-
ping his heavy mattock, and I felt the 
point of my stick break into popping 
flesh. It came out dripping gore, the 
victim's scream of agony ringing in 
my ears. 

" M y eye ! " he shrieked, both hands 
clapped in pain-maddened frenzy 
over the bloody socket. He swayed, 
then toppled! 

Amazement and horror held the 
wretch's companions an instant; then, 
bellowing insanely, they charged me. 

I leaped into action to hold them 
off. Whirl ing, stabbing, leaping, 
dodging—fighting in all directions at 
once—I succeeded for the moment in 
holding them at a distance. I made 
myself keep relaxed yet poised like a 
steel spring, using all the knowledge 
I had ever learned in fencing. 
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TH E N a huge devil, with bestial 
features twisted in fury, darted 

forward, his double-bitted axe hiss-
ing. Just in time, I evaded that 
cleaver-like blade and countered with 
a tremendous jab that plunged deep 
into his solar-plexus. W i t h a gasping 
moan, he crumpled. Others tripped 
over him, caught their balance, came 
on ! 

I knew I was doomed—my luck 
couldn't hold out. Yet I gave ground 
with stubborn reluctance, slowly 
backing toward the searing fire. Be-
hind me was that shapeless black em-
bodiment of hell. But I couldn't 
pause to look, knew only that he was 
still there, silently dooming me to de-
struction while I struggled for life. 

The thing that happened next was 
too confusing for my desperate, an-
ger-crazed mind to grasp. Above the 
tumult of shouts and the blinded 
wretch's screams—above the snarls 
and crackles of the fire—rose a wom-
an's voice. Even in that tense moment 
I recognized it as Ellen's voice—but 
where was she? 

That involuntary pause was all my 
attackers needed. An axe came hur-
tling through the air from my left as 
I stood there, a perfect target. I 
dropped face downward, but the flail-
ing handle crashed into my skull. 

I heard a cry of horror, raised my 
throbbing head. The black-clad mob 
had stopped, were staring not at me 
but at a prone figure to my right. I 
saw then, and understood. 

The blade of the axe, missing me, 
had got one of the attackers who had 
been standing in a direct line with the 
deadly missile. Without a sound, he 
had pitched forward, his head split 
open like a ripe watermelon! 

I tried to stand, was struggling up-
ward, when that dreadful voice of 
doom thundered from behind me. 

"Children of the wrath !" 
In terrible lust for my blood, they 

were dashing forward to finish me, but 
they halted in mid-stride. 

"Yea, Master ! " they chorused. 
" Y e shall shed no blood ! Vengeance 

is m i n e ! " 
They hesitated; then: "Yea, Mas-

ter ! " And before I could make my 

limbs obey, they pounced upon me, 
jerked me to my feet. 

I was still only partly conscious. It 
was purely by accident that I raised 
my eyes toward the towering trees. 
And then I stiffened. All the blood 
seemed to drain from my body. 

For I was looking directly at Ellen 
—at her nude body—tied high on the 
trunk of a tree! In horror I stared, 
unable to comprehend the meaning of 
that fearful sight. But a voice was 
thundering in my ears—a hellish voice 
that commanded : 

"Bind this wicked mocker to a tree, 
like the others! He has dared to re-
sist the will of your master. Further-
more, he is the husband of the beauti-
ful but unrepentant woman I was to 
have made my bride. 

" V e r y well, my children, they shall 
both enter hell together—they and 
their wicked cohorts. You shall see 
how Satan's fire hungers for the flesh 
of his enemies!" 

"Yea, Master!" 
Strong, eager-bands caught me up as 

if I were a rag doll. I felt myself 
being carried swift ly across the inter-
vening space to a large tree. Then I 

was pulled and hauled up a ladder, and 
I dared not struggle, for the earth was 
receding below me and I knew I would 
be killed in the fal l ! 

Before I knew how it had happened, 
I found myself hanging up there, 
chains bruising the flesh of my arms, 
waist and ankles and holding me se-
curely to the broad trunk of the tree. 

Descending hurriedly, my captors 
pulled away two ladders, then darted 
away, toward the mighty fire—and the 
black robed demon in it! 

My eyes sought the figure of Ellen. 
Even before I could discover the tree 
upon which she hung, her frantic voice 
reached me. 

"Bruce—oh, Bruce ! They 're going 
to burn us alive—burn the trees—and 
us with them!" 
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C H A P T E R I V 

Food for the Flames 

R I T H I N G and twisting, I tried 
to slip out of those encircling 

loops of chain; yet I knew that I 
would only plunge to certain death if 
I succeeded. 

"El len—darl ing!" I cried. "Did 
they—harm you?" 

But she couldn't reply, for her 
golden head hung forward in a faint. 
God, how she must have suffered! 
How these chains cut into the flesh, 
painfully, torturingly! 

I could see the dim outlines of two 
of my friends, bound to neighboring 
trees, but I couldn't distinguish their 
features in that drifting murk. They, 
too, seemed to be unconscious, and I 
knew they must have hung there a 
long while. 

Whether the third of my associates 
adorned another tree in the same 
ghastly manner, or whether he had 
somehow escaped the vengeance of 
this crazed mob, I had no way of 
knowing. 

That terrible, demoniacal voice was 
roaring from the flames again, drown-
ing out the noises of the conflagration. 

My children, you have done well 
this night. Satan's fiery wrath has 
been kindled against you, because you 
allowed mockers and scorners to live 
among you—and because some of you 
have departed from the ways of our 
sacred Brotherhood! 

"But tonight we shall appease Sa-
tan's wrath, for the fire of hell shall 
wipe out these wicked ones. Only 
then can you live in safety in your 
homes—while the prince of hell pours 
out his fury on the wicked wor ld ! " 

"Yea, Master!" they thundered. 
"You believe? It is well that you 

do ! Do you know what is happening 
throughout this vile world? Every-
where there is panic, bloodshed, vio-
lence. Because they love their sinful 
luxuries—their automobiles and tele-
phones and radios and electric lights, 
their bridges and airplanes—and rail-
roads—" 

"Yea, Master! Yea! Yea!" 
"—because of these things, their 

doom has come! Even now there are 
wars and rumors of war—floods and 
drought and starvation! For the time 
of vengeance has been speeded by such 
worldly wickedness. As you have 
known it would be, God's time has 
ended— He has turned this world 
over to his dreadful servant, Satan, for 
fierce punishment! 

"Only you who are guiltless in the 
eyes of Satan, therefore, can escape 
destruction. I, your Master, know 
these things, because I have passed 
through the fire of everlasting death 
—have returned to guide you, my chil-
dren! Will you be faithful to Satan's 
will?" 

"Yea, Master!" 
"Then bring to me that vile creature 

who has dared to let her heart grieve 
in love in these days when there can 
be no love, but only terror and mourn-
ing! Bring her who dared to betray 
our sacred Brotherhood, by consort-
ing with unbelievers and mockers!" 

There was a scurrying of black fig-
ures, then little Lola was dragged into 
sight, bound hand and foot. Two men 
held the swaying girl on her feet. 
How like my own dear Ellen she 
looked, with her yellow hair and slen-
der figure! 

"Strip her—that her shame may ap-
pear to al l ! " 

Lola's black garments were ripped 
from her, exposing a shapely form that 
was silhouetted against the glare of 
the fire. Gaping, shifting with the 
greedy lust of restless wolves, the mob 
growled approval. 

"Anoint her for the cleansing fires 
of hel l ! " 

One of the brutes seized a spray-
gun, pumped it furiously. 

Gasoline! 

MY eyes bulged at the sight of 
that spray-gun, which had been 

used to set the back-fires. I tore at 
the chains in horror ; when I looked 
upon that fearful scene again, it was 
to see an old hag pull a long burning 
stick from the brush fire. 

"Thus does Satan punish those who 
betray h im!" yelled the hellish priest 
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—and the hag hobbled eagerly for-
ward and applied the torch. 

Instantly the gasoline exp loded in a 
sheet of flame! Lola shrieked pite-
ously, her b o d y a mass of fire f r om 
head to f oo t . Then she pitched f or -
ward into the bed of flames across the 
trail, her heart-rending cries dy ing 
away, as merc i fu l obl iv ion seized her. 
B e f o r e my eyes, her once l ove ly body 
withered and blackened like t h e 
charred skeleton of a tree. 

I saw the black-shrouded monster 
step over the corpse—saw the mob's 
gloating give way to superstit ious 
dread and reverence, as they cr inged 
back to let him pass. He walked 
toward me, stopped beneath Ellen's 
tree. 

" Y o u have seen ! " his voice thun-
dered up. " W h a t is your answer 
now?" 

W h e n Ellen, who was unconscious, 
answered nothing, he seemed to go 
mad with fury . 

" T h e trees! Burn the t rees ! " he 
screamed. " T h i s one first—that her 
husband may see her c o n s u m e d ! " 

But to m y astonishment, a young 
man caught up the spray-gun, turned 
it on the priest of hell, covered him 
with gasol ine ! Be fo re anyone could 
stop him, he touched the black robes 
with fire! 

Cries of horror and rage! But 
standing motionless, the awful crea-
ture who had sprung f rom hell 's own 
fire was impervious to the flames that 
greedi ly l icked up the gasoline, then 
commenced to die out ! 

Yel ls of triumph and admiration 
surged up. At a sign f rom their mas-
ter, the black-clothed men of the cult 
seized the daring youth who had tried 
to kill a Th ing f rom beyond the grave! 

" E v a n ! " they cried. "Evan did it, 
Master—it was him that dared to love 
L o l a ! And now he tried to kill you, 
Master ! " 

T h e boy struggled and f o u g h t ; he 
yel led and kicked. 

" I know y o u — y o u foul fiend! You 
ain't our Master—you—you are—" 

In shuddering horror I saw what 
was g o i n g to happen. T h e master— 
he who had forbidden the shedding of 
b lood—caught up an axe and swunc it 

over his cowled head! 
" L o o k o u t ! L o o k o u t ! " I screamed, 

and shut my eyes. 
W h e n I opened them, sick with 

dread, Evan was a l i feless corpse at 
the feet of the murderer. 

But something had happened to the 
m o b below. There was horror in some 
of their faces, lust and gloating in 
others. I sensed the reason—Evan 
had been a likeable youth, brighter 
and more courageous than his fe l lows . 

He had died horr ib ly—just when he 
was about to tell them something. 
The younger men seemed uneasy, sus-
picious, as they stared at the figure of 
their Master. 

I saw Ivan and Mort—the hulking 
giants who had so swi f t ly destroyed 
Lola, as if knowing in advance the 
wishes of the dread priest—separate 
themselves f r om the mob and stand 
behind their Master. Plainly, they 
sensed trouble, were a fra id ! 

And then I began to yell down at 
them, seizing the moment to act. If 
I couldn't free myse l f , I could talk, 
plead, persuade! 

" Y o u p e o p l e ! " I cried. "Don ' t be 
f o o l s ! That thing is not your Mas-
ter—it is a l iving man—an unbeliever 
who has used you as his t oo l s ! It's 
one of my own companions—and he 
has played upon your superstitions 
f or his own ends! Grab him, you 
young men — grab him and tear off 
that m a s k ! " 

TH E Y gaped up at me, but made no 
move to obey. 

"Grab h i m ! " I screamed. " D o n ' t 
fear h im! Those clothes of h is—" 

But the fiend's voice, like shattering 
thunder, drowned out mine. 

"Burn the t ree ! " he commanded fu-
riously. " Q u i c k — t h e gasol ine! Spray 
the tree—set it on fire! It's old and 
dry—watch it go up in flaming fire!" 

T h e y still hesitated, torn between 
dread and unbelief . 

" Y o u f o o l s ! " he thundered, while 
his two henchmen cowered behind him 
for protection. " W i l l you obey me— 
your Master—or that b lasphemer! " 

"Let him show you his f a c e ! " I 
yelled down. " I f he's really what he 
nretends to he—" 
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But they weren't l istening now. 
Superstit ion had triumphed. Some of 
the old men, the worst fanatics, were 
already spraying the trunk with gaso-
line. Suddenly flames sprang up— 
reaching, crawling like devilish ser-
pents toward me ! 

I had seen the fire leap f r o m tree to 
tree in the forest fire; I knew it would 
be only a matter of moments before 
the deadly flames were upon me ! 

Upturned faces encircled me. Gloat-
ing eyes watched in sadistic satisfac-
tion the thing that was happening to 
me. T h r o u g h the holes of his black 
mask, the devilish master stared up at 
me—and I knew there was triumph in 
those hidden eyes. 

Rage overcame my panic and des-
peration. It flamed like the fire be-
l ow my feet, when my tormentor is-
sued his next command : 

" T h e next tree, my sons! Quick ly 
—he must see the fate of his loved one 
—whi le the flames gnaw at his flesh!" 

T h e y hastened to o b e y ; and when I 
saw fire leap up at the f oo t of the tree 
ho ld ing my unconsc ious Ellen, I must 
have drawn strength f rom temporary 
insanity. 

M y chains were not tight, having 
been fastened in haste. It was the sag-
g ing weight of my body that held me 
against the rough bark. I wr igg led a 
f oo t loose, then got the other free. 
Taking up the slack, I managed to slip 
through the remaining loops. 

W i t h my feet d igg ing into the bark, 
I c lung with my hands to the chain, 
preparing to leap! 

M y heart was in my throat now. A 
slip, and I would plunge to death. But 
I thought of E l len—of the fire she did 
not know was soaring toward her 
naked body—and I steeled myself for 
the desperate jump. 

Apparent ly no one had observed. 
Al l eyes were fastened on Ellen's 
lovely figure. I measured the distance 
to that grisly demon on the ground. 
It would be easy to leap too far f rom 
this height. 

A cry went up : "Master—above 
! »» 

— 

He jerked around, looking up—and 
I knew it was now or never! Just as 
I leaped, he started to run— 

T h e swi f t p lunge through the 
smoke-fil led air seemed an eternity o f 
t ime—for I knew I was go ing to miss 
him—had jumped too f a r ! 

But, sensing hi3 peril , the monster 
darted off in panic—away f r o m m e — 
ran directly under my outstretched 
f ee t ! 

T h e shock was terrific. I fe lt his 
ribs crush under me like matchst i cks ; 
my knees buckled up beside m y ch in ; 
m y head snapped forward, almost 
breaking my neck. I rol led on the 
ground, knowing only that I was still 
alive—that the black-robed creature's 
body had broken m y fall sufficiently to 
save me ! 

C H A P T E R V 

Holocaust 

HE L P I N G hands pulled me up-
right. I saw the tense, white 

faces of several young men—Evan's 
fr iends. Faintly I rasped: " M y w i f e 
—save my w i f e ! " 

T h e y shook their heads tragically. 
" I t ' s too late, Bruce—the fire would 

burn the ladders n o w ! W e ' r e sorry 
— w e know how you loved her. W e , 
too, have wanted to be free to l o v e — " 

But I shook them off , threw mysel f 
upon the mangled figure in the hlack 
robe. M y frenzied fingers r ipped 
away the black mask—and I saw the 
twisted, b loody face—of Carl A b b o t t ! 

He opened his eyes, seemed to rec-
ognize me. 

"Damn y o u ! " he groaned weakly . 
"Should have—let them kill you. 
Wanted you to suf fer—burn—hated 
you—sti l l hate y o u — " 

" Y o u murderous d e v i l ! " I cried, as 
I tore off his thick c lothing. " I be-
gan to see through your scheme— 
when I recognized those two brutes 
you had helping you—the same two 
you were trying to bribe to give away 
the cult 's secrets ! But why do you 
hate me?" 

He groaned as I flung him around, 
not caring how much I hurt him in m y 
haste to get those garments—a com-
plete cover ing of» asbestos cloth, dyed 
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black, which covered even the feet, 
and included a heat-resisting cape for 
good measure! 

"E l l en ! " he growled faintly. " I— 
wanted her—even before she married 
you. Had Ivan and Mort grab her— 
while I—slipped away from the crew 
—put on black asbestos—appeared in 
fire. I commanded them—come here 
—Ivan and Mort—told others in town 
—their Master—" 

I was working swiftly, pulling on 
the asbestos clothing—aware that the 
cracking fire was climbing, climbing, 
towards Ellen's bare feet! I was 
huskier than Abbott and the suit did 
not fit readily. 

The stupefied mob of the Black 
Brotherhood were grouped about us, 
totally ignoring my wife 's terrible 
plight in their utter amazement at the 
unmasking of their dying "Master." 

"Fools—ignorant fools." Abbott 
was gasping, as he saw them staring 
down at him. "Could have—handled 
them all—1 i k e babes. Unlimited 
power—make me rich—mine gold for 
me—deed me their property. I had to 
do something to impress them— So I 
set the fire—Knew it would get be-
yond control—destroy everything." 

"Yes, and later you would give them 
a new 'prophecy,' I suppose!" I 
snarled. "You would own Crag Cove 
—get the railroad in here—be a dicta-
tor, hiding behind that mask—a dicta-
tor from the dead! But you're dying 
now, Abbott—and I'm glad !" 

His eyes glared at me. 
"Not sorry—wanted Ellen. Told 

her everything—would have made her 
rich—happy—if she'd pretend to die, 
come to l i fe—" 

"Happy?— With a fiend who 
burned an innocent girl alive!" I ex-
claimed, marveling at his enormous 
conceit. 

I saw Abbott feebly beckoning me to 
come closer. I knew he was dying, 
supposed he had something of tremen-
dous importance to tell me. I bent 
over him. My fingers were still work-
ing with the fastenings of the fire-
proof outfit. 

"Had to do i t ! " he gasped. "Fools 
—starved emotions—gave them what 
they wanted. Later would have told 

them—all right to marry." 
I saw his eyes glazing, but he had 

managed to grasp my sleeve, was 
clinging with the desperation of ap-
proaching extinction. 

"Real master died—before we came. 
Spiritualist, promised to come back 
from grave—lead followers. I got as-
bestos outfit — San Francisco — ap-
peared one night—bonfire—at meet-
ing. They found empty grave—be-
lieved. 

" D o anything I said—but I had to 
humor superstitions—end of world 
—Satan's reign. Had got tired trying 
to win them over—your way. Wanted 
to get you three out of way—" 

SU D D E N L Y a devilish laugh gur-
gled in his throat, triumph blazed 

in his glazing eyes—which were up-
turned—toward Ellen! 

" F o o l ! " he choked. " I 'm dying— 
but you can't have her, either!" 

Donning the black hood, I turned to 
save Ellen. Now, in horror, I saw what 
Abbott had been doing—diverting my 
attention long enough to let the 
flames reach Ellen's naked form! He 
was dead now, gloating triumph still 
warping his lifeless features! 

Cursing him, and myself for delay-
ing, I looked for help with the near-
est ladder. Strong young hands helped 
me to hoist it to the side of the dry, 
rapidly burning tree. I could scarcely 
make out Ellen's figure through the in-
tervening flames, and hope died in me 
as I hastily mounted the rungs. 

The ladder was already afire; the 
flames licked at me as I climbed 
through them. My heart leaped— 
Ellen was still untouched! 

"Thank G o d ! " I cried, and saw that 
her eyes were open. 

At last I freed her, wrapped her in 
the asbestos cape, began to descend 
with h£r limp body draped over my 
shoulders. The ladder creaked warn-
ingly—began to crack! Suddenly it 
broke—we fell, but the earth was only 
a foot or two beneath us, and the fall 
was slight. 

Ellen was completely exhausted 
from the terrible strain of hanging 
there so long ; I had to pick her up, 
steady her. 
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Then I remembered my unfortunate 
friends, Frank Bledsoe and Luis Villa-
nova. But already they were being res-
cued. The other ladder was against 
Bledsoe's tree; Villanova was on the 
ground. 

I saw him come staggering toward 
me, his stout body barely able to stand 
erect. 

"Bruce, ol' man—amigo mio," he 
said, his swarthy face expanding in a 
haggard smile, "you are the he-man, 
my fr iend! The thing I feared—it 
happened, no? I saw you jump—" 

A blood-curdling scream cut him 
off. T w o figures came bounding out of 
the darkness toward us—the same two 
hulking giants who had served Carl 
Abbott with such fiendish efficiency! 

"The fire!" they were yelling. "It 's 
jumped the trail—at both ends—we're 
surronnded!" 

Cries of fear and horror swelled 
from the mob. 

"Trapped—doomed—we can't es-
cape !" 

In a moment there was pandemon-
ium. Frightened men and women fled 
in all directions. I saw with dismay 
that they were deaf to reasoning. I 
raised my voice to a shout, and to my 
surprise it thundered out as Abbott 's 
voice had thundered. 

I put Ellen on the ground, adjusted 
to my lips the metal gadget I had 
noticed fastened inside the robe—a 
voice amplifier! 

"Stap—wait ! " my voice boomed. 
"I ' l l get you out—some way! Keep 
your heads—I'll be back!" 

At the sound of that dreadful voice, 
they halted in superstitious fear. I 
carefully readjusted the cape around 
Ellen, caught her up and started off 
toward the village. 

Instantly I saw my mistake. My 
thundering voice, calling attention to 
my fire-proof clothing, had already 
produced a sinister effect on the fear-
crazed mob. With wild eye6 distended, 
faces revealing their devilish inten-
tions, the two rascals who had tried 
to slip away when they saw Abbott 
dying, charged toward me! 

I saw Villanova halt one, grappling 
with him, but the other came on, in-
tent on getting from me the asbestos 

clothing that meant l i f e ! 

A C R E S C E N D O of yells and 
shrieks—then the whole terrified 

mob burst in pursuit. 
I tried to run faster, but I was tired 

and weak, and Ellen's slender young 
body seemed an insuperable burden. 
Just as I reached the edge of the en-
circling fire, clutching fingers closed 
on my shoulder, spun me around! 

In wild desperation, weeping with 
rage at this turn of events—just when 
I was about to get Ellen to safety— 
I let her slip to the ground, swung 
with all my might at the brute's jaw. 

He grunted, his grasp loosening. I 
recognized him — the treacherous, 
hulking giant—Ivan! 

Wi th memory of what he had done 
to little Lola lashing me to greater 
fury, I tore into him, flailing both 
hands at his face. He backed toward 
the fire, swung a club-like fist which 
caught me on the side of the head. I 
was staggered; I heard the cries of the 
mob, as they arrived at the scene. 

Ivan lunged at me, bellowing like a 
mad bull. This time I swung my fist 
in a perfectly timed blow that crashed 
into his exposed chin. He sailed over 
backward, landing squarely into the 
red-hot mass of burning brush; he 
didn't move. 

Expecting the whole mob to swarm 
upon me and tear the black garments 
from my body, I whirled. But some-
thing had happened: they were run-
ning back again, led by gesturing 
young men! 

Uncomprehending, I returned to my 
loved one. She was standing, her eyes 
wild with terror. 

"Bruce—are we going in there— 
through that fire?" 

I nodded grimly, and caught her 
firmly in my arms. "It 's going to be 
hard — breathing that smoke! " I 
warned. And to myse l f : " I f only I 
can make it—for her sake!" 

Behind me there was a fr ightful 
crash, the earth shuddering. A tree 
had fallen—one of the burning giant 
snags near the fire trail. I heard 
shrieking cries—knew that the burn-
ing monster must have landed among 
those trapped wretches—knew that 



60 THRILL FNG MYSTERY 

sparks and flaming brands would be 
scattered everywhere in the dry brush 
—that the unholy spot was doomed— 
and the people with it! 

Yet for me there wa6 no choice. I 
could only go on, weeping with the 
stinging, blinding smoke in my eyes— 
picking my way through the flames, 
past fire-eaten snags that threatened 
to topple momentarily. 

That nightmare of horror — as we 
passed through a literal flaming hell 
on earth—came to an end at last. W e 
reached the open — stood on barren 
ground. 

Ellen was able to stand, but I sank 
down, exhausted. 

"God, I can't go back there!" I 
moaned. "I haven't the strength left 
—I' l l collapse on the way. But I've 
got to g o ! I can't leave them to die 
like that, while I escape without l ift-
ing a finger to help—" 

" W a i t ! " Ellen cried. "I hear voices! 
Yes—here they come ! " 

I couldn't believe it, but it was true. 
Plucky Villanova had led the most 
daring of the group, including Frank 
Bledsoe and the younger men and 
women, to safety. He had wisely 
chosen as their only remaining avenue 
of escape a burned over area where 

only warm ashes and smoldering ruins 
of trees remained. 

CR A G C O V E and the Black Broth-
erhood are no more. 

Out of the ashes of the village rises 
a new town—Port Vil lanova—with a 
modern harbor, a railroad, and sane, 
industrious inhabitants. In a modern 
world, neither supersition nor tragedy 
can for long delay the march of 
progress. 

But I dare not return there. I leave 
to Frank Bledsoe and Luis Villanova 
the task of looking to my interests. 
For the mere sight of a fire-ravaged 
skeleton of a tree, once young and 
shapely and glorious to behold, would 
invoke memories that might threaten 
my sanity. 

Even so, I cannot completely forget, 
and life seems a futile mockery. Yet 
I have my lovely El len; and because 
our love has already triumphed over 
hell and destruction—because we are 
young and have the future before us 
—I dare to grapple with the hideous 
monster of memory. 

And who knows? Perhaps the long 
sea voyage we have planned will re-
store the peace and j oy we are both 
seeking. 

B I O BROTHER TO T H E FAMOUS I t CHOCOLATE TOOTSIE ROLLS 
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- T O P here!" 
There was a vibrant note 

^ V of nervous tension in Karl 
Reisner's command. I brought the car 
to a skidding stop in the loose sand of 
the narrow roadway. 

Reisner and Allan Grove were sit-
ting in the back seat. I got a glimpse 
of Reisner's face in the rear-view mir-
ror. His features had always been 
gaunt and pallid. Now in the faintly 
reflected moonlight his face was the 
bleached white of a naked skull. 

"There's the Herron place," Reisner 

said, his voice so low that it was a 
husking whisper. "Now do you see 
what I meant?" 

I stared out across the narrow moon-
lit valley that separated us from the 
hiU-top estate of the late Gordon Her-
ron. Tiny ripples of dread ran along 
my spine. Alice shivered and her 6lim 
fingers were cold in mine as she hud-
dled closer against my shoulder. 

Since I had last seen the isolated hill 
country home of Gordon Herron it had 
changed insidiously. The four of us 
sat staring across the valley in taut 
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silence. I believe the same thought 
was in all our minds—the memory of 
Gordon Herron's recent death, the 
weird horror of the manner in which 
he had died. 

Alice and I had been away on our 
honeymoon when it had happened, but 
we had been apprised of all the details. 
The dread manner in which the famous 
Black God had figured in the tragedy 
made the story a natural headliner for 
the sensational press. 

Gordon Herron had found the thing 
in a Mayan tomb somewhere in Yuca-
tan, during his last archaeological ex-
pedition. It was the Los Angeles re-
porters who gave the statue the name 
of the Black God. Some of them went 
a step farther and called it the Black 
Beast-God. 

Neither Alice nor I had ever seen the 
stone figure, and the newspapers' re-
ports of it were far from informative. 
They agreed upon the rough funda-
mentals—that it was of some unknown 
variety of black stone, that it weighed 
close to a ton, and that it represented 
a standing figure that was a repellent 
blend of man and beast. 

But when it came to further details, 
no two reporters seemed to have seen 
the thing alike. No satisfactory pho-
tographs were ever published. For 
some curious reason, the statue reg-
istered only as an amorphous blur 
upon camera plates. 

GO R D O N H E R R O N had taken the 
thing to his lonely estate high in 

the San Fernando hills. Three weeks 
later he died there — horribly. Karl 
Reisner, Herron's secretary and assist-
ant, returned late one night to find Her-
ron's body lying broken and dead be-
neath the massive weight of the over-
turned statue. 

Herron's head had been crushed to 
unrecognizable pulp. By a gruesome 
freak of chance the Black God's figure 
lay with its bestial=^nout buried deep 
in the dead man's shattered skull, it-
fanged jaws dripping carmine as 
though in grisly feast. 

Karl Reisner's husky voice cut 
through the somber thread of my 
thoughts. 

"Do you see now what I meant," he 

said, "when I told you that the place 
had—changed?" 

I nodded grimly. When I had last 
seen the estate it had been a lushly 
green oasis in the drab vegetation of 
the Southern California hills. The big 
stone house had been surrounded by 
the rich foliage of pepper trees and the 
graceful fronds of tall palms. But now 
it was a blighted area of death. 

The palm fronds were wilted and 
black. The thick foliage of the pepper 
trees was brown and sere. There was 
an odd symmetry to the blighted area. 
Close to the house it was practically 
complete. Then as the circle widened 
outward the blighting influence be-
came steadily less virulent. 

It was as though in some weird man-
ner the house was a central point from 
which issued an invisible miasma so 
poisonous that it brought death to ev-
erything within its aura. 

I felt Alice's slender body shiver 
against my shoulder. The night was 
sharp with the chill of late Spring, but 
there was another and indefinable 
coldness in the air. It was a chill as 
stark as that which fills the eternally 
lightless void beyond the stars. 

For a long, shuddering moment I 
felt that somewhere in the dark bulk 
of that stone house S o m e t h i n g 
crouched in hideous waiting, a Some-
thing of such nameless and abysmal 
evil that its very presence numbed the 
brain with crepitant dread. Then I 
shook off the eerie feeling angrily, and 
turned to face Karl Reisner. 

" Y o u brought us down here by phon-
ing Alice of some vague evil that was 
threatening the place," I said impa-
tiently. " W h e n we met you in the vil-
lage you refused to give any details, 
telling us to wait until we arrived and 
saw for ourselves. 

"We ' re not waiting any longer. If 
there is real danger lurking in that 
stone pile, we're going to know what 
we're facing before we go any farther. 
You're telling us all about it—here and 
n o w ! " 

Reisner nervously ran the tip of his 
tongue over dry lips. 

"All right, Bartlett," he husked, "I ' ll 
tell you. It's that accursed thing that 
Gordon Herron dug out of that Mayan 
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tomb! For three solid weeks Herron 
and I lived out here with that ghastly 
black abomination. From the first day 
we knew that we were facing Some-
thing utterly beyond all normal ken, 
but we refused to admit the incredible 
truth, even to ourselves. 

" W e went on about our work, with 
every passing day hammering the 
dread knowledge deeper into our 
brains. The Black God was in some 
nameless and blasphemous manner 
alive with an unspeakably hideous life 
of its own! 

"It wasn't a tangible thing that you 
could put your finger on," Reisner 
continued, his low voice trembling. 
"It was a feeling deep in your soul that 
all the time the God was standing there 
watching you — alive, sentient, wait-
ing! 

"Its very presence seemed to focus 
vast forces of unknown evil upon the 
estate, as a burning-glass focuses the 
rays of the sun. The trees around the 
house withered and died. The servants, 
with the exception of Mack Delmar, 
the gardener, left en masse. 

"Herron, Delmar, and I sickened 
with a slow illness that seemed to be 
sapping the basic essence of Life itself, 
but we stubbornly stayed on. Then 
finally there came the time when the 
hideous hunger of the Black God had 
to be appeased. It fed—and its vic-
tim was Gordon Herron!" 

f f W m ^ A I T a minute!" Allan Grove 
w w exclaimed. There was dis-

dainful contempt upon his sardonically 
good looking face. "Gordon's death 
was gruesome, yes, but it was nothing 
but an accident. The stone figure top-
pled over, and its weight crushed him. 
You're not telling us that the Black 
God voluntarily moved, are you?" 

"Yes," Reisner answered tersely. 
"You don't know the real truth of what 
happened that night. When I entered 
the house I found the Black God stand-
ing upright in its usual place. The 
body of Gordon Herron was huddled 
at its feet. There was nothing but a 
ghastly cavity where Herron's face had 
been. And the Black God's fanged 
mouth was deeply stained with fresh-
dried blood! 

"I couldn't tell the authorities that 
story, of course," Reisner said drearily. 
"They'd have called me a madman. 
They might even have accused me of 
killing Gordon Herron myself. 

"L did the only thing I could do. I 
toppled the statue over so that its fall 
crushed what was left of Herron's head 
beyond recognition." 

"That happened over a week ago," I 
said bluntly. " W h y wait till now to 
tell us?" 

"I waited for the same reason that I 
hid the real manner of Herron's death," 
Reisner said desperately. " I simply 
didn't dare come to you with such a 
weird story. But I couldn't keep it to 
myself any longer. 

"There's stark incarnate Evil in that 
demoniac stone thing, Evil that will 
strike hideously again if it is not de-
stroyed. Your wife and Allan Grove 
are Gordon Herron's sole heirs. The 
responsibility is theirs." 

For a moment we sat in stunned si-
lence. My brain was a dazed mael-
strom of conflicting thoughts. With 
the blighted estate staring me in the 
face and the cold aura of eldritch evil 
about the place closing in over my con-
sciousness like a chill shroud, I couldn't 
shrug Reisner's story away. 

I looked down at the clear blond 
beauty of Alice's head nestling against 
my shoulder, and I wished with all my 
heart that I had never brought her on 
this eerie midnight errand. 

"Personally, Reisner," Allan Grove's 
hard, flat voice broke the silence, "I 
think you're either drunk or crazy. But 
you've hauled us out here to this God-
forsaken place, and we might as well 
go on and have a look at this black 
bogey-beast of yours. Unless my little 
cousin and her husband object?" 

I felt the hot rush of blood to my 
face. It was only the restraining 
pressure of Alice's slim fingers upon 
my arm that kept me from turning and 
taking the swing at Grove's supercili-
ous face that I had been longing to 
take for years. 

Instead, I allowed Grove's taunt to 
goad me into doing something a thou-
sand times more foolish. I crashed the 
car into gear and grimly headed it 
down into the valley and up the other 
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slope into the estate. 
W e swung through the stone pillars 

of the gate, and passed Mack Delmar's 
cottage. The darkened windows 
showed no sign of life. W e followed 
the winding driveway on into the area 
of blighted vegetation. Evil seemed 
to close around us in surging waves of 
chill menace as we neared the house. 
The palms of my hands were clammy 
with sweat as they gripped the wheel. 

Ten yards from the house we 
rounded a sharp curve between tall 
hedges of withered evergreens. Alice 
cried out in startled terror. My foot 
trod savagely upon the brake, bringing 
the car to a jolting stop. There in the 
narrow, graveled roadway just ahead 
was the grotesquely sprawled body of 
a man. 

W e got out of the car and ap-
proached the body. The brilliant glare 
of the car's headlights revealed it with 
pitiless clarity. Alice got one brief 
look at the shuddering horror before 
I had time to sweep her into my arms 
and turn her head from the sight. 
Reisner, Grove, and I stood looking 
down in white-lipped silence at the 
ghastly fragment of what had once 
been a man. 

The entire face had been literally 
bitten out, as one would bite a chunk 
from an apple. Where the eyes, nose, 
mouth, and cheeks should have been 
there was nothing but a gapmg bloody 
cavity of unspeakable horror. Blood 
stained the thick shock of grizzled 
grey hair and splattered the dead man's 
faded khaki coveralls. The clothing 
and the hair identified the corpse as 
that of Mack Delmar, gardener of the 
estate. 

REISNER'S gaunt face was livid 
with fear as he lifted his eyes 

from the mutilated body. 
"The Black God! " he chattered be-

tween trembling lips. "The Black 
God has fed again!" 

I stared at the stone bulk of the 
house looming just ahead. The yawn-
ing gates of Hell would have been pref-
erable to that bleakly silent house, yet 
I knew that we had to go in. 

My voice was a hoarse croak in my 
throat as I said, "We' l l go inside and 

look at the God." 
Reisner started to protest, but I cut 

him savagely short. 
" W e have to go in there!" I rasped. 

"It's the only way we can ever be 
finally and definitely sure!" 

Allan Grove's face was sickly grey, 
but he followed us as we slowly walked 
up the driveway. The porch floor rang 
hollowly beneath our feet. W e opened 
the front door and stepped through a 
small entrance hallway directly into 
the large high-ceilinged room that had 
been Gordon Herron's study. 

For a moment we stared into gloom 
that seemed to throb with eldritch 
menace. Then the lights blazed as 
Reisner's finger f o u n d the wall-
switch. 

Alice's breath hissed in a sharply in-
drawn gasp. Allan Grove swore in a 
sibilant whisper. I felt the hair at the 
base of my skull bristle erect. 

The Black God stood in front of the 
wall opposite us. It was a silent, im-
movable, apparently lifeless piece of 
stone—yet upon it was horrible and 
damning evidence of its grisly guilt! 
Fresh-dried blood smeared the bestial 
obscenity of the Thing's snout, and 
torn shreds of flesh still lingered on the 
fangs of the hideous mouth! 

W e advanced slowly toward it, our 
steps the stiffly mechanical progress of 
hypnotized birds approaching a deadly 
snake. W e came to a halt in the center 
of the room. I forgot even the ghastly 
significance of t h e blood-smeared 
mouth in the starkly overwhelming 
horror of the Black God itself. 

It was carved from a single block 
of some jet-black stone whose oddly 
lustrous sheen was unlike any rock 
that I had ever seen. It was a little 
over seven feet in height and must 
have weighed at least a ton. 

The body was roughly human. Sav-
age power was carved in every line of 
the thickly muscled shoulders and 
torso. Set in the center of the massive 
chest was an egg-shaped gem whose 
malignant scarlet fire seemed to orig-
inate deep within its own core. 

The ape-like arms ended in hands 
that consisted of three curving talons. 
There was no base to the statue. It 
rested upon wide-splayed feet. 
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The face was the crowning horror of 
the Thing. It seemed incredible that 
any human sculptor could ever have 
conceived the unearthly evil of that 
visage. It was a nightmare of obscen-
ity that could only have been born in 
the reeling chaos of some other and 
elder world of abysmal malevolence. 

The head was low skulled, utterly 
bestial. The open jaws of the long, 
hideous snout were lined with curving 
fangs. Above the thick upper lip were 
the flaring holes of wide nostrils. The 
face was devoid of all trace of eyes or 
sockets, yet oddly it gave no impres-
sion of blindness. You felt that it had 
never had eyes because it had never 
needed them, that it saw with other 
and weirdly alien powers of its own. 

MI N U T E S m u s t have passed 
while we stood there staring in 

hypnotized silence at the grimly mon-
strous stone Thing, our brains reeling 
and numb from the surging miasma of 
nameless evil that poured from it. 
Then from somewhere there came a 
sound that snapped our dazed senses 
back to a realization of our surround-
ings. It was the hoarse cry of a man 
in the last extremity of terror! 

Wrenching my gaze away from the 
black statue's baleful fascination, I 
stared around me and started in 
shocked surprise. There were only 
three of us in the room. 

"Where 's Reisner?" I asked blankly. 
Grove shook his head in bewilder-

ment. 
"I don't know," he said dazedly. 

"He was right behind me a few minutes 
ago." 

My gaze roved on past Grove, then 
stopped abruptly as it fell upon a door 
in the far wall. I was certain that the 
door had been closed when we entered 
the room, but now it was half open. 

"Where does that door lead?" I 
asked Alice. 

" D o w n to the basement," she an-
swered in surprise. "But there's noth-
ing down there except some—" 

Her voice broke off squarely in the 
middle of a sentence as from some-
where below us there came again the 
sound of a man's outcry. I saw the 
faces of Allan Grove and Alice go 

ashen white, and I felt horror's icy 
fingers sweep coldly down my spine. 
There was no mistaking the hideous 
nature of that cry. It was bubbling, 
gurgling, as of a man choking upon his 
own blood! 

W e hurried over to the door. Just 
short of the threshold I reached a hand 
to Grove's arm and halted him. 

"We ' re unarmed. Grove," I reminded 
him tersely. "Better equip ourselves 
from that junk there." I gestured to-
ward a cluster of weapons on the wall, 
souvenirs of one of Gordon Herron's 
many jungle treks. 

Grove took down a sword with a 
long curving blade like that of a scimi-
tar. I selected a wooden mace, with a 
heavy knobbed head. The feel of the 
weapon brought new confidence to me 
as we stepped over to the doorway. 

W e stood there a moment, listening 
in tense silence. There was no sound 
from the black gloom of the depths 
below. 

"There's a switch on the left wall," 
Alice whispered. 

I snapped it on. Yellow light from 
dusty bulbs revealed a flight of stone 
steps leading down into a basement 
that was little more than a long, half-
finished corridor. There was nothing 
to be seen in the limited area visible 
from the door. 

"Reisner! Karl Reisner!" I called. 
"Are you down there?" 

There was no answer. W e started 
cautiously down the steps, Grove 
and I abreast, Alice close behind us. 

The stairs ended at a wooden floor. 
The air was dankly chill, with a musty 
scent of decaying wood. Tiers of piled 
packing-cases lined the walls, some of 
them empty, others containing relics 
from Herron's trips of exploration. W e 
advanced slowly along the narrow aisle 
between the cases toward a door in the 
far wall. 

W e passed through it into another 
room, a small chamber approximately 
twenty feet square. Several tall piles 
of packing-cases towered precariously 
against the walls in here, their contents 
stone figures and panels from Mayan 
tombs. W e searched the small room 
for a f ew minutes, then came to a halt, 
baffled. 
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At that moment, with heart-stopping 
abruptness, the lights went out ! 

PI T C H darkness surged in upon 
our dazed senses like the stifling 

folds of a giant blanket. W i t h the 
darkness there came a sound that 
brought stark gibbering horror ! 

Somewhere in the room above us 
there were footsteps, not the ordinary 
light tread of normal human feet but 
ponderous clumping steps made by a 
Thing of colossal weight as it strode 
stiffly upon feet of solid stone. Pri-
meval terror numbed my quivering 
senses in a dazed stupor as I realized 
the incredible truth. 

The Black God was again stalking 
through the night! 

For a dread shuddering minute that 
seemed eternities long, the three of us 
stood frozen and motionless in the 
dense darkness, listening with hypno-
tized fascination as the clumping au-
tomaton-like steps crossed the floor to-
ward the basement door. 

Then as the unseen Thing reached 
the door, our tension suddenly broke. 
I heard Allan Grove mumble hysterical 
curses through quivering lips. He 
turned and fumbled for the door. He 
passed through it and raced in blunder-
ing flight into the case-lined aisle of 
the room beyond. 

I swept Alice's slender figure close 
to mine, holding her tightly lest terror 
should drive her into blindly fo l lowing 
Grove's example. Flight in that direc-
tion was stark madness. It meant 
rushing straight into the grimly-
taloned hands of the stalking stone 
horror. 

I felt Alice's body shudder in my 
arms. The touch of her slim fingers 
upon mine had the coldness of naked 
fear. 

"Steady, darl ing!" I whispered 
huskily, trying to put a reassurance 
into my words that I was far from feel-
ing. " A s long as we stay back here we 
still have a chance." 

I groped for the door and swung it 
shut. M y fumbling fingers found the 
latch and slipped it into place, though 
I knew the utter futility of the act. 
That grimly stalking stone colossus 
could shatter the flimsy barrier with a 

single sweep of one of its black arms. 
W e retreated to the far wall of the 

little room. I placed Alice in the shel-
ter of a niche between one of the piles 
of cases and the wall. Then, mace in 
hand, I stood in front of her, tensely 
waiting. 

The stifling darkness blotted out all 
trace of vision, but we did not need 
sight to be aware of what was happen-
ing. The sounds that throbbed through 
the blackness told the story all too 
clearly. 

There was the slow ponderous tread 
of the Black God's feet as it descended 
the stairs, stone feet clumping solidly 
upon stone steps. There was the 
lighter sound of Grove's shoes scuffling 
over the floor in his mad flight. 

Heaven alone knows what fatal 
quirk in Grove's terror-crazed brain 
sent him racing headlong into the arms 
of the advancing Thing. They met, ap-
parently at a spot near the bot tom of 
the stairs. 

There was a sharp ringing clang, as 
of Grove's scimitar striking forcibly 
against stone, fol lowed by blurred, 
vague sounds of a hand-to-hand strug-
gle. Allan Grove screamed once, a 
shuddering cry of gibbering terror. 

His voice was abruptly blotted out 
by a grinding, crunching sound of in-
describably horrible timbre. A gur-
gling moan bubbled through a liquid-
choked throat, then died away into si-
lence. There was a dull thud, as of a 
lifeless body falling limply to the floor. 

Next came the sound that I had been 
dreading with every shrinking fiber of 
my soul — the ponderous thud of the 
Black God's stone feet as it again re-
sumed its ghastly march! 

The last flickering spark of hope 
died in my heart as I realized that 
Grove's death had not appeased the 
Thing 's grisly hunger. The monstr Jus 
march of the thudding footsteps was 
progressing straight toward the door 
of the room in which Alice and I 
crouched, helplessly trapped! 

f ^ E R I E menace pulsed through the 

A smothering darkness in waves of 
shuddering terror. Every nerve in my 
body flinched beneath the remorseless 
rhythm of the stiffly clumping feet as 
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they advanced toward us. The insen-
sate stone body came onward in a mon-
strous and horrible manner that was 
alien to every law of a sane and normal 
world. 

It reached the door. The stone feet 
came to a halt. For a long breathless 
second there was a tautly vibrant si-
lence. Then sound exploded with cata-
clysmic force in the close confines of 
the small room. A hurtling stone arm 
crashed into the barrier. The flimsy 
latch snapped as though struck by a 
battering-ram. The door swung vio-
lently open. 

A small oval spot of red light glowed 
luridly in the opening. The rays 
struck full in my face. My eyes 
blinked blindly in the ruddy glare. The 
source of the crimson light was the 
gem on the Black God's chest. 

Behind the fiery jewel I could dimly 
see the towering outline of the mighty 
stone figure, topped by the flattened 
skull of its hideously bestial head. 

For an interminable second of crepi-
tant horror the Thing stood motion-
less, its eyeless face fixed upon us as 
though watching us with some eerie 
sense utterly alien to all Earthly life. 
Then one of the great splayed feet 
stiffly rose and the Thing stepped 
across the threshold. 

Grimly and inexorably it advanced 
upon us. Evil, abysmal and incarnate, 
flowed from the Thing in a surging 
flood of soul-chilling malignance. My 
brain reeled, numb and shaken beneath 
the impact of that dread aura of stark 
malevolence. I stepped forward to 
meet the stalking figure. 

The glowing jewel approached my 
eyes until ft wa3 so near that my daz-
zled vision could no longer discern 
even a hazy glimpse of the stone body 
behind it. I lifted my heavy mace 
and swung with all my strength at the 
spot where I felt that the loathesome-
faced head should be. 

The blow never landed. An unyield-
ing solid stone arm met my wrist with 
a paralyzing force that sent the club 
spinning harmlessly from my limp fin-
gers. 

A taloned hand of lustrous black 
stone lashed out through the crimson 
murk. I jerked my head to one side 

but the hand caromed off my cheek 
with a force that sent me reeling. 

The Thing was upon me before I 
could recover. I struck blindly with 
both fists, then winced In pain as they 
glanced futilely off the skin-tearing 
surface of living stone. Again a lus-
trous black arm swung ponderously to-
ward my face, and this time I had no 
chance to dodge. 

The blow struck my forehead with 
stunning force. My body hvrrtled back-
ward into a precariously piled heap of 
cases in the corner. The pile collapsed 
wfth a splintering crash, but I was too 
dazed to scramble clear. 

The last thing that I heard was 
Alice's high-pitched scream of mortal 
terror. Then the falling cases crashed 
upon my head and shoulders. Whi te 
flame exploded in my brain in a blind-
ing sheet fo l lowed instantly by a black 
oblivion that blotted out everything. 

MY first waking sensation was of 
pain. My head throbbed. A g -

ony grated through my left side with 
every breath that I drew. An intoler-
able weight was pressing upon my 
chest. I opened my eyes. They met 
only smothering darkness. 

My arms were partially pinned at 
my sides. I managed to twist them 
free sufficiently to explore the darkness 
around me. I was lying face upward 
on the floor, half buried beneath the 
broken packing-cases and their stone 
contents. 

It took long minutes of muscle-
wrenching work before I managed to 
work myself free of the splintered de-
bris, and wriggle clear. My body was 
an aching mass of bruises from head 
to foot, but the only serious injury 
seemed to be in my side. The persist-
ent grating pain there told of broken 
ribs. 

I searched my pocket for matches. 
I found just one, and it was broken. 
Its flame lasted for scant seconds be-
fore it scorched itself out against my 
blistered fingers. T h e brief flare lasted 
long enough for me to see that I was 
alone in the small room. 

The Black God had gone. And with 
the monstrously stalking figure of ma-
lignant stone, A l i c e had vanished 1 
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Stark dread closed over my heart 
with icy fingers as I thought of the un-
speakable fate that might have befallen 
her. My steps shuffled over the floor 
with frenzied haste as I groped for the 
door. 

Imagination limned vivid and terri-
ble pictures in my tprtured brain— 
images of the clear, flawless blond 
beauty of Alice's lovely face, and dread 
memory of the horrible faceless frag-
ment that had once been Mack Del-
mar. 

I groped my way along the case-
lined aisle of the next room. My foot 
thudded solidly into something lying 
limp and motionless on the floor. My 
lips spoke a whispered prayer as I 
knelt and explored the thing with grop-
ing fingers. 

A mighty wave of relief surged 
through my heart as my fumbling fin-
gers met a stiff collar and tie that were 
unmistakably masculine. My fingers 
passed on up over the chin. Then 
abruptly I snatched them away with a 
strangled exclamation of abysmal hor-
ror. 

The sight of the faceless mutilations 
that marked the Black God's dread 
path was horrible enough, but to run 
one's fingers into one of those unspeak-
able facial cavities in the darkness was 
a shock that brought my reeling brain 
perilously close to the brink of shriek-
ing madness. 

My body retching in uncontrollable 
nausea, I staggered to my feet and 
blundered on through the blackness to-
ward the stairs. My foot struck the 
bottom step. 

At the top of the flight a faint line 
of light marked the crack of the door. 
From somewhere beyond the door 
there were faint sounds, as of some-
one or some Thing moving around in 
the room above. 

There was a low rumble of conver-
sation but the words were indistin-
guishable. I groped my way cau-
tiously up the stairs. The door opened 
outward into the study. It was slightly 
ajar, but the crack was too narrow to 
give any view of the room beyond. I 
gently pushed it open several inches 
more. The sight that was revealed 
numbed my heart with cold horror. 

The monstrous form of the Black 
God dominated the scene. The tower-
ing figure was in its former place in 
front of the wall, but it no longer stood 
erect upon its splayed feet. It now 
leaned far forward at an angle so great 
that the only thing which restrained its 
headlong plunge to the floor was a 
thick rope looped around its massive 
neck. 

ST R E T C H E D on the floor beneath 
the grisly menace of the stone co-

lossus was Alice's helplessly-bound fig-
ure. Her position had been calculated 
with fiendish nicety. When the lean-
ing figure of the Black God was re-
leased to finish its forward fall, its long 
bestial snout would strike with horri-
ble accuracy squarely into Alice's un-
protected face! 

The rope around the Black God's 
neck passed on up over an iron hook 
fastened to the ceiling rafters, then 
down to a strong steel spike driven 
deep into the wall. The rope was 
looped around the spike in a noosed 
knot that needed only a single jerk at 
its free end to come loose and send the 
stone figure hurtling forward on its 
deadly plunge. 

And, standing with his hand almost 
within reach of the knotted rope, was 
the human monster who had been re-
sponsible for the grisly horror of the 
night's events. There was no mistak-
ing the tall gaunt figure. It was Karl 
Reisner! 

Alice's face was deathly white as she 
stared up into Reisner's eyes, but her 
voice was pluckily steady. 

" W h y are you doing this to me, 
Karl?" she pleaded. 

" I have no choice in the matter, my 
dear," Reisner rasped. " I t is either 
your life or mine. Y o u and Allan 
Grove were Gordon Herron's sole 
heirs. An accounting of the estate to 
you would reveal that the accounts had 
been looted of considerable sums. 

"The shortage would Inevitably be 
traced to me and the authorities would 
then guess the real truth about Her-
ron's death, that I killed him when he 
threatened to send me to prison for the 
theft. But with you and Grove elim-
inated, the accounting would be post-
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poned long enough for me to cover all 
traces of the shortage." 

I stepped up into the room. Every 
muscle was tensed in an agonizing ef-
fort to keep f rom making the slightest 
sound. T h e spot where Reisner was 
standing was nearly thirty feet from 
the basement door. I crept toward him 
with the slow and infinite caution of a 
stalking jungle cat. 

" M a c k Delmar suspected the truth 
about Herron's death," Reisner's husky 
voice rasped on, "but he was too canny 
to act until he had proof. The fool 
waited too long. I killed him just be-
fore I went to the village to meet you 
tonight, then mutilated his face to 
make it appear that he had been slain 
by the Black God . " 

As I stealthily advanced upon Reis-
ner, I saw on the floor beyond him the 
discarded costume that had been worn 
during the attack upon us in the base-
ment. The body and cleverly built-up 
headpiece were sheathed in a black 
stone-like material. The soles of the 
shoes were lead-weighted like those of 
a diver. 

The facsimile gem upon the chest 
still shone red from a concealed bat-
tery. Beside the suit was a bolo, its 
heavy blade stained dark with blood, in 
all probability the weapon which had 
so horribly mutilated the faces of Mack 
Delmar and Allan Grove. 

I could see now how easily Reisner 
had duped us into playing directly into 
his hands. W h e n we entered the base-
ment in answer to his cry, he had prob-
ably been hidden among the packing-
cases in the room at the foot of the 
steps. 

After we passed on into the smaller 
room he slipped back upstairs, donned 
the Black God costume, snapped off 
the lights, and descended for his mur-
derous attack. He had made just one 
mistake in his carefully-planned pro-
gram thus far, and that was when he 
had left me for dead beneath the pile 
of fallen cases. 

I H A D covered half the distance to 
where Reisner was standing when 

Alice saw me. Her 6wift-drooping eye-
lids instantly hid any telltale gleam of 
hope from her captor. W i t h lightning 

alertness and superb courage, she 
helped me in the only way she pos-
sibly could, by trying to keep the 
fiend's attention diverted until I could 
get within striking distance. 

" Y o u can't get away with your plan, 
Kar l ! " she said desperately. "Peop le 
believed you when you attributed Gor-
don Herron's death to the Black God, 
but they'll never believe that three 
other persons could have died the same 
way. " 

" W h y not? " Reisner rasped, his 
voice tense with the sadistic madness 
that surged through his veins. " T h e 
fools of the press built the Black God 
up into a supernatural figure about 
which anything will be believed. 

" I have cleverly added to its aura of 
evil mystery, even to the extent of in-
jecting poisonous chemicals in to the 
sap of the surrounding trees. W h e n I 
tell my story of the God stalking mur-
derously through the house tonight, 
leaving me the only survivor, I will be 
believed. No one w i l l—" 

Reisner's words broke abruptly off. 
Some faint sound of my steps must 
have warned him for he whirled 
swiftly around while I was still a full 
six feet away. 

There was no time to rush him. His 
hand swung too perilously close to the 
knotted rope that would release the 
stone statue. I left my feet in a hur-
tling headlong tackle. 

W e crashed to the floor together. 
Reisner clawed for his pocket with his 
right hand as we scrambled back to our 
feet, but I was upon him be fore he had 
time to complete the motion. 

My fists ripped into his face in a lash-
ing attack that staggered him. He 
caught himself, and fought back with 
a savage ferocity that momentarily 
held me at bay. There was surprising 
power in that tall gaunt frame. 

But he no longer had the protection 
of the stone-sheathed armor that had 
given him such an overwhelming ad-
vantage in our basement battle. This 
time my fists struck solidly home, and 
their ripping punishment swiftly began 
to tell. 

He gave ground before the blows I 
rained in his face. Beyond him I saw 
Alice jerking and rolling her bound 
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body with desperate efforts, had man-
aged to writhe safely clear of the lean-
ing Black God's menace. 

I shot a thudding left home to Reis-
ner's mid-section. As he sagged from 
the blow I caught him with a smashing 
right on the side of his jaw. He pitched 
backward to the floor at the base of the 
leaning statue. 

In the heat of the battle I had for-
gotten his previous effort to get some-
thing out of his pocket. I remembered 
it too late. His hand again flashed for 
his pocket, and came out with an auto-
matic pistol. 

I flung myself forward, but his shot 
caught me in mid-stride. Smashing 
pain raked my side as the slug fur-
rowed across my ribs. I staggered 
backward into the wall. 

Reisner rose to one knee. His skull-
like face was a contorted masque of 
demoniac triumph as he carefully 
steadied the pistol for the next shot. 
With pain-glazed eyes I watched the 
lethal black hole of the muzzle swing 

inexorably into line with my heart. 
Then the fingers of my right hand 
touched a dangling rope end. 

Memory of what that rope meant 
flashed with lightning swiftness 
through my racing brain. I jerked it 
savagely, then flung my body to one 
side just as Reisner fired. The bullet 
ripped harmlessly into the wall within 
scant inches of my body. 

Reisner looked up in time to see the 
Black Ged start forward in its deadly 
plunge. He tried frantically to scram-
ble out of the way, but his foot slipped. 
He sprawled on his back, squarely in 
the Black God's path. 

Reisner screamed, a cry of stark hor-
ror that ended abruptly. The falling 
statue struck with a weird and terrible 
accuracy. What had been Karl Reis-
ner's face vanished in a hideously 
pulped cavity in which the statue's 
blood-smeared snout nuzzled deep, as 
though the Black God was actually 
glutting its hunger in one of the grisly 
feasts that Reisner had simulated. 
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A man, masked, snung a hatchet in a short vicious arc . 

Murder Comes with Dripping Jaws and Escapes into 
Darkness — and the Fate of the Coyles 

Hangs upon a Cu rse! 

By HENRY KUTTNER 
Author of "Nightmare Woman," "My Brother, The Ghoul," etc. 

ED G A R C O Y L E braked his road-
ster to a halt in the wel l -kept 
d r i v e w a y a n d curiously 

glanced up at the old house towering 
above him. It seemed scarcely to 
have changed in six years. A great, 
o ld- fashioned mansion, lonely in its 
height on the slope of Grey Mountain, 
far above the little vil lage in the valley 
below. The driveway was careful ly 

raked, and the little garden was well 
tended, but bushes still grew thickly 
on the slopes nearby. 

Coyle, as a boy, had feared those 
bushes. They had been so dark, so 
menacing, as though they harbored in 
their shadowed depths all the ghastly 
figures that haunt a child's dreams. 
Often, peering down fearfully from 
his bedroom window, he had imagined 
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that alien eyes were glaring at him 
from below; in the night, when dogs 
howled from the village, Edgar Coyle 
would awake shuddering with terror. 
For instilled in him by Lynch, the 
hunchbacked, superstitious butler, had 
been the tale of the Coyle curse—the 
werewolf legend. 

But now, Coyle thought, he had out-
grown such foolishness. He was com-
ing home, for the first time since a 
night six years ago, when a bitter ar-
gument with old Everett Coyle, his 
grandfather, had ended with the 
younger man's stalking out of the 
house, declaring that from then on 
he would support himself. 

That he had done. But with the 
years his old hatred of the taciturn, 
morose old man had changed, faded 
and dimmed. He himself, he knew now, 
had been at fault also; intolerant 
youth a n d opinionated a g e h a d 
clashed. In response to his grand-
father's pleading letters, Edgar Coyle 
had come home. " T o shake hands once 
more before I die," the old man had 
written. 

Smiling somewhat sadly, Coyle 
swung out of the car and hurried up 
the path. As he rapped the old-fash-
ioned bronze knocker he was wonder-
ing who would answer the door, 
whether old Lynch was still presiding 
over the household. 

Yes. It was Lynch, framed in the 
doorway, his gigantic, humped torso 
monstrous above dwarfed legs. The 
swarthy, wrinkled face, stubbled with 
grey beard, was thrust forward. Spark-
ling, jet-black e y e s peered into 
Coyle's own. 

"Don't you know me?" Coyle asked, 
grinning. "Hello, Lynch 1" 

THE man drew back, his face twist-
ing into a mask of fear and ha-

tred. His voice came raspingly. 
"Aye , I know you, Edgar. Your 

grandfather said you were coming. 
You Fool!" 

Startled, Coyle stepped back. Was 
Lynch mad? What had happened to 
change him so? 

"Lynch, " Coyle protested, frown-
ing. "What 's the matter, man? Is any-
thing wrong?" 

The hunchback shut the door care-
fully behind him and stepped out on 
the porch. His hands swept out, 
caught Coyle's shoulders. Black eyes 
stared searchingly. And fear crept 
into them. 

"Yes, man, something's wrong." 
Slowly Lynch nodded. "Have you for-
got all the old tales I told you? Ed-
gar, you're a Coyle. Does that mean 
nothing to you? " 

Coyle stared in astonishment, re-
pressing an impulse to laugh. 

"You mean the curse? Lynch! 
Afraid of me? W h y you've known 
me since I was a baby!" 

"You're no child now." The hunch-
back's face was sombre. "You're twen-
ty-three. The curse falls when a 
Coyle's of age. And you have the yel-
low Coyle eyes, wolf 's eyes, that can 
see in the dark." 

"Come on," Coyle said brusquely. 
A little surge of irritation mounted 
within him. "Tel l my grandfather 
I'm here. At least he won't be afraid 
of me." 

"The fool , " Lynch whispered, his 
voice hoarse with passion. "The mad 
fool . No, he'll not fear you ; he does-
n't believe, either. But I fear, for I 
know! And I'll save you both. Go 
back to the city, Edgar. You must, 
you must." 

For a moment Coyle considered ar-
guing further with the old servant. 
But impatience won. Shrugging, he 
moved aside, intending to brush past 
Lynch. Again iron hands gripped his 
shoulders. 

"You' l l not, then? By G o d — " The 
great fingers dug remorselessly into 
Coyle's flesh. "You' l l not come in this 
house. Not with the curse on y o u ! " 

Winc ing with pain, Coyle tore free. 
Lynch blocked his path. He flung out 
a great arm, pointing to the roadster. 
But Coyle came forward, head bent, 
fists ready. 

The hunchback crouched. His arms 
swung apelike. His hairy face was a 
twisted devil-mask. 

" L y n c h ! " The cry came from near-
by. A girl's voice, low and command-
ing. The hunchback looked around 
quickly, and Coyle fol lowed his gaze. 

A girl was standing at the corner of 
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the house. She wore r id ing clothes, 
swung a crop carelessly against her 
leg. Level grey eyes, f r inged by lashes 
golden as the girl 's hair, watched the 
two men. 

" W h o are y o u ? " she asked. " O h — 
your eyes—" She broke off suddenly. 
Flushing, she covered her embarrass-
ment. " I ' m sorry. You 're Edgar 
Coyle , of course." 

" I 'm not ashamed of 'em," Coyle 
grinned. " Y e l l o w eyes are a family 
trait. Thanks for coming just now. 
L y n c h and I — " He hesitated, not 
wishing to involve the old servant in 
trouble ; but L y n c h shrugged impa-
tiently. 

" H e must go back to the city, Miss 
Denison. He must." 

" W h a t ? " T h e girl stared " B u t 
w h y ? Your grandfather has been 
talking for days about you. You 'd 
planned to stay for a week, he said. 
Can't y o u — " 

" I ' ve no intention of leaving," Coyle 
broke in. " L y n c h insists on it." 

" L y n c h ! You 've no r ight—" 
" M y right and my duty , " growled 

the hunchback harshly. " Y o u see his 
eyes? W o l f ' s eyes ! He can see in the 
dark, as all the Coyles can. And d 'you 
know w h y ? Sure" you know—it ' s no 
secret around here. T h e vil lagers 
know why every Coy le must live alone 
after 's he's of a g e ! " 

TH E girl 's brows contracted. Her 
lips parted, but L y n c h gave her 

no chance to speak. 
"There ' s an old saying— 

'One shall be spared, for he is the lock; 
One shall be spared, for he is the key; 
Two shall be doomed, be they Coyle clan, 
By the blood of wolf in the veins of man.' 
A l o n e the Coyles are safe. But when 
two Coyles meet, the gate is unlocked 
—the gate of hel l ! And the werewol f 
runs with the pack aga in ! " 

" S t o p it, L y n c h ! " H o w well Coyle 
knew that deep, power fu l vo i ce ! 
Swi f t ly he turned. Everett Coyle , his 
grandfather. T h e old man had changed 
not at all. His snowy mane swept back 
f r o m the wide forehead, and his bushy 
eyebrows were tangled above the yel-
l ow Coyle eyes, blazing now with 
anger. 

"S top i t ! Y o u superstitious f oo l , 

get in the house ! I should have ex-
pected something like this." Mutter -
ing, the old man watched Lynch sham-
ble out of sight. Then his face was no 
longer f orb idd ing . 

"Edgar , I 'm g l a d — " T h e two wrung 
each other's hand, and the younger 
man felt a deep thankfulness that he 
had heeded his grandfather 's call. 

A f t e r a moment old Coy le turned 
away. His voice was unsteady as he 
spoke. 

" I ' l l get the others. I want you to 
meet them. Come in the house. You , 
too, Alma," he said. 

Comfortab ly esconced on an o ld-
fashioned sofa, the girl smiled at 
Coyle . 

" I guess we're introduced. A lma 
Denison. Boarding with your uncle." 

Coyle looked surprised. " I didn't 
know—sure ly he doesn ' t—" 

" W e l l , not a regular boarder. Didn't 
you know about Nova Co lony? Your 
grandfather started it, and his money 's 
backing it. L u c k y he's got plenty of 
dinero, for certainly it's shown no 
pro f i t ! " She caught herself . " I mean, 
it's an artistic co lony , with only a f e w 
members. T h e y all live here with 
your grandfather, who 's backing them 
— f o r m e d a corporation, in fact . " 

Coyle grunted. He was not entirely 
pleased by this news, although he 
could not have said why. 

" A r e you in on this — Nova Col -
o n y ? " he asked the girl. 

"Oh , no. I 'm really spending my 
vacation here. Mr. Coy le was an old 
fr iend of my father's, and, well , father 
died, and a stenographer doesn't make 
a fortune. Your grandfather asked me 
to spend my vacation here. It helps a 
lot." She smiled conf idingly . Some-
how Coyle was glad that this girl was 
not a member of Nova Co lony . 

He glanced up quickly. His grand-
father was ushering three men into 
the room. Introduct ions were made. 
It was plain that Everett Coy le 
thought highly of these three. 

CO Y L E catalogued them in his 
mind. Norman Arndt—author . 

A bronzed, pleasant-faced man who 
seemed curiously y o u n g despite the 
streaks of gray at his temples. 
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Clyde Di Mario—a slender, nervous 
man of indeterminate age, with a thin 
dark face and a needle-t ipped black 
moustache. And Ralf Kain, who was 
a sculptor—very big, very blond. 

Di Mario, a painter, had a number of 
packages under his arm. 

" I 'm going to the vi l lage," he an-
nounced. "There is mail to go . A n d 
some canvases. Have any of you 
mai l? " 

"Not me," the blond Kain said. " I ' ve 
been expect ing a letter though. Ask 
for it, eh? ' 

"See if my dictaphone records have 
come in yet, too, Di Mario. I ordered 
some two weeks ago. and they haven't 
arrived," Arndt said, shrugging semi-
tragically. " I ' l l be reduced to using 
my typewriter soon, and I 'm much too 
lazy. I do all my writ ing vocal ly , " 
he grinned at Coyle. "Miss Denison 
is good enough to transcribe it for 
me." 

Di Mario, with a glance at the 
darkening windows, hurried away. 
Everett Coyle looked after him, his 
shaggy eyebrows raised. 

" H e does not find our company stim-
ulating, I fear," he observed in his 
deep bass 

" N o , " Arndt grunted. " H e won ' t 
be home till eleven or twelve. Cards 
and drink—they' l l keep him busy." 

Later Coy le was to remember those 
words. The rest of the evening was a 
pleasant, confused haze—cocktai ls , a 
dinner served by the sullen Lynch , 
cigars and idle talk—and finally bed. 
As always at night, a strong wind blew 
noisi ly around the house ; peering 
down at the bushes, Coy le chuckled 
to himself. 

No wonder he had been fr ightened 
by them as a child. Certainly the 
black shadows took strange 9hapes, 
but they were merely wind-tossed 
shrubs. Still, he did not envy Di Mario 
his journey back f rom the village. 

He was sleepy, very sleepy. A lmost 
before his head touched the p i l low the 
black abyss of obl ivion swallowed him. 
Dreams came. ~ 

Strange dreams. Dreams of moon-
lit forests, and shadows, lean, furt ive 
sh»dows that sl ipped noiselessly f r o m 
tree to tree. Strangely in the dream 

he seemed to be running with the 
shadows, running on four l egs ! 

The dream changed. There were 
vague, inchoate flashes, a vision of the 
moonl i t slopes be low the house, with 
bushes tossing wi ld ly in the silver 
g low, and a small figure p lodd ing 
along the road. A figure he recog -
nized. Di Mario 

In the dream Coyle ran to meet the 
artist. Ran—on all f o u r s ! Ran, and 
leaped, and saw Di Mario 's face, a gro-
tesque horrible mask, drop beneath his 
onslaught, saw b lood ribbon across 
swarthy skin! T h e rest of that ghastly 
dream— 

Coyle did not care to remember ! 
Shuddering, sweating with horror, he 
awoke to find sunlight slanting across 
his pi l low. Someone was knocking 
loudly at his door. 

S lowly Coy le got out of bed. There 
was a dull ache in his head, and he saw 
with a shock that his pajamas were 
stained with earth and torn in several 
places. 

" W h o ' s there?" he called weakly. 
" I t ' s Kain. Come out, man—Di 

Mario 's been k i l l ed ! " 
Ice gr ipped Coyle . He sat down 

weakly on the edge of the bed. 
" W h a t ? Di M a r i o — k i l l e d ? " he 

gasped. 
"Yes . W i l l you come d o w n ? " 
" R i g h t away," Coyle called. " I ' l l be 

right there." A f t e r a brief hesitation 
the sound of footsteps receded down 
the hall. 

Coyle 's eyes were shut against the 
throbbing ache in his skull. S lowly 
they opened. He peered at the hands 
resting on his knees. 

HA N D S that were stained red ! A 
s ickening charnel odor of the 

abattoir crept into his nostrils, and he 
was suddenly sick and g iddy . 

" G o o d G o d , " Coy le g r o a n e d . 
" W h a t ' s happened to me? W h a t — 
what have I d o n e ? " 

A glance into the large mirror did 
not reassure him. T h e haggard, hol -
l ow-eyed image that faced him sent 
him hurrying to the bathroom to re-
move all trace of the ghastly red stains 
that be fou led his hands and face. He 
made a hasty toilet, and presently de-
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scended the stairs. 
There seemed to be no one in the 

house. A buzz of excited comment 
came faintly from outside. Coyle 
went to the door. His shaking hand 
found a cigarette, lit it. 

A group of men was gathered about 
something in the road, something that 
lay sprawled in the shadow of a 
thicket As though drawn by a lode-
stone, Coyle moved forward. The 
thing was covered over by a blanket, 
but blood had seeped through in a 
great, shapeless stain. 

"Di Mario," Coyle said tonelessly. 
"What—what killed him?" 

Faces were turned to him. One he 
did not recognize, lean, lantern-jawed, 
with sharp colorless eyes. An old 
man, but one with the whipcord body 
of youth. 

"This is my grandson," Everett 
Coyle said. His voice was emotion-
less, but his yellow eyes were unnat-
urally distended. 

"Edgar, this is Sheriff Dakin." 
Dakin acknowledged the introduc-

tion with a grunt. 
"Dunno what killed him," he ob-

served. "Ajiimal, maybe. There's 
plenty of tracks here. Looks like dog 
or coyote or wolf tracks." 

And now Coyle saw them in the 
dust. Impressions of pads, the claws 
extremely prominent. His Btomach 
gave a little jump. 

This was impossible—impossible, 
unless one granted the reality of 
ghastly legends of another age! Yet 
was it merely superstition? Was not 
a familiar medical term today lycan-
thropy, a form of mania in which the 
patient thinks himself a wild beast? 

Shuddering, soul sick, Coyle moved 
aside, noticing the furtive glances the 
others gave him. Someone laid a hand 
on his arm. He looked up quickly. 

"Alma," he said. " I—you shouldn't 
have seen this." 

"I found the—I found him," 3he 
said. Her face was white, but com-
posed. Her grey eyes searched his 
own. After a moment Coyle's gaze 
fel l . 

Everett Coyle, his strange eyes 
dwelling on his grandson's face, ap-
proached. 

"Edgar," he said slowly, gripping 
the younger man's arm. "What kept 
you so long? Were you asleep?" 

"I—yes. I was asleep." Coyle 
found it difficult to meet the old man's 
steady stare. Everett Coyle turned to 
the girl. 

" W i l l you excuse us, Alma? I want 
to—" 

Nodding understandingly, the girl 
went toward the house, and Everett 
Coyle led his companion in another 
direction. Screened by thick bushes, 
he turned to face his grandson. 

"I was late getting up this morn-
ing. W e all were But I was the first 
one up, and I saw something under 
your window, Edgar." 

Coyle's face was white. With an 
effort he said, "Under my window? 
Was someone trying to get in?" 

"There were tracks under the win-
dow," the old man said very softly. 
" W o l f tracks." 

f f W m T H A T do you mean?" Coyle 
w w whispered through dry lips. 

"In God's name—what do you mean?" 
"I 'm no fool , Edgar. Nor am I su-

perstitious. But I think a wolf , or 
something like a wolf , came to the 
house last night. That, alone, would 
not matter greatly; wolves can be 
killed. I — " The old man hesitated. 
His bearded lips were retracted in a 
grimace of pain. 

"I found other tracks under your 
window," he went on finally. "The 
tracks of bare feet. I noticed a little 
scar—triangular—on one heel. I re-
member when you got that scar, Ed-
gar, as a boy. You stepped on a broken 
bottle." 

Coyle stood u n m o v i n g, mad 
thoughts racing through his brain. His 
lips formed a word which the other 
recognized. 

"Lycanthropy. Yes, that's what I 
feared. I destroyed your footprints, 
Edgar, but—" The patriarchal face 
was a tragic mask of agony and pain. 
"Edgar, don't make me believe this. 
I thought all the tales were supersti-
tions, because of the Coyle eyes. They 
seemed like the sort of legends that 
are the outgrowth of any peculiar in-
herited characteristic. But this ter-
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rible insanity—" 
Coy le l ooked away. W i t h dreadful 

distinctness he was recall ing his 
dream, if a dream it had been. Some-
h o w it seemed, now, less a dTeam than 
a memory . Lycanthropy! Fr ight fu l , 
mania in which the vict im, bel ieving 
himself a w o l f , goes forth by night to 
slay, to slake his red thirst ! 

N o w Coy le remembered medical his-
tories he had read, cases of men who 
had crept through midnight shadows 
to wreak ghastly butchery, men who 
had ended their lives in insane asyl-
ums, dumb save f or the bestial yells 
and snarls that came f rom their 
throats. 

A n d in Coyle ' s brain, like a cracked 
phonograph record, there whispered a 
mad little phrase. Over and over— 

" I am the wo l f . I am the w o l f . " 
Night came down s lowly . A pall of 

s i lence seemed to hang over the house. 
A l l day it had existed, ever since Di 
Mario 's mangled corpse had been 
taken down to the village. T o m o r r o w 
men would set out with guns and dogs 
in pursuit of the man-killer. 

" A timber w o l f , " the sheriff had said 
wisely . " O n c e in a while we still get 
'em around here. Prob ' ly half starved, 
and Di Mario must have been drunk, 
or it'd never have happened." 

A l l day Coy le had been consc ious of 
eyes watching him. Lynch ' s eyes, 
w ide with terror and something like 
hatred. His grandfather 's ye l l ow 
eyes. Inscrutable eyes of blond Ralf 
Kain, the s cu lptor ; speculative eyes of 
Arndt the writer. 

A n d A lma Denison 's grey eyes, a 
little puzzled, a little worr ied. But 
not afraid. Somehow it would have 
hurt Coy le a great deal to have read 
fear in the girl 's cool gaze. 

T h e y ate in silence. Finally Coyle 
could no longer endure the furtive 
glances cast his way. He pushed back 
his chair si lently and took his demi-
tasse into the garden. The cool breeze 
was pleasant on his flushed face. He 
sipped the co f fee s lowly . 

Presently a sound made him turn. 
A l m a Denison was beside him. 

" W e ' l l drink ours together, e h ? " 
she smiled, making a grandiose ges-
ture with her t iny cup. " I f y o u — o h ! " 

A stone turned under her f oo t , and 
the girl nearly fell . Coy le caught her 
just in time. For a moment she lay 
in his arms unresisting, her cool eyes 
smil ing into his. A n d because the man 
could not help it, he bent his head, 
pressed his lips on those scarlet, al-
luring ones. 

S w i f t l y he drew back. 
" I ' m sorry. I shouldn't have—" 
But the girl was still smiling. " I — 

rather liked it, Ed , " she whispered. 
" H o w e v e r , it seems we get no co f f ee . " 

Coyle scarcely glanced at the shat-
tered cups. " I mean it, Alma. I 
shouldn't have kissed you. W i l l you 
— f o r g e t i t ? " 

T h e girl 's eyes fell . " O f course. If 
you wish," she murmured. 

Silently she turned back to the 
house, and as silently Coyle f o l l o w e d 
her. 

AN uncanny drowsiness seemed to 
have settled over all of them. 

Coy le had thought that he would 
not be able to sleep, but when the 
others, b l inking sleepily, had retired 
to their rooms, he, too, felt a dull heav-
iness oppress his mind, a lethargic 
languor that made his movements an 
effort. 

Buttoning his pajama coat, he 
moved to the w i n d o w and stopped, 
staring. Then he l i f ted the shade, and 
saw the heavy shutters that barred the 
window. Shutters that were immov-
able! He slid open the w i n d o w and 
tested them, but they scarcely creaked 
under the pressure of his hand. Some-
how a little breath of relief touched 
Coyle . He turned away, and hesitated 
as a knock came on the door. 

" E d g a r ? " It was his grandfather 's 
voice. 

" W a n t m e ? " Coyle asked sleepily. 
" C o m e in." 

But there was no response. Only 
the cl ick of a key turning, and the 
sounds of footsteps padding so f t ly 
away. Grinning wry ly , Coy le went to 
the door and tested it. Locked . Ev-
erett Coyle had taken steps to protect 
his grandson—and himself . 

Sleep came to Coy le presently. It 
was not the lethargic slumber of the 
preceding night, but a broken, uneasy 
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sleep. There came again to him the 
eerie visions he had already experi-
enced, the moonlit forests where black 
shapes ran furtively. 

A tiny thread of sound, elfin-thin, 
ran through his dreams, a vague whis-
pering, faint and far away. It grew 
louder, and receded, and swelled 
again. And now Coyle seemed to see 
the sleeping form of his grandfather, 
bearded face pale in the moonlight. 
Coyle was moving closer, a dreadful 
hunger stirring within him. 

Shrill, piercingly, a scream ripped 
through the mists shrouding Coyle's 
mind, bringing him back to full con-
sciousness. T h e room was dark, but 
unerringly Coyle 's hand went to the 
lamp at his bedside, switched it on. 
There was an odd sensation in his ears 
and a voice was murmuring something. 

He sat bolt upright, staring at the 
thing his hands had brought down 
from his head. Earphones! From 
them a rubber tube ran to a black metal 
box beside the bed, on which a dark 
cylinder revolved slowly. It was a 
dictaphone. 

The ghost-voice was quite audible 
now. Coyle 's eyes widened as he lis-
tened. 

"—moonl i t forest — black shadows 
are moving there, running swi f t ly— 
you are running with them—and now 
you are in Everett Coyle 's room, mov-
ing closer to him. You are watching 
his throat. A little gesture, and red 
blood will spurt out—" 

W i t h a horrified exclamation Coyle 
dropped the earphones. He under-
stood, now. Something he had read, 
long ago, came back to him. A scien-
tific experiment on education during 
sleep. 

A f ter the patients slept, Coyle re-
membered, an adapted dictaphone had 
given informative lectures, carried by 
earphones to the sleeping minds of the 
subjects. And on awakening they had 
remembered the lectures almost word 
for w o r d ! 

A trick, Coyle realized that now, 
had been used to create in his mind a 
dream-memory of something that had 
never occurred. The whispering 
voice of the dictaphone had suggested 
to Coyle the weird visions, while 

someone had gone forth to slay, ruth-
lessly, bloodily . 

Coyle 's mind worked swift ly , ana-
lyzing and fitting together the frag-
ments of the puzzle. Someone who 
was familiar with the werewolf legend 
had killed Di Mario, and had attempt-
ed to frame Coyle, even to the extent 
of making him believe in his own 
guilt. Someone whose voice, distort-
ed and unrecognizable, had whispered 
deadly suggestion from the dicta-
phone. 

AG A I N the cry came, faint, des-
pairing. Coyle had almost for -

gotten what had awakened him, but 
now, hearing the terrified scream from 
below, he leaped f rom the bed, curs-
ing. His bare feet made no sound 38 
he crossed the room, tried the door. 
It was unlocked. Everett Coyle had 
left the key in the lock, and the mur-
derer had easily opened the door when 
he had brought the dictaphone to 
Coyle's room. 

Downstairs a door slammed. Swift ly 
Coyle raced down to the first floor. 
The hall was empty, dim in the moon-
light. Stealthily he tried a door. 

The room beyond was empty. The 
next two proved equally disappoint-
ing. But beyond them— 

Quietly Coyle drew the door open, 
peering through the crack at a dimly-
lighted cellar and old rickety stairs. 
The place was a maze of dust and cob-
webs, and the accumulated rubbish of 
years littered the floor. A single elec-
tric bulb hung from the ceiling, its 
faint radiance gleaming on the nearly 
nude body of Alma Denison as she lay 
crumpled on the ground. 

Hurriedly Coyle went down the 
stairs. The girl's filmy nightdress 
hung in shreds, and a dark bruise dis-
colored her temple. But she seemed 
unhurt. Beside her, however, lay a 
rake, the tines discolored with clotted 
blood, to which shreds of flesh and 
hair clung. The weapon that had mu-
tilated Di Mario ! 

As Coyle stared, Alma's e y e s 
opened, and she cried out sharply, her 
horror-riveted gaze on him. Drop-
ping the blood-stained rake he knelt 
beside her. 
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"It 's all right, Alma," he told her. 
" W h a t happened? Are y o u — " 

She swayed toward him, faint with 
relief. 

" I — I don't know, Ed. I woke up 
when I heard someone moving around 
in the hall, and when I opened the 
door he—he saw me." 

" W h o ? " 
"I don't know. His face—he had a 

woman's stocking over it, with just 
eyeholes cut in it. He caught me, Ed. 
I tried to get back in my room, but he 
was too quick. He dragged me down 
here, although I fought him all the 
way, and then he must have knocked 
me unconscious. My head—" Her 
fingers went up to the livid bruise. 

Coyle 's lips tightened grimly. He 
straightened as a sound came to his 
ears. His head turned swift ly. 

T h e door at the top of the stairs was 
opening. 

A black, hunched figure stood there. 
It was the hunchback, Lynch. His 
grotesque face was twisted with some 
unfathomable emotion. 

He came down the steps slowly, his 
gaze never leaving Coyle. The wrin-
kled, red lids were drooping, but the 
hunchback's eyes were glittering and 
fixed. 

" L y n c h ! " Coyle said sharply. 
The man stopped at the foot of the 

stairs. Amazingly a tear rolled down 
his creased, black-stubbled cheek. 

"Ah, G o d — E d g a r ! " he whispered 
hoarsely. "I couldn't believe—even 
though I knew the curse. But now—" 
His glance went to the half-nude girl. 
"You—you 're a wild beast, Edgar ! " 

Sheer agony was in the hunchback's 
voice as he almost shouted. " I 'm go-
ing to kill you ! I must, like I'd kill a 
mad d o g ! Y o u — " 

He moved forward on his stumpy 
legs, great arms dangling. Before 
Coyle could move, the girl leaped to 
her feet, interposed her body between 
the two men. 

"Stop it, Lynch ! He's not—he did-
n't do this." 

" E h ? " Lynch stopped, staring. "He 
didn ' t—" 

Without w a r n i n g it happened. 
Stark fear sprang into Alma's eyes; 
Coyle shouted a futile warning. 

SO M E T H I N G had emerged f rom 
the darkness beneath the stair-

way—a man, masked, swinging a 
hatchet in a short vicious arc. The 
murderous weapon crashed down on 
the hunchback's head. 

Horribly the man's head was split 
almost in half under that terrible blow. 
Wi th a brittle crunching of bone the 
hatchet's blade bit deep, and the body 
of Lynch stood for an intolerable, age-
long moment, still and unmoving. 

The hunchback toppled. Blood 
spattered on Alma and Coyle. 

Coyle wrenched his gaze f rom the 
shambles at his feet. A sharp com-
mand from the killer made his tense 
muscles relax. An automatic was 
aimed unwaveringly at his heart. 

"Back up," a cold voice requested 
with ironic politeness. "Against the 
wall. That's it. Now we're quite com-
fortable " 

" Y o u devi l ! " Coyle whispered. 
"You're responsible for this?" 

"Of course." the other said. Coyle 
tried to pierce the stocking-mask, hut 
the features beneath it were unrecog-
nizable. "Of course I'm responsible. 
But don't blame me. You started it." 

" I ?—what d'you mean?" An amaz-
ing thought was growing in Coyle 's 
mind. "I started it—by coming here?" 

"That 's it. It doesn't really matter 
now how much you know, for you'll 
both be dead in a f ew minutes. Or 
even sooner." He thrust the gun for-
ward. 

" Y o u killed Di Mar io? " Alma asked. 
Coyle blessed her. From the corner 

of his eye he had seen an empty beer 
bottle lying on the head of a barrel 
scarcely a foot away. He shifted his 
weight imperceptibly. 

"Yes , " the masked man admitted. "I 
killed Di Mario And tonight Irm go-
ing to kill a few others, just as I 'd 
planned. In fact, more than I'd 
planned, for if you hadn't interfered, 
I'd not have found it necessary to dis-
pose of Lynch, or either of you. 
Lynch and the girl would have been 
witnesses against Edgar Coyle. And 
you, Mr. Coyle, would have died In 
the chair or gone to an insane asylum." 

"But w h y ? " Coyle asked desper-
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ately. " I 've never harmed you, as far 
as I know. W h a t — " 

"Harmed m e ? " There was bitter 
rage in the man's voice. "Not yet. 
But you would have. As long as your 
grandfather hated you, he wouldn't 
leave you a penny of his fortune. But 
you had to come back; the old man 
softened up and was planning to 
change his will. Change It in your fa-
vor ! " 

"But w h o — " Coyle stopped sud-
denly understanding. And Alma's 
voice confirmed his suspicions. 

"So that's it. Ed, do you know what 
your grandfather's will says n o w ? " 

"Te l l him," the killer mocked. "Tel l 
h im!" 

"His fortune goes to the Nova Col-
o n y ! Di Mario, Arndt, and Kain, for 
them to administer between them-
selves for the furthering of the 
co lony." 

"Exact ly . But why should I share 
the money? I'll handle it mysel f—as 
the sole survivor. Nova Co l ony ! " the 
masked man chuckled. " F o o l s ! Once 
I get my hands on old Coyle 's 
money—" Again the gun swung up. 

" Y o u can't expect to get away with 
this," Coyle interrupted hastily. "The 
others will hear the shot—" 

The man laughed with genuine 
amusement. " D r u g g e d , E d g a r , 
drugged! Just as they were last night. 
The co f f ee—" 

Realization came to Coyle. That 
explained why Alma and he were 
awake now. Their coffee had been 
spilled in the garden. And Lynch? 
Possibly the man's iron constitution 
had enabled him to fight off the drug's 
effect. The hunchback's eyes had been 
heavy, Coyle remembered. 

SW I F T L Y he acted. The empty 
bottle was close now, for he had 

been edging stealthily in that direc-
tion ever since he had seen it. Wi th 
one swift movement he flung himself 
aside, clutching the bottle by its neck. 
He flung it with desperate accuracy. 

The killer's gun blazed, and a bullet 
thudded irrto the wall. But Coyle 's 
aim had been good. The electric bulb 
popped and went out as glass shat-
tered. Instantly the c e l l a r was 

plunged into darkness. 
Very silently, very swift ly , Coyle 

moved. The killer was quiet, obvi-
ously waiting for the others to betray 
their positions by sound. 

A metallic clatter sounded, and a 
snarling oath. Then the rickety 
wooden stairway jarred ominously as 
two bodies fell against it. 

There was a scuffle, a sudden expul-
sion of breath, and the thud of a body 
collapsing. Presently a match flared. 

" E d ! " Alma ran forward, her face 
alight with relief. "You 're—you 're 
safe! I was afraid—" 

" I 'm okay," Coyle grinned wryly. 
"A few bumps and bruises. But our 
friend here is out for the count." 

" O h ! W h o is it, Ed? The mask—" 
Coyle saw a candle on a shelf near 

by, and lit it. 
"Don ' t you know? I managed to 

make a pretty good guess. You see— 
either Arndt, the writer, or Kain, the 
sculptor, could have used a dicta-
phone. But — remember the wolf 
tracks found outside the house? There 
were the tracks of my own feet there 
too, although I hadn't walked where 
they were." 

"But how, E d ? " 
"Plaster casts, of course. The killer 

made casts of my feet while I was 
asleep, and used them. The wolf 
tracks—well, he either employed the 
same trick, or else moulded pads from 
clay, and then made the casts. And I 
remembered that Kain was a sculptor, 
and that would be right up his alley. 
See?" Swi f t ly he bent and stripped 
the mask from the murderer's face. 

The girl drew back, shuddering, 
into Coyle's arms. "You 're—you 're 
right, Ed It is Kain. And—he nearly 
won, too. n we hadn't been lucky—" 

" L u c k y ? " Coyle chuckled. " N o 
luck about it! Af ter the light went 
out, I simply picked up the rake, 
knocked the gun out of his hand, and 
piled into him," 

"But h o w — " 
" T h e ancestral c u r s e," Coyle 

laughed, tightening his arm about A l -
ma's waist. "Kain f orgot about that, 
or he wouldn't have waited as he did. 
He forgot that the Coyles—the were-
wolf Coyles—can see in the dark! " 



B o b B a r r e t F e r r e t s O u t a G h a s t l y 

The RAZOR of 
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Return of the Dead 

TH E R E were seven of us making 
that tough, back-breaking por-
tage through Canadian wilder-

ness from a tributary of the Mackenzie 
to Peace River. 

Jacques Laval, the gnarled old 
French guide, trudged with his party 
of four, thirty feet ahead of Larry Con-
roy and myself. A leather sling from 
the b o w of their canoe was suspended 
over his left shoulder. The men with 
him alternated taking turns at the stern 

sling of the canoe. Conroy and I, Bob 
Barret, sweated at the slings of our 
own. 

The faint trail we'd fol lowed at first 
had petered out altogether. N o w it 
was just the grim, ugly business of 
weaving with the heavily laden canoes 
through fairly thick brush. 

W e should have paused and struck 
camp at least an hour ago. But there 
was a storm looming up. Laval was 
trying to make the shelter of an aban-
doned cabin that, he claimed, was less 
than a mile from where we were now. 

W e trudged in silence. Lightning 
occasionally crackled across the heav-

A Haunted Cabin in the Canadian Wilderness 
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Secret in a Desolate Scene of Madness l 

By CHARLES 
Author of "Murder on 

Parade,'1 "Caverns of 
Horror," etc. 

A wild, inhuman shriek came from the doorway. 

GASTON DUBROIS 
ens, with its ominous accompaniment 
of distant thunder. There wasn't 
a breath of air. Sweat trickled into my 
eyes, moistened my palms, soaked my 
clothes. The strap of the canoe felt 
like a mustard plaster across my shoul-
der and back. 

"There 's the damn cabin—to the 
r ight ! " one of the men ahead yelled 
suddenly. "See i t?" 

I glanced right. Sure enough, just 
barely visible through the brush and 
the thin screen of young spruce, I saw 
a small log cabin. A patch of blackish 
water showed beyond it. 

Laval, I thought, evidently had mis-

calculated the distance to the cabin. 
Then I heard the guide's voice, high-
pitched shrill. 

"Mon Dteu, n o ! That is not the 
place. I did not t'ink we come by so 
close. Stop there? But no, no, no!" 

Burly Dominick, at the stern of their 
canoe, lowered his end. His sweat-
drenched, beefy face was ugly with re-
sentment. 

" W h y not? " he rasped. " W h a t ' s 
wrong with that cabin?" 

Laval was rapidly jerking his head 
from Dominick 's face to the cabin. A n d 
I saw that his eyes, beneath the shaggy 
grey eyebrows, were rolling with some 
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inexplicable terror. Hi» face was white. 
" T h e breath of hell, m'sieu," he 

panted, "eet hangs over that place. W e 
must go w a y — q u i c k ! " 

" W h a t d 'you mean?" 
Sweat glistened on Laval 's broad, 

hickory-hued face. 
" T h e spirit of ver', ver' wicked man 

live there, m'sieu. Because Gaston Du-
brois—he get the curse of God for the 
terrible t'ing he did." 

" W h a t crazy gibberish is this?" Do -
minick snarled. 

The lanky, hook-nosed, lantern-
jawed man who had been introduced 
to me as McFarlane said in his start-
ling effeminate vo i ce : 

"This wicked Gaston Dubrois— 
what's he done, Lava l ? " 

The old Frenchman again glanced 
fearfully toward the cabin. 

"Gaston—he drink too much, m'sieu. 
A bad man. One night, he get ver' 
drunk. He takes razor. He go first 
where his wife sleep. He slash wit' the 
r a z o r — s o ! " Laval scraped his thumb 
across his throat. "Then he go where 
his daughter sleep. Again he slash 
wit ' the razor." 

"Nice old guy," drawled Clark, a 
chubby little man with the bland face 
of a cherub and the cruel eyes of a 
cheta cat. 

IN a whisper, Laval began elaborat-
ing on the gruesome details. 

"Gaston—he don't stop wit' cuttin' 
t 'roats of his wife and daughter. He 
go more and more crazy when he see 
the blood. He slash, slash, slash wit' 
the razor. The mounties who find the 
bodies say they t'ink Gaston mebbe try 
to skin the women like animals he catch 
in his traps." 

I found myself staring at the fourth 
man, the man they called Sturm. He 
was a thick-necked Dutchman with a 
body like a hogshead mounted on ab-
surd stubby legs. His thick lips were 
parted, and he was wetting them with 
the tip of his tongue. Relishing that 
horrible story ! 

" W h a t became of the old devi l?" 
Clark asked casually. " D i d the moun-
ties catch h im?" 

" O h , Gaston don't run away. He cut 

his own t'roat too. His son Jean escape 
when Gaston go crazy wit ' the razor. 
He bring back the mounties." 

There was a brief pause, then D o -
minick's harsh voice cut in. 

" A good yarn, Laval, but I 'm tired. 
Had enough hiking for one day. So 
we're stopping over in that cabin. 
Gaston's spirit won't bother you near 
as much as the toe of my boot can. Go 
on, lift up your end of the canoe ! " 

Laval hesitated, terrible indecision 
on his broad, brown face. He glanced 
down at the burly man's big clenched 
fists. Without further comment, he 
heaved upward at the canoe sling. 
Dominick lifted the stern. 

As Conroy and I trailed behind the 
others toward the cabin, a curious sense 
of foreboding came over me. A warn-
ing instinct of lurking peril and menace 
tingled my spine. 

Maybe it was the electricity in the 
air. Or the terrific feeling of ex-
pectancy that charges the atmosphere 
before an electrical storm. Or perhaps 
the effect of the spine-crawling story 
of the murderous maniac slashing with 
the razor. But as we neared the cabin, 
I felt my nerves tightening, tightening. 

W h o , I found myself wondering 
again, were those four men trudging 
with Laval ahead of me? The burly, 
brutish Dominick ; Sturm, that wad-
dling mass of ugly blubber ; hook-
nosed, soft-spoken McFarlane ; Clark, 
with the face of a cherub and the eyes 
of a devil. They were city men, ob-
viously. W h a t were they doing here 
in the heart of the Canadian wilder-
ness? 

Conroy and I at least had an under-
standable motive. W e were shooting 
wild life and nature scenes for a Can-
adian travelogue. But I couldn't ac-
cept the explanation that those four 
men were simply on a shooting and 
fishing party. W h y go so far North? 

W e were with them only because of 
an unfortunate accident. Our own 
guide had sprained his back. He held 
out just long enough to bring us to 
Laval's cabin. W e had hoped to hire 
Laval to replace him. But Laval had 
already been engaged by that quartet. 
The best he could do was to suggest, 
we trail along with his party until we 
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hit Peace River, a distance ahead. 
Then I became annoyed at m y own 

thoughts, suddenly feeling like a pry-
ing. gossipy old woman. W h o those 
men were was, after all, none of my 
business. 

E were quite near the cabin 
now. It was built close to the 

edge of what looked like a small lake, 
and final dying rays of the sun cast a 
crimson tint on the blackish surface of 
the water. 

W e lowered our canoes on a kind of 
crude little pier built at the water edge. 
Jacques Laval lighted his stubby black 
pipe, then suddenly turned to Do-
minick. There was a strange glitter 
in his eyes. 

" Y o u t'ink," he said, "mebbe I make 
up that story about Gaston Dubrois, 
eh? Y o u come wit' me, and I prove 
it to you, m'sieu." 

" H o w ? " Dominick asked curiously. 
" Y o u come wit' me. Inside Gaston's 

cabin. I show you . " 
And he did, thirty seconds later, 

when we crowded in the main room 
of the tiny cabin. Gruesome, horrible 
proof. As added protection against the 
bitter Northern winter, Gaston Du-
brois had lined the inner walls with a 
kind of greyish clay. There were great 
red-brown stains on that clay now, 
especially above two of the bunks. 
Other stains—these dark red—were on 
the white pine planking of the floor. 
Dried b l ood ! 

"The mounties," Laval explained 
"they burn blood-soaked mattresses 
and blankets after they bury the bodies. 
But they can do not'ing wit ' the walls 
and floor. Here is where he kill his old 
woman. " 

He pointed to the left bunk, then 
traced with his finger the trail of blood-
stains to a solid patch of brownish red 
a few feet away. 

" H e drag her—there! Then he pick 
up razor again—" 

A wild, inhuman shriek from the 
doorway spun us about as if we were 
puppets operated by the same control 
string. 

Then a tremendous c lammy paw sud-
denly seemed to clutch my heart, 
squeezing, squeezing. 

A nightmarish figure stood just in-
side the doorway. The figure of a tall 
horribly emaciated man. Rags, in-
describably filthy, partly covered his 
skeletonlike frame. Stringy black hair, 
matted with earth, came down over his 
forehead, and the crafty cruel eyes of 
a madman peered through it. 

The lower part of his face was con-
cealed by a matted, filthy beard. A 
black beard, just below where his chin 
must be it was caked with what looked 
like dried blood. And the same red-
dish substance stained his clawlike 
hands, his forearms. 

Even as we stared at him, all of us 
paralyzed, utterly incapable of sound 
or motion, one of those clawlike hands 
darted beneath the rags covering his 
chest. It emerged an instant later, 
brandishing aloft a glittering straight 
razor. 

" I t is Gaston Dubro i s ! " Laval 
screamed. "Gaston Dubrois — back 
from the grave ! " 

The creature's lips parted, exposing 
broken black teeth. 

"Out—Gaston D u b r o i s ! " he said in a 
curious half chant. " M y razor—eet is 
still ver' sharp. You bettaire go 'way 
—-soon. Or I keel!" 

A peal of maniacal laughter fo l lowed 
the warning. Wi th the swiftness of an 
animal, he turned to the door, darted 
through it. 

"I ' l l get h im! " Clark yelled. 

HE was standing nearest to the 
door. Tugg ing at his hip pocket, 

he plunged in pursuit. A moment 
later, I heard shots—one, two, three! 
Then Clark burst into the cabin. 
Smoke still curled lazily from the snout 
of his automatic. 

"Johnny," he said to Dominick, a 
plaintive, incredulous note in his voice, 
"you know I never miss with the gat. 
Not at twenty feet, anyway. And he 
wasn't much further than that when 
I began pumpin' lead at him." 

" H e got away, eh? " 
"Right. I can't figger it out. Don ' t 

see how I could've failed to plug him." 
" H e is dead," Laval said hoarsely, 

his face twitching with terror. " Y o u 
cannot kill the dead, m'sieu. Gaston 
Dubrois, put in a murderer's grave two 
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years ago—he laugh at bullets. W e 
must dig up his grave. W e must drive 
a stake through his black heart. That 
will keep heem there." 

" D o you know where the mounties 
buried h im?" asked Clark. 

"But certainly. I help dig the graves. 
Come, I show you . " 

C H A P T E R II 

Death Strikes Again 

SO we trooped out on this mad, 
macabre mission of driving a stake 

through a corpse buried two years ago. 
Laval led us to the rear of the cabin. 
Then he stopped short, pointing with a 
violently trembling hand. His mouth 
was open, but he seemed incapable of 
uttering a sound. He was literally 
frozen, paralyzed with terror. 

There were two mounds of earth be-
hind the cabin. T w o graves. Between 
them yawned a shaLlow pit, fringed 
with loose earth. An open grave. 

" Y o u see?" Laval screamed sud-
denly. " H e — c o m e out of his grave. 
H e — " 

" N o w wait a minute, you old fool , " 
Dominick growled. " Y o u saw Dubrois 
buried in that grave by the mounties?" 

"Oui, m'sieu. He was dead, his t'roat 
cut f rom ear to ear." 

" D e a d men," said Dominick, "don ' t 
crawl out of their graves. The moun-
ties must have only thought he was 
dead. Buried him alive. Then he 
c lawed his way out again." 

"But I tell you, m'sieu," Laval in-
sisted shrilly, "Gaston Dubrois nas 
dead." 

" T h e mounties," Clark contributed 
hesitantly, "are pretty bright boys. 
Seem6 to me they wouldn't make a 
dumb mistake like that. And I told 
you, Johnny, that I pumped three slugs 
at him." 

Dominick laughed, derisive laughter 
in which McFarlane and Sturm joined. 

" A l l right, Chris," he sneered, "start 
holding hands with Laval. You 're in 
his class now. Myself , I got a bright 
idea, folks. This is supposed to be a 
hunting party, isn't i t? " 

" I , " McFarlane said softly, "am get-
ting an inkling of what you're driving 
at, Johnny." 

" Y o u w o u l d ! " said Dominick. " A 
mad Frenchman chasing around with a 
razor ought to supply a lot of fun, 
gents. It's a cinch that he's still 
around somewhere. H o w about a little 
man-hunt, just to break the monotony, 
you k n o w ? " 

McFarlane smiled slowly. Sturm 
made throaty noises that reminded me 
of an eager and excited pig. Clark, 
evidently forgetting his qualms a min-
ute ago, said enthusiastically: 

"Hell , Johnny, you always were the 
brain guy of this outfit. Sure, that 
oughta be a lot of fun." 

" H o w about you and your friend, 
Mr. Barret?" Dominick asked, turning 
to me. " W o u l d you care to join us?" 

I glanced at the open grave. 
"The madman's razor," I said slowly, 

making no effort to conceal the antag-
onism in my voice, "as I recall, did look 
awfully sharp. No, I think I prefer a 
swim right now." 

" A most prudent young man," D o m -
inick drawled. "But your suggestion 
of a swim first is rather excellent. 
W o u l d you consider the lake polluted 
if we joined y o u ? " 

Open invitation to a brawl was in 
his voice, his eyes. I chose to ignore it, 
turned on my heel. I gestured Con-
roy to f o l l ow me and walked down to 
the pier at the water edge. 

" I wouldn't antagonize that gang too 
much, Bob , " Conroy whispered nerv-
ously. "They ' re vicious devils." 

"Oh , I 'm not worried about them," I 
said. "There 's something else that— 
well, that's making me feel jittery as 
hell." 

" I know," said Conroy. "Something 
in the atmosphere—something evil, sin-
ister. I keep catching myself listening, 
listening. If that madman with the 
razor isn't Gaston Dubrois—then who 
in hell is he? And that open grave—" 

I L O O K E D sharply at Conroy. Only 
then I realized that he was scared 

stiff. His lips were white, and there 
was a brightness in his eyes that I 
didn't quite like. He was a mild, meek, 
plump little man. A swell photog-
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rapher, but I really hadn't known him 
long. Picked him up in Ho l l ywood 
when I got the travelogue assignment 
form the Mammoth Films. 

"Steady, " I said, and checked what I 
wanted to add because the others now 
joined us on the pier. 

Silently, we began removing our 
sweat-soaked clothes. Clark undressed 
first. He had the smooth, evenly pad-
ded body of a Polynesian. I heard the 
splash as he dived in, then a shout: 

" B o y , it's great ! " 
Then the rest of us plunged in. The 

water was cold, and delightfully re-
freshing. Splashing in it, the fatigue 
and discomfort of that tough portage 
leaving my body, I covild have laughed 
at the sinister tension of the past few 
minutes. 

The grotesque figure with the razor, 
Laval 's gruesome story, the empty 
grave, my clash with Dominick and the 
proposed man-hunt—it all seemed 
strangely unreal. It wasn't long before 
we were whooping in that cold water 
like school kids playing hookey in some 
swimming hole. Dominick was good-
naturedly trying to duck Clark, and the 
smaller man retaliated by splashing 
water in his face. 

Glancing at the pier, I saw that 
Sturm hadn't plunged in yet. That 
hogshead body of his was hideous in 
the nude. Masses of shapeless blubber, 
greyish-white, hairless. A small leather 
pouch showed darkly against the white 
of his chest. It was suspended by a 
leather thong encircling his thick neck. 

He raised the little bag now in his 
cupped hands, and for a moment I had 
the impression that he kissed it. Then 
I saw him stoop to move one of his 
boots a bit further from the edge of 
the pier. Water geysered in a huge 
splash as he dived in clumsily. I won-
dered where Laval was. The old guide 
hadn't walked down to the pier with 
the others. 

It was getting quite dark now. 
Thirty feet from the pier was a kind 
of rude float, built for Lord knows what 
mysterious purpose. Conroy was hang-
ing onto it. I thought I'd swim over 
there and back, then get out. 

As I struck out for the float, I passed 
Sturm, treading water. He appeared to 

be fumbling at the thong on which the 
leather pouch was suspended. Then he 
suddenly threw himself on his back and 
lashed out with both feet. 

A vicious, unexpected kick, it caught 
me full in the pit of my stomach. Drove 
the air out of my lungs. Forced me 
to double up in a paralyzing cramp. I 
yelled something, floundered, thrashing 
my arms helplessly, went down. 

Still in that paralyzing cramp, my 
knees practically touching my chest, I 
must have gone down like a rock. 
Down, down, down, in water that be-
came progressively colder as I contin-
ued sinking. Then there was a soft jar. 
I felt my right hand touch and sink into 
the slime that formed the bottom of the 
lake. 

EV E N in those terrible few seconds 
while I lay helpless on that slimy 

bottom, blackness about me, a score 
of feet of water above me, my lung6 
already bursting and tortured for air, 
my brain was lucid, still free from the 
paralysis of panic. I knew I had to 
break that cramp—or d ie ! 

I tried. Tried to bring my hands to 
my stomach muscles and massage 
them. I succeeded only in clawing at 
my flesh. Then I suddenly felt my legs 
jerk out. Instinct prompted me to 
make the proper muscular move when 
my brain hadn't realized yet that the 
cramp had left me. 

T w i c e again I kicked out convul-
sively. Then I shot up to the surface, 
gasping, gulping great lungfuls of air. 
Between myself and the float, ghastly 
in the darkness that intensified every 
second, I saw Sturm's gross, white 
body. He was swimming toward the 
float. The others, realizing that some-
thing was wrong, were also converging 
on the float. 

Blind, mad fury coursing through my 
blood, I struck out swiftly after Sturm. 
I meant to grab the gross animal and 
give him a taste of what drowning felt 
like. But Sturm reached the float be-
fore I could overtake him. He grabbed 
at the side of it just as a vicious streak 
of lightning snarled across the heavens. 

It revealed Sturm hanging by one 
arm at the side of the float. Conroy, 
several feet to the left of him. Clark 
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and McFarlane on the opposite side, 
neither having reached the raft yet but 
quite close to Sturm. Dominick was 
near Conroy. 

I continued swimming in the second 
of total blindness fo l lowing the light-
ning glare, when my spine was sud-
denly chilled by a horrible gurgling 
scream. Near me, and to the left. The 
crash of thunder drowned it out an in-
stant later. 

M y oustretched right hand touched 
the warped w o o d of the float. Then I 
felt something hot bathe my left shoul-
der and arm. I glanced up—at horror. 
At horror that sickened me to the point 
of nausea. At horror that I knew would 
haunt me for my nights to come. 

Sturm's blubbery bulk was above 
me. His left arm was still hooked on 
the float, and he hung from it. But the 
upper part of his torso was no longer 
greyish-white. Blood crimsoned it. 
Blood trickling in tiny joined rivulets, 
forming a hideous web on his chest. 
Blood which had its source in a tiny 
jetting fountain at his throat. 

His jugular had been cut, and I could 
gauge the dying beats of his heart by 
the rhythmic spurts of blood. 

Even as I stared at him, his head fell 
back, back. It widened the frightful 
wound in his throat. Like some hide-
ous red mouth, opening in a macabre 
grin, drooling crimson saliva, that 
wound leered at me. Mocking, fantas-
tic, grotesquely horrible. 

The leather pouch was no longer 
dangling at his chest. The razor which 
had slashed his throat, I found myself 
thinking in that moment of frozen 
stupefaction, must have severed the 
thong which had supported it. 

T h e razor! Gaston Dubrois, the 
murderous madman w h o m the grave 
could not hold, living up to his grisly 
warning? 

I S A W Sturm's body begin to sink 
as his hooked arm slid off the edge 

of the float. Instinctively, I grabbed 
him, one arm around his shoulder and 
under his armpit, my other hand cling-
ing to the float. 

Revulsion gorged me as I felt again 
the heat of his b lood on my flesh; as I 
heard the throaty gurgle still emanat-

ing f rom his opened mouth. He stiff-
ened suddenly, with such violence that 
he almost tore m y grip at the side of 
the float. Then his head went back, and 
again I saw the lips of that frightful 
wound widening, widening. Leering at 
me. 

Someone was saying in an awed, in-
credulous whisper : " M y G o d ! " Re-
peating it over and over again. It was 
Clark, I saw an instant later, his teeth 
drawn back over his lips, his nostrils 
dilating. 

Then a bulky body loomed up over 
me on top of the float. Dominick. 
Standing there motionless, water drip-
ping from him, staring, staring. 

"Grab hold of him, will y o u ? " I 
shouted, my own voice strange in my 
ears. 

Dominick grabbed Sturm's arms. He 
tugged at them while I pushed from 
below. Between us, we managed to get 
him up on the float. I ducked, and 
washed off the gore which had splat-
tered on me. Conroy extended his hand 
to me when I was about to cl imb up. 
The others were already on the float. 

" W a i t ! " I said. 
My right hand had come in contact 

under water with some object on one 
of the submerged beams of the float. 
Treading water, I lifted the object, 
looked at it—and almost dropped it 
with disgust. It was a straight-back 
razor. 

Bright and shiny, free from rust, that 
razor couldn't have lain long on that 
submerged timber. Obviously it was 
the razor which had slashed Sturm's 
throat. Wielded by w h o m ? 

C H A P T E R III 

The Man uith the Black Beard 

AN D that was the question that I 
asked myself again when I 

climbed up on the float and stood over 
Sturm's gory body. The fat man was 
dead now. A long minute dragged, 
none of us saying anything. Just stand-
ing there, staring at Sturm. 

His right hand, I noticed, clutched 
the thong from which that little leather 
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pouch of his had dangled. The razor, as 
I had guessed before, had cut the thong 
when it slashed his throat. His fingers, 
closing convulsively from the terrific 
pain, must have caught one of the sev-
ered ends as the pouch began sinking. 
The pouch was clutched tightly in his 
hand, the cut thong dangling. 

I was still holding that damned 
razor, and I took a better look at it now. 
Scrolled in black letters on the bony 
handle was a French trademark. "Lil le , 
France," was printed beneath it. And 
on the opposite side, scratched deeply 
into the bone, was the name—"Gaston 
Dubro i s ! " 

Without a word, I handed the razor 
to Dominick. He looked at it, saw the 
name, nodded grimly. 

"Yeah , that mad dog has lived up to 
his promise. Must've been hiding near 
the float here. Cut Sturm's throat, 
placed the razor on that timber and 
swam ashore. Swam under water prob-
ably. But you and Sturm had a fight 
out there. W h y ? " 

I shrugged. 
" I t was no fight. I swam past him. 

He was fumbling with the thong of 
that pouch of his, saw me and kicked 
me in the stomach. Damn near 
drowned me." 

Dominick passed the razor on to the 
others. Conroy, the last man who got 
it, shuddered and dropped it on the 
float near Sturm's body. The tense, 
awkward silence continued. There 
seemed nothing to say ; no comment 
to make on this appalling murder that 
had been committed under our very 
eyes. 

Then Clark said jerkily: 
" I pumped three slugs at him at 

twenty feet — and missed! And the 
mounties don't bury for dead anybody 
who could still be hung." 

Dominick glared at him. 
" N o , damn it ! " he snarled. " T h e 

dead—stay dead! W a r m blood was in 
the arm that slashed Sturm with that 
razor." 

Clark shrugged, s t o o p e d over 
Sturm's body and picked the leather 
pouch from the dead hand. I saw 
Clark's hand close tightly over it, open, 
close again. 

"Johnny, " he whispered to Dominick. 

"Johnny, it's—gone 1" he exclaimed. 
"Whatr 
T h e float rocked as Dominick actu-

ally leaped toward Clark. 
"Let ' s see i t ! " he shouted. 
Clark handed him the pouch. D o m i -

nick felt it with his fingers, straightened 
slowly. His voice was low, even, 
deadly as he said to McFar lane : 

"Yeah , Mac, it's empty. T h e guy 
who slashed Sturm's throat helped him-
self to it." 

" T o what? " I asked. " W h a t was in 
that pouch? Sturm kissed it before he 
dived in. Or I thought he did." 

A G A I N S I L E N C E . But silence 
^ m p r e g n a n t with some sinister sig-
nificance. Clark, Dominick, McFarlane 
—they were all staring at me, saying 
nothing. Then Dominick drawled 
casually: 

"Oh , it was a good luck charm that 
all of us believed in. Still do, for that 
matter. W e ' v e got to get it back, eh, 
b o y s ? " 

" Y o u ' r e damn right we do," Clark 
said, his voice thick with passion. " W e 
seen the guy at the cabin. The guy 
with the razor. The guy who killed 
Sturm. T h e guy w h o swiped that good 
luck charm. Let 's start lookin' for him. 
I'll get the rat If I have to spend the 
rest of my life in this damn country." 

"That goes for me, too , " said Mc-
Farlane. 

"And me," Dominick gritted. 
He was the first to dive off the float. 

The others fo l lowed him. I saw them 
reach the pier, climb up, feverishly be-
gin to dress their wet bodies. 

" B o b ! " I heard Larry Conroy say in 
a choking whisper. "There 's a quart 
of liquor in my duffel bag. I need a 
drink as I have never needed one in all 
my life. For God's sake, let's get 
ashore. A w a y f r o m — f r o m this thing." 

He gestured at Sturm's gory body, 
his hand trembling, his face grey with 
terror. 

" Y o u swim behind me, please," he 
added. " S o that you can warn me if 
he comes after me—with a razor." 

" Y o u needn't worry about the razor, 
anyway, " I said lightly trying to reas-
sure him. "Because it's right here on 
t h e — " 
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And then the words died in my 
throat. 

The razor which I had seen Conroy 
drop on the float near the body was no 
longer there. 

Gone ! 
In vain I tried to convince myself 

that it must have fallen between one 
of the spaces in the plankings, or slid 
off when Dominick 's leap had rocked 
the float. S o m e h o w I kept seeing in 
my mind the murderer's bony claw 
reaching for it f rom the blackness of 
the lake. 

No matter which way I faced, I 
seemed to feel on my back the cruel, 
glittering eyes of the madman. 

^ ^ ^ T E A H , " I said, my own voice 
M . none too steady, "let's get 

ashore." 
T h e swim back to the pier wasn't a 

pleasant experience. I could have made 
it in nothing flat, but I dutifully stuck 
behind Conroy. W h e n he climbed up 
finally, every nerve of my body raw 
and quivering, we made another ugly 
discovery. 

Jacques Laval had run a w a y ! 
Cursing, furious, Dominick informed 

me of that pleasant fact. It meant that 
we were completely lost somewhere in 
the Canadian wilderness. For none of 
us had the faintest idea of where we 
were, except that we were at least two 
hundred miles from the nearest settle-
ment. 

"But we'll worry about that later," 
Dominick said. " Y o u still don't want 
to join this man-hunt of ours?" 

"Hasn ' t it occured to you, " I coun-
tered, "that someone ought to stay 
here? T o guard our canoes and sup-
plies? And to forestall the excellent 
possibility that this homicidal madman 
might return to the cabin? Besides, 
h o w do you expect to catch a man who 
must know every square yard of this 
part of the country? " 

" I ' m gambling," Dominick s a i d 
grimly, "that he's crazy enough to at-
tack one of us. That 's point one. Point 
t w o : he came ashore somewhere. Soft 
mud fringes the shore of this lake. It's 
bound to show his footprints. Maybe 
we could t r a c k him down, if we 
get at it quickly." 

CL A R K , fo l lowed by McFarlane, 
walked back from their canoe. 

There were three flashlights under H s 
armpit. He distributed them. McFar-
lane was swinging a big blue .38 by t..e 
trigger guard. The bony hilt of a 
knife protruded from his belt. There 
was also a knife in Clark's belt, and an 
automatic in his right hand. 

" N o w look, g u y s ! " said Dominick. 
" W e ' r e starting out in three directions. 
"I ' l l take the shoreline going left f rom 
here. You , Mac, explore that finger 
of land that juts out into the lake. And 
you, Chris, cut across that point, and 
work your way to the right. If you 
pick up his tracks in the mud—and you 
must, sooner or later—fire a couple of 
shots. We ' l l join there and try to 
track him down. Remember that you're 
bait for him, so be on your toes. Let 's 
g o ! " 

They moved away, preceded by the 
spots of their searchlights, in the direc-
tions Dominick has designated. Three 
efficient, deadly b loodhounds! I wasn't 
as skeptical now of their ability to track 
down the madman. 

That is, if the rain, which threatened 
to come down any moment now, held 
off awhile. 

Larry Conroy had already put on his 
clothes. 

Only mine and Sturm's now re-
mained at the edge of the pier. Con-
roy was rummaging for the bottle of 
liquor in the canoe. It didn't take me 
long to dress, but when I joined him at 
our canoe, the quart bottle was almost 
a third gone. He was already swaying 
on his feet. 

"Better go easy with it," I warned 
him. " A long night ahead. Did you get 
your gun o u t ? " 

He slapped the pocket of his mack-
inaw. I found my own heavy army .45, 
thrust it in my pocket. And it was then 
that I felt the first drop of rain. It 
forced my next immediate move. Those 
cameras and film boxes had to be pro-
tected. 

The rain came on with almost un-
believable rapidity. A savage, hissing 
deluge maybe thirty seconds after I 
felt the first drop. W e succeeded in 
getting most of the equipment into the 
cabin. I left Conroy there, n o w so 
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drunk that he was useless, and ran 
back for the last box of film. 

All hell had broken loose. The mad, 
wild fury of the elements wes terrify-
ing. Lightning zigzagged continuously, 
ever to the deafening crash of thunder. 
Then, as I stooped over the film box, 
a particularly vicious lightning bolt 
split the heavens. A n instant of white 
brilliance, objects concealed by the 
darkness leaping into stark prominence. 

And then my fists clenched, I drop-
ped into a half crouch and my heart 
tattooed madly against my ribs. It is 
hardly credible that the eye could re-
cord so many visual impressions in that 
one instant. But every detail of the 
frightful 6cene before me on the float 
remained indelibly impressed on my 
mind, though I had had just an instant's 
glimpse of it. 

In darkness again, the rain pounding 
at me, I could still see in my mind that 
stooping figure on the float. The man's 
back was to me. I could just see the 
lower part of his nude body, and his 
hands. Because of the frightful thing 
they were doing, those hands had 
caught my eyes, held them. 

TH E right hand was holding a 
.bloody razor, which had just com-

pleted a downward stroke along 
Sturm's paunchy stomach. A deep 
slash. I had considered horrible the 
wound in Sturm's throat; the wound 
in his stomach reached a peak of nau-
seating horror for me that I couldn't 
have dreamed possible. 

I jerked out my automatic. Crouched 
there awaiting the next flash of light-
ning. It came only a few seconds later. 
But I didn't squeeze the trigger of the 
gun. Not then, anyway. I recall that 
I yelled something; that I had the im-
pulse to close my eyes—and couldn't. 

Only the diseased mind of a drug 
fiend could have conceived the scene 
that I saw now. It tugged at my 
sanity. 

Both hands of the man stooping over 
Sturm's body were thrust into that 
frightful gash in the corpse's abdomen. 
And before merciful darkness blotted 
out the horror of that scene, I saw 
those gory hands jerk out again. 

Only then I fired, blindly, wildly, 

jerking six times the trigger of the 
automatic. And kept jerking the trig-
ger, half mad now, at least a dozen 
times more, although the magazine was 
empty. 

Then a third flash of lightning. Only 
Sturm's slashed body was now on the 
float! 

C H A P T E R IV 

Quicksand—Quick Death 

I D O N ' T know how long I stood 
there in the blinding rain. It 

abated after awhile, its very fury wear-
ing it out. Softened to almost a drizzle. 
Lightning was no longer as frequent, 
and the thunder sounded like distant 
firing on a far-off front. 

I found the flashlight which I had 
put away at the point of the prow of the 
canoe where it had escaped soaking, 
walked to the edge of the pier and di-
rected a beam of light on the float. 
Only the grisly horror of Sturm's 
b o d y ! 

A peculiar sound swung me about. 
At first I thought it was only the prod-
uct of my imagination. Then I heard 
it again, louder this time, lifting itself 
above the swish and patter of the rain. 
It sounded like a high note on a flute, 
or the first protesting wail made by a 
new-born infant. 

It seemed to be coming from the 
right somewhere, past the cabin. Some 
wild animal or bird? No, there was 
something human about that sound. I 
moved in that direction. It had stopped 
for awhile, then picked up again, this 
time much closer. 

I identified it suddenly and plunged 
forward with the flashlight. It was a 
moan of pain. A tortured sound racked 
from a human being in terrible agony. 
Then my light picked up a figure 
sprawling at the foot of a huge spruce. 

Black beard, filthy matted black hair, 
rags clothing an emaciated body—it 
was the madman who had brandished 
the razor at us from the doorway of 
the cabin! 

He breathed with a short gasping 
sound, and every once in a while his 
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body would jerk convulsively. It was 
then that the piteous moan of pain 
would escape his lips. He was obvi-
ously wounded—and badly. 

I approached him, dropped on my 
knees near his head. His eyes, bright 
with pain, looked up at mine. Then 
his lips began to move. 

" Y o u are bad men." he said in 
French, a language which, luckily, I 
spoke almost as fluently as English. 
" Y o u shoot me. Y o u steal my razor. 
It was my father's razor. I am his only 
son. Have I not the right to keep it, 
m steur 

"But certainly," I said, while a thou-
sand questions ran through my mind. 

" I only frighten people with the 
razor," he went on. " I do not harm 
anyone. I only want people to keep 
away. Or they may tell the police. 
The police will take me back to the 
crazy house. Maybe I am crazy some-
times, m'sieu. But lived in the woods 
all my life. I choke when there are 
walls around me." 

I now remembered Laval telling us 
that Dubrois ' son, Jean had called the 
mounties after the murder. This, then, 
must be Jean. Jean, whose mind had 
been unhinged by the tragedy. He'd 
probably escaped from an insane 
asylum, returned to this place of his 
birth. And he had devised with the 
cunning of a madman a damned effec-
tive way of forcing people to give the 
cabin a wide berth. By acting as the 
ghost of his murderous father. 

"But you are a bad man too. Jean," 
I said. " Y o u killed that fat man in the 
water." 

TH E black eyes widened. 

" I do not kill anyone, m'sieu," he 
said plaintively. " I tell you I only scare 
people with the razor. N o w maybe the 
little man is right in chasing me from 
the cabin and shooting me. But the 
tall man with the big nose—is he right 
in stealing my razor, m'sieu? It was 
my father's second best razor. The 
police took the other one." 

M y head reeled. By the tall man 
with the big nose he must mean Mc-
Farlane, and Clark would be the "little 
m a n " — w h o had shot the madman, 
after all. 

" H o w do you know that tall man 
stole your razor, Jean?" I asked. 

" I saw him, m'sieu. When the little 
man shoot me in the back, I do not fall. 
But I drop my razor. I run a little 
while, then I hide in back of a tree. I 
watch the place where I drop my razor, 
because I do not want to lose it. But 
Big Nose—he picks it up. He hides 
it in his sleeve." 

His voice was weakening now, so 
low that I could just about make it 
out. 

"Litt le man and the big strong man 
find me here when it rains hard. They 
get angry when I tell them about Big 
Nose stealing my razor. They say they 
will kill him, and they go off to look 
for him. Then Big Nose runs by here. 
He is scared because he knows that the 
other two are looking for him. 

" I ask him if he will give me back 
my razor if I tell him where he can 
hide and kill the other two men. He 
says yes. So I tell him that if he will 
go up this trail here he will come to a 
cave. Good place where to hide. But 
he don't give me my razor. So, m'sieu, 
I do not tell him that you must walk 
close to the wall when you enter the 
cave, because there is quicksand in 
front, and you die quickly if you do not 
know about it." 

" A n d Big Nose—he went to the 
cave?" I asked tersely. 

"Oh , yes, m'sieu. He is surely dead 
now. Like the other two . " 

" T h e other t w o ? " I shouted. " H a v e 
you sent them to the cave, t o o ? " 

"Yes . They go by again, chasing 
Big Nose. They stop and ask me 
where he went. I plead with them to 
give me some water, because I have 
great pain. Strong man—he kicks me 
in the face. Little man—he pulls out 
a knife and says he will cut my heart 
out and let me see it if I don't tell him 
where Big Nose went. So, m'sieu, I tell 
them. They are most surely dead, too . " 

I leaped to my feet. He 'd said that 
a trail led to that cave from here. My 
flashlight found it a few seconds later ; 
a barely discernible path. I raced 
along it, the underbrush on either side 
tearing at my wet clothes. 

The trail wound for quite some dis-
tance. Once I lost it, and spent a fever-
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ish minute or two trying to pick it up 
again. Then a huge rock loomed dead 
ahead of mc. There was a six-foot 
opening in it—a tunnel leading into its 
interior. 

I D I R E C T E D a beam of light into 
the black opening—and almost 

dropped the flashlight. In the dead 
center of the spot of light was some-
thing which, perhaps, supplied the 
crowning touch of horror. It was a 
hand, protruding from what looked to 
me like solid surface. 

A broad, powerful hand, fingers 
hooked talonlike, veins standing out 
like cords along the back. A heavy 
gold ring was on the third finger. Domi -
nick's ring. Dominick 's hand. And 
even as I stared at it, slowly, slowly, 
it sank beneath the surface. 

I fled from that evil place. Crashed 
and tore like the madman I was then 
back down the trail. Jean Dubrois ' cry 
when I passed him brought me to my 
senses a bit. He was propped up on 
his elbows, his eyes rolling with pain. 

"Tel l me, m'sicu," he said when I ap-
proached him, "is it just, m'sieu, that 
I should—lose m y — r a z o r ? " 

His body arched still higher. Then 
blood suddenly gushed from his nose 
and mouth. He was dead when the 
arch broke and he dropped back to the 
ground. 

Slowly, I walked back to the cabin. 
Larry Conroy was sprawled out on the 
floor dead drunk. There was still a bit 
left in the bottle. I killed it and felt 
much better. Driven by a force 
stronger than myself, I walked out on 
the pier and stared at Sturm's body. 

There were certain facts I now knew, 
but I still hadn't the key to the deviltry 

of the past hour. I knew that McFar -
lane had cut Sturm's throat, since he 
was the one who 'd picked up the razor 
where Jean Dubrois had dropped it. He 
had sneaked it into the water with him, 
murdered Sturm, and returned later to 
slash open the corpse. But why had 
he done that? 

Obviously, there was something in 
that pouch carried by Sturm that was 
damned valuable. The men knew 
about it, for I still recalled their con-
sternation and fury when they found 
the little pouch empty. They were cer-
tainly much more concerned with re-
covering that object than in avenging 
Sturm's murder. 

I remembered now several queer 
moves that Sturm had made. His fool-
ing with the pouch before he dived in. 
And fumbling with the thong later, 
when I had caught him at it and he 
kicked me in the stomach. W a s Sturm 
attempting to remove the pouch then? 
Fake losing it in the water? But if the 
pouch was e m p t y -

Then I suddenly recalled something 
else: Sturm moving his boot from the 
edge of the pier before he dived in. 
Possibly . . . damn it, was it possible 
that he'd taken that opportunity to 
drop the object into his boot? The boot 
that was on the pier a foot away from 
me? 

I stooped swiftly, picked it up, thrust 
my hand inside. My fingers closed on 
something hard. I withdrew it from 
the boot and directed the flashlight on 
it. A diamond the size of a thumb nail 
— a glowing, gorgeously beautiful 
thing—lay on my palm ! An apparently 
flawless stone, it must be worth close 
to fifty thousand dollars! 

I U N D E R S T O O D now. Understood 
the devilish cross and doublecross 

that had been played here tonight. 
Sturm apparently had been entrusted 
with that d iamond; a diamond owned 
by the four of them. He was going to 
fake losing the pouch in the water. He'd 
evidently been ready to remove it when 
he saw me looking at him. Panicky, 
he'd lashed out with his feet. 

McFarlane, in the meanwhile, having 
picked up that razor, had the bright 
thought of slashing Sturm's throat and 
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appropriating the diamond for himself, 
with the mad Frenchman eventually 
serving as the goat. W h e n he saw that 
the diamond was not in the pouch, and 
heard me say that Sturm had been fum-
bling with the thong before he kicked 
me, he guessed what Sturm had been 
trying to do. But he hadn't guessed 
correctly what Sturm had done with 
the diamond. He thought the fat man 
had swallowed it—as McFarlane him-
self had probably intended to do. An 
idea that I, myself, had given him when 
I had said I had thought Sturm was 
kissing the pouch. That had shown 
plainly enough that Sturm had had the 
thing near his mouth. 

Slashing open the corpse had been a 
desperate attempt by McFarlane to re-
cover the diamond from where he 
thought it was lodged — in Sturm's 
stomach. 

H o w Clark and Dominick got to-
gether when they found Jean Dubrois 
—perhaps they'd met when they en-
circled the lake — would never be 
known, of course. But the moment 
they'd found the madman shot, they 
realized he couldn't have been the 
killer. And when the Frenchman had 
told them that McFarlane had picked 

up the razor—well, they logically as-
sumed that he had not only murdered 
Sturm, but had the diamond as well. 
Of course, they promptly went gunning 
for him. 

Treachery upon treachery, with ev-
eryone of them meeting a horrible 
death. Through Jean Dubrois, who re-
sented the theft of his father's second-
best razor. The poor madman who 
was perhaps the sanest man of the lot. 

And Jean Dubrois (as the mounties 
brought by Jacques Laval the f o l l owing 
morning f rom a frontier outpost, ex-
plained to me) was responsible for that 
quartet meeting just what they de-
deserved. For they were wanted for a 
particularly brutal murder of a wealthy 
woman in whose ring that huge dia-
mond had once glittered. They 'd gone 
North supposedly on a hunting party 
because it was the only way they could 
temporarily evade a police dragnet set 
out for them. 

Those two mounties still probably 
think I 'm crazy, too. For I was re-
membering a poor crazy man's last 
words, and I must have musingly said 
them aloud: 

"Tel l me, m'sieu,—is it just, m'sieu, 
that I should—lose my—razor ? " 
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DEATH 
POURS 

TOAST 
—And Takes the Last Tri ck 

in a Gruesome Game 
of Murder I 

By 
ROBERT 

C. BLACKMON 
Author of "Doom Sitf in judgment," "Death 

Made to Order." 

T; I O N I G H T , my dear friends, 
ends our Last Man Club— 
with me the last man!" 

A bubbling chuckle welled in the red 
fatness of Holbert Gresham's neck. It 
shook the pink folds of skin along his 
jaws. His eyes, tiny blue glass chips 
in a red-veined, bloated face, circlcd the 
black table at which he sat. 

Flickering black candles in s i l ^ r 
holders gave the only light in the som-
ber room. Black china, glassware and 
silver was arranged at the table for five 
diners. The black plates contained 
food, the black glasses drink—yet but 
one of the five chairs was occupied. 
Four of the chairs were draped with 
folds of funeral black crepe. 

The fifth chair was Holbert Gre-
sham's. He sat at the head of the black-
spread table, alone in this special room 
of the Gresham country mansion. 7 drink a toast to all of you. 

93 
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Directly before him on the table was 
a long-necked bottle filled with a dark 
red, sparkling liquid. The bottle bore 
the label of an expensive foreign wine. 

"Tonight, my dear friends, Holbert 
Gresham drinks a toast to all of you— 
and my wedding next month to Sybil 
Manvelt" 

Gresham's heavy lips warped into a 
loose, mocking smile as he looked 
about the table. 

"But tonight, I want to talk to my 
dear, dead friends. I want to tell all of 
you that I planned this night five years 
ago. I planned it the day we five 
formed our Last Man Club—the day 
each of us willed our estates to and ob-
tained insurance policies in the favor of 
the survivors. That day I planned to 
be what I am tonight—the last man!" 

Again Gresham's bubbling chuckle 
sounded in the room. It had a horri-
ble, gloating quality about it. His fat 
hulk shifted to a more comfortable po-
sition. Elbows on the table edge, he 
pointed a fat finger at the nearest chair 
to his left. 

"You were the first to go, Monte 
Wetstone." 

Gresham's smile broadened, but 
there was no hint of mirth in the 
grimace. 

"One night about four years ago, you 
were alone in your home, Wetstone. 
Your family and servants were out. A 
man whom you knew came to see you 
and you let him in. You talked with 
him for a few minutes, then his attitude 
made you realize the purpose of his 
visit. 

"You knew death had marked you 
for her own. You tried to scream and 
to reach the telephone. Then he shot 
you. Just one shot, aimed for your 
heart. That skinny body of yours went 
stiff, not hunched over any longer. 

"Your yellow eyes almost popped 
from your skinny face. Your fingers 
clawed at the hole in your chest. Crim-
son spilled out and smeared your 
hands. Your mouth opened to scream, 
and blood gushed out. It streamed 
down over your chin. It was bright 
red and frothy. Then you fell—dead. 

"The man who shot you got away 
and was never found. The gun he used 
was never located. Your estate was di-

vided between the survivors—Kenley, 
Yorke, Manvel and myself. W e went 
to your funeral. The papers printed 
columns about our Last Man Club, 
about our undying friendship and all 
that rot. 

"They took pictures of this special 
room I arranged for the meetings of 
our Club." 

Gresham's thick arm swung, indicat-
ing the somber walls of the room, its 
black draperies and furnishings. His 
head moved slowly as he looked about 
at the other three crepe-draped chairs. 

"I know all of the details about Wet -
stone," he said hoarsely, "because I 
shot h im!" 

HIS voice died out, and a silence 
came into the room. It was a 

strange quiet. Moment by moment, it 
seemed to become more profound—the 
silence of forgotten tombs. Then Gre-
sham spoke again. 

"I was terrified for weeks, afraid to 
go out of the house and afraid to stay 
home. Not—" The pink folds of flesh 
along his jaws shook as he moved his 
head from side to side. "Not because I 
regretted killing you, Wetstone. Not 
that. Your death meant a matter of a 
hundred thousand dollars to me. 

"The murder was too simple and 
easy. It wasn't complicated enough. 
There were too many chances of my 
being caught. A chance of someone 
seeing me leave the house—a hundred 
things. I planned the next more care-
fully. It was yours—Orvel Kenley. It 
was a masterpiece." 

Gresham's thick fingers made a pyra-
mid. His tiny eyes centered upon the 
second chair to his left. 

"You were killed accidentally, Ken-
ley. Your own carelessness brought 
about your death. You, David Yorke 
and I went upstate on a duck-hunt. 
Our duffle was in the back of Yorke's 
car. W e reached our destination and 
were unloading. You became careless 
with your shotgun. It was in the back 
of the car. 

"All of our guns were supposed to be 
empty, but yours was not. You made 
a wisecrack at Yorke, standing beside 
you, and pulled your gun toward you. 
It went off. 
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"The trigger was caught in the duf-
fle in the back of the car. That mild, 
academic face of yours was a red horror 
when Yorke caught your falling body 
and eased it to the ground. I was at 
the front of the car, out of danger and 
entirely beyond suspicion." 

Gresham chuckled throatily. It was 
a hideous sound in the room. The pink 
tip of his tongue swept thick lips. 

"It was a sad affair. No one could 
account for your gun being loaded, 
while mine and Yorke's were not. Just 
carelessness, a sad accident. Your fam-
ily was prostrated by the tragedy. So 
was Yorke. 

"He almost went mad, thinking of 
your blood on his hands, of your shat-
tered face almost touching his. He 
didn't want to take his share of your 
estate, Kenley, but he did, finally. I re-
member the amount each of us re-
ceived—one hundred and seventy-five 
thousand dollars. A sad affair." 

Gresham's thick fingers lifted the 
black glass beside his plate. He gulped 
for a moment. His greedy swallowing 
was the only sound in the room. 

"But no one," he continued, putting 
the glass down and wiping his month 
with a black napkin, "no one suspected 
me of loading that gun and arranging 
it to fire when you pulled it from the 
car, Kenley. It was a sad accident. 
With you gone, David Yorke, Jaffrey 
Manvel and myself were left. The 
Three Musketeers, the newspapers 
called us. One for all and all for one. 
It was all quite touching." 

Gresham's big hulk shifted again. 
He leaned heavily on the table. His 
eyes sought the last chair on his right. 

"I used an entirely different method 
on you, Yorke. I wasn't there to see 
you die, but the men I hired to kill you 
said you begged for life like the pot-
bellied coward I always knew you to 
be. Weak and yellow. I contacted 
those two hoodlums and offered them 
ten thousand dollars to kidnap you, 
take you out in the country and shoot 
you down in approved gangster 
fashion. 

"I paid them five thousand cash the 
day before the job and had them come 
to collect the other after I knew you 
were dead. They came, and I gave 

them the package I had prepared. Anx-
ious to leave, they opened the package 
in the car several blocks away, and—" 

Gresham's thick hands spread, pink 
palms upward. His fat shoulders 
lifted. 

"The Police could never figure out 
anyone killing you in a gang war. It 
just didn't fit with that pious, milk-sop 
whining of yours. You even objected 
to a bottle of wane in the Club, a bottle 
to be drunk by the last man. 

"There was another thing the Police 
couldn't figure—why the city had an 
expensive pavement repair job on their 
hands. The surprise of the hoodlums, 
too, must have been very amusing. The 
package I gave them contained a Mills 
hand grenade, arranged to explode 
when the package was opened!" 

GR E S H A M ' S fat body shook with 
l a u g h t e r for a moment. He 

dabbed at his mouth with the black 
napkin, took another swallow of water 
from the black glass beside his plate. 

"But the most pleasant thing about 
it was the fine condition of your estate, 
Yorke. Manvel and I divided a little 
over a half million dollars. It came in 
very nicely, didn't it, Manvel?" 

Gresham's tiny eyes swung to the 
nearest chair on his right. Subdued 
laughter made a quaking mass of his 
huge body. He drank water greedily 
from the black glass and wiped his 
mouth. 

"Your securities were d r o p p i n g 
daily, Manvel. You faced ruin. Every-
thing you had was as good as lost. 
Nothing but a miracle could have saved 
you. Then I caused a miracle to hap-
pen, and you had your share of Yorke's 
estate. 

"It gave you a chance to recover. 
You tried frantically to cover your 
losses, but the cards were stacked 
against you. I stacked them. Most of 
your share of Yorke's estate came to 
me, then you were facing ruin again. 
Yorke's share gave you a chance to 
keep Sybil from me. 

"You knew I'd had my eye on your 
daughter for months. You knew if you 
urged her to marry me I would help 
you. You knew she would have done 
anything for you." 
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Anger burned in Gresham's tiny eyes 
as he stared at the crepe-draped chair. 
His big shoulders hunched over the ta-
ble. He lifted the long-necked bottle of 
wine from the table and held it in his 
hand. 

"Instead, you tried to play on our 
friendship. This wine is a sample." 
Gresham shook the bottle until the 
sparkling liquid frothed. " Y o u brought 
it here. Wine to be drunk by the last 
survivor of the club, you said. Bunk! 
It was a peace offering. 

" Y o u wanted my help and were too 
scared to ask for it. You knew I'd ask 
for Sybil. I couldn't have gained any-
thing by killing you. You were broke. 

Yet you stood between me and your 
daughter. That's why I killed you, 
Manvel." 

Gresham drank the remaining water 
in the black glass beside his plate. 

"It was simple, yet clever. Everyone 
knew you were on your last legs. The 
insurance policy in my favor had been 
canceled. You couldn't pay for it. You 
didn't have money enough to pay for 
anything, so you jumped from your of-
fice on the eighteenth floor and com-
mitted suicide. It was a most tragic 
happening. Sybil was frantic with 
grief." 

CH U C K L I N G throatily, Gresham 
uncorked the bottle of wine and 

poured some of it into his black glass. 
"She was fortunate enough to have 

Holbert Gresham, an old friend of her 
father's there to console her. It was 
quite pleasant, having my soothing 
arm about her shoulders, having her cry 

on my shoulder. Quite pleasant 1" 
Gresham passed the wine-filled glass 

beneath his bulbous nose and sniffed 
appreciatively. Again a laugh shook 
the fat hulk of his body. 

" N o doubt she would have found an-
other comforter, had she known that I 
threw you from your office window, 
Manvel ," he said softly. " Y o u r secre-
tary was in the outer office. She knew 
your condition as well as I did, as well 
as anyone. I talked to her a few mo-
ments and planted the thought of sui-
cide in her mind. 

"Then I went in to see my old friend 
Manvel, threw him from the office win-
dow and yelled to the secretary that 
you had jumped. Simple, and effective. 
You turned over twice on the way to 
the pavement below, Manvel. Turned 
slowly, almost majestically. Then you 
struck. 

"It made me a little sick for a while, 
but that was mistaken for my grief 
over the death of a dear friend. The 
newspaper articles about our undying 
friendship made a perfect background. 
I explained that I'd seen you were 
badly worried, that I 'd offered to help 
you, but you seemed entirely unbal-
anced. 

" Y o u leaped for the window. I tried 
to stop you, and missed. T h e secretary 
was too excited to notice anything she 
said. She admitted that you had been 
depressed and vaguely remembered 
something about suicide, but she 
thought you'd said it. It was all very 
simple. With you dead, Manvel, I was 
the last man. 

" I waited six months and broached 
the subject of marriage to Sybil. She 
wouldn't think of it at first, but she 
finally said yes—as I thought she 
would. I have wealth. She needed that 
to straighten the mess you left behind, 
Manvel. True, she is somewhat 
younger than I am, but that doesn't 
matter. I want her, and what I want, 
I ge t ! " 

The fat fingers of Gresham's left 
hand clenched on the table top, bloated 
pink flesh against black cloth. 

" W e are to be married a month from 
tonight. I have already willed every-
thing I have to her. I shall announce 
our wedding to the newspapers to-
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night. The reporters and photog-
raphers are waiting outside. I told 
them I would hold the last meeting of 
our Last Man Club tonight, that I 
wanted one last hour with my dear, de-
parted friends, then all of this would 
be destroyed." 

His sweeping arm encompassed the 
black furnishings of the room. 

"There will be nothing remaining to 
remind me of you. This room is sound-
proofed, as all of you know. W h a t I 
have said here tonight cannot be known 
by anyone. Now, my hour is up." 

Gresham's fat hulk lurched erect. He 
was holding the glass of wine in his 
hand. He raised it. 

" I give you as a toast, my dear, dead 
friends, my marriage to Sybil Manvel. 
I drink that toast in the wine so gen-
erously provided by her father!" 

Gresham brought the black glass to 
his lips. His swallowing made a 
greedy, bubbling sound. He finished, 
replaced the glass on the table. 

" A n d now, my friends, I bid you a 
last and, I hope, a long farewel l ! " 

He started to move away from the 
table, then stopped. A queer, twisted 
expression of surprise flashed across 
his bloated features. His tiny blue eyes 
snapped wide. Sudden, terrifying 
knowledge flamed in their depths. 

" M a n v e l ! Y o u ! Y o u — " 
Loosely , his jerking lips formed the 

words. Then his eyes spread wider. 
Fat fingers dragged across his sweat-
beaded face, dug at the collar half hid-
den in the red folds of his neck. A 
choked scream of sheer horror swelled 
in his throat. His blue eyes spread 

wider, staring wildly. 
The four crepe-draped chairs about 

the black table were now occupied! 

MO N T E W E T S T O N E ' S thin fig-
ure was to the left, a horrible, 

blood-rimmed hole showing in the 
white of his shirt-front. Beside him 
was a figure whose face was a red, raw 
horror—Orvel Kenley. David Yorke 's 
broad figure was to the right of the 
table, a ragged pattern of crimsoned 
bullet wounds across his chest and 
shoulders. 

T o Yorke 's left was a thing that had 
been a man, but was now a crushed and 
shapeless mass of torn flesh and shat-
tered bone. Before Holbert Gresham 's 
glazing eyes swam a grisly vision of 
two shrieking humans blasted to 
atoms. Then his own voice blended 
with their screams. 

" M a n v e l ! You 've killed m e ! That 
w ine—po ison—" 

Gresham's fat fingers clawed at his 
throat. A spasm wrenched at his obese 
figure. Terror , stark and maddening, 
blazed in his eyes and drained the crim-
son from his veined face. He caught 
at the table for support, then fell, drag 
ging the black cloth with him. 

The long-necked wine bottle tot-
tered, dropped to its side. Dark, red, 
sparkling liquid spewed out, soaking 
into the black spread of the table. It 
dripped from the table edge. Crimson 
drops spattered upon the stiffening 
body of Holbert Gresham. 

And the merry, gurgling laugh of the 
wine flowing from the bottle was the 
only sound in the room. 
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She plunged to a horrible death off the sheer precipice. 

EYES OF DOOM 
Hypnotic Death Stalks Abroad in an Ancient Island 

Castle Where Legend Lives Anew I 

By ANDREW HOLLIDAY 
Author of "Death in the Offing," "Charnel House," etc. 

I H E N R Y J O H N K E I T H , feel 
^ impelled to set down here the 
y details of what occurred at 

Crannock Castle, Crannock Island, on 
that night of fear, July Seventh, 
Nineteen Hundred and Thirty-six. 
Even as I write, my pen seems to run 
blood and my hand is clammy with 
cold sweat. But that the dead may 
rest and the living go on with names 

cleared of guilt, I must not falter. . . . * * * 

The dinner was to have been a fes-
tive affair, one of celebration. It 
started off wrong, though, and the 
wine did little to restore things—even 
for a little while. 

The storm broke soon after we got 
to the island; indeed the caretaker, to 
whom I'd given the night off , was 
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caught in the tail of it before he got 
the motorboat to the mainland. 

It wag as severe a gale as ever lashed 
that part of the N e w England coast. 
Rain flooded down in heavy cel lo-
phanelike sheets. Thunderbo l ts split 
the heavens. Surging mountains of 
brine pounded the sheer rocky cl i f fs 
along the northeast face of the isle. 
And every n o w and then, snake l ight-
ning would come g l id ing toward us 
over the peaked tops of the waves. 

Incessant thunder made conversa-
tion difficult. But with that we could 
have borne, had it not been for what 
happened in Grace Severn's room. 

Grace had looked lovelier than ever 
when we met that day. If I hadn't 
had good reason, having spent years 
in the same vaudevil le troupe with 
her, to know that she was thirty- four , 
I 'd have looked at her slim figure and 
finely modeled blond head and said 
she wasn't a day over twenty-three. 
As it was, I fe lt the need of seeing 
her and hearing her voice , and so lin-
gered at her room, playing with her 
pet Scotty , while she unpacked. 

T h e dog refused to have anything 
to do with me. He retreated when I 
grabbed at him, only to charge me, 
yapping, the instant I relaxed. I cor-
nered him finally, though, when he 
jumped to the l ow w i n d o w sill, and I 
shot m y hands out to catch him. 

TO O late I saw the unfastened case-
ments swing out on their hinges 

as he thumped back into them. M y 
muscles tensed as with a galvanic 
shock, when his paws sl ipped on the 
smooth wet stone, when my fingers 
missed him by inches, when I saw the 
gaping void where his pert black b o d y 
had been. 

His broken cry, the sickening thud 
of him on the cement courtyard, thirty 
feet below, floated up to us through 
the teeth of the storm. Grace stood 
stricken. 

I couldn't meet her eyes. "Sorry , " 
I said inanely. 

She pulled herself together. Her 
hand gr ipped m y shoulder. 

" Y o u didn't mean it, Harry , " she 
said. " Y o u go get ready for d inner? " 
She paused. " Y o u might ask D a v i d — " 

I nodded, went dumbly on my way. 
I knew how she felt; she was too 
sturdy a trouper to give vent to her 
emotions. 

David, it must be explained, was the 
son of Jerry Speers, another member 
of the old troupe. I 'd adopted David 
four years earlier when his father 
died. He 'd been a trifle on the frail 
side then, a bit undernourished. But 
now, returned after a year on a ranch 
in southwest Texas , he was as mus-
cular and bronzed as a f ront iersman— 
a dark, handsome lad of twenty- two. 

I f ound him in his room, told him 
of the accident. 

He understood at once, put his mag-
azine aside. " I ' l l go right down, " he 
said, and started off as he spoke. 

My face startled me when I reached 
my own room, looked into the mirror 
over my dresser. It was the face of an 
old man—tired and old at thirty-eight. 
M y skin was blanched, bloodless. M y 
eyes didn't look right. 

T h e shock I 'd just had was partial 
cause, I knew. A n d recently I had 
overworked , making sure that the hos-
pital I 'd built and endowed with a 
slice of the fortune a cousin had unex-
pectedly left me was up to specifica-
tions. I wondered if I was on the 
verge of a nervous break-down. 

T h e caffein tablets I had would help. 
Each of them had the pick-up effect of 
a cup of strong co f fee without the bil i -
ous aftermath of the cof fee . I took 
two of them to tide me over the 
evening. 

Much of m y good spirits returned 
by the time dinner was over. In fact 
I was fee l ing rather elated and was 
having some dif f iculty in keeping m y 
tongue f rom running away f rom me. 

I looked across the table at Gaston 
France. He didn't appear too happy, 
somehow. Years were beginning to 
take their toll f r o m him, silver his 
hair. It hadn't been easy on him, 
either, since vaudevil le was definitely 
out and, like the rest of my company 
that night, he was too proud to take 
assistance f r o m me. 

"Gaston, " I said when I caught his 
eye, " y o u certainly outdid yourself 
tonight , making this dinner. I 'm glad 
n o w that the servants didn't get a 
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chance to arrive and spoil things. 
Your hand hasn't lost any of its old 
skil l . " 

He beamed. " I n the old days, it 
was di f ferent ," he said. "Most times 
we hadn't much to cook . " 

TAJ O U I D A , the Swami, was sit-
t ing next to him. T a j Ouida used 

to add the Oriental color to our show. 
He was a Hindu with certain caste 
rights that I should remember more 
about but don't . 

T a j shook his head, showed a line 
of fine white teeth. 

" Y o u were always too modest, Gas-
ton France," he said, his words pro-
nounced with his usual almost minc-
ing precision. 

Gaston's niece, Marilyn, was in the 
place of honor at the head of the table. 
Her young form, in her white satin 
gown, looked as fragile as a flower. 
Her hair was a pale b lond—not the 
vibrant golden shade of Grace Sev-
ern's, who sat at my left. I was lin-
gering hope fu l ly on the thought that 
Marilyn and David, who was at the 
opposite end of the table f r om her, 
might find each other mutually attrac-
tive, perhaps discover a more tender 
attachment. 

I rose with a glass in my hand. " A 
toast to Gaston," I said, "whose re-
sistance I finally wore down enough 
to make him al low me to adopt his 
niece today as m y daughter ! " 

Gaston came to his feet. " T o ourv 
host, who can give Marilyn advan-
tages that I couldn't , " he said. He 
raised his glass again. " T o the happy 
death of Marilyn France. M a y — " 

The girl 's face went white. The 
fork she'd been toying with fell to 
her plate with a clatter. 

" U n c l e ! " she cried, drawing a sharp 
breath. 

Grace intervened. " Y o u r uncle 
didn't mean you were go ing to die, 
Mari lyn," she said. " Y o u must be on 
edge, dear." 

Mari lyn looked troubled. "Maybe 
I am on edge, and I 'm sorry. But I 
had the strangest feel ing when Uncle 
spoke." 

" Y o u should not have, my lady," the 
Swami told her, his dark eyes caress-

ingly upon her. " W h a t men call 
death is not bitter, nor is it really 
death. It is but the sweet passage 
f r o m time into the fullness of eter-
nity. It is not death we must fear, 
but other things—evil things. Your 
adopted father could tell you such a 
tale about this very house." 

Al l faces turned toward me. 
The conversation had taken too ma-

cabre a turn for my liking and I'd 
been struggl ing f or a way to steer it 
into another channel. T h e story T a j 
Ouida suggested was the last one in 
the wor ld I wanted to tell at the time. 
I could see no graceful out f or me, 
though, and that more especial ly when 
Grace, to w h o m I'd secretly vowed 
atonement, urged me with : 

"Please tell it, Harry . " 
It was only a neighborhood legend, 

I warned them, and far f r om being 
authenticated. I purposely made m y 
tale as brief as possible, barely sketch-
ing in the main heads. 

A century and a half before , it was 
said, Sir El i jah Crannock, a hard-
shelled old aristocratwith more money 
and eccentricit ies than brains, had 
bought this island and built the house 
—a solid pile of masonry rising four 
stories and half a hundred feet, some-
thing like a cross between a light-
house and a medieval castle. 

For some imagined of fense, he'd 
driven his young daughter out on just 
such a night as this. W a n d e r i n g in 
the storm, driven f r o m the house but 
unable to leave the island, she'd 
plunged to a horrible death off the 
sheer precipice along the northeast. 

SIR E L I J A H , it was related, was 
t h e r e a f t e r s t r i c k e n w i t h a 

strange malady and suffered the tor-
ments of hell until he died by his own 
hand. A n d finally, Crannock Castle, 
accursed, had passed f r o m one i l l - for -
tuned hand to another until I—l ike 
old Sir El i jah in that I had far more 
money and eccentricit ies than brains 
—bought it and was going about re-
bui lding it. 

There was a hush when I was d o n e ; 
a hush that seemed to be both without 
and within the house. 

T h e setting, the strange o ld house 
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with its high, black-beamed ceilings 
and the bursting thunder-riven ele-
ments outside, had defeated all my 
efforts to make the legend dull and 
prosaic. And, as the pregnant stillness 
expanded to its full, there came such 
a breath-taking crash of thunder that 
it seemed that the old house must 
surely be shattered by the very vibra-
tion. And the casements were lighted 
up as if by a living sheet of flame. 

W h o originally brought hypnotism 
into the talk, I can't remember. W e 
were lolling about the same room 
where we'd had dinner—the two lower 
floors of the castle were still in the 
process of being remodelled. Some-
how, as I look back on it now, we 
seemed to be consciously trying to in-
fuse gayety Into our chatter, but 
happy recollections and pleasant top-
ics all seemed to have a hollow ring to 
them. 

When it came to hypnotism, though, 
things definitely perked up. There 
was no stopping the trend of thought. 
Soon an almost violent discussion was 
under way as to methods, power of 
operators, susceptibility of subjects, 
mediums, effects, and what-not. And 
I found myself drawn irresistibly by 
the current. 

Before I knew it, I'd accepted a 
challenge. 

Gaston France said I might've had 
a mind-reading act in the old days, but 
as far as he was concerned he knew it 
was a farce. And as far as being a 
genuine hypnotist, I never was and I 
never could be. To prove his point, 
he sat Marilyn in a chair, stood me in 
front of her, and dared me to go to 
work. 

Marilyn was a perfect subject; that 
much, I knew before I began. She 
was young, docile, obedient. Ever 
since she'd been a child she'd always 
looked upon me as a sort of tin god, 
one who could do anything. More-
over, I was sure—dogmatically sure— 
that I could make her do anything I 
chose. I felt possessed that evening 
of strange power. Otherwise, I would 
never have accepted the challenge. 

I not only succeeded; I succeeded 
easily. 

It was no time at all before she be-

came drowsy. Her light sleep was 
just as quickly fol lowed by profound 
slumber. She was soon ready to obey 
my every command—a mere autom-
aton at the mercy of my whims. 

It was then, after I'd had Marilyn 
walk along the edge of the carpet as 
though on a tight-wire, that Grace 
Severn laughed, somewhat hysteri-
cally, and said: 

"Careful, Harry, please. Don't give 
Marilyn any post-hypnotic sugges-
tions like that to do after she wakes 
up. She'd probably try them on the 
edge of the cliff, and the yokels here-
abouts would swear it was fulfilment 
of the legend you told us." 

A vivid, awful picture of Marilyn 
on the brink of the precipice flashed 
through my mind. I shuddered. And 
I released the girl from her trance as 
quickly as I could. 

SL E E P wouldn't come to me that 
night. We 'd taken leave of each 

other and gone to our rooms shortly 
after eleven. For half an hour, a half 
hour that seemed eons long, I lay 
there on my bed, listening to the driv-
ing rain and the pounding sea. Nor 
would closing my eyes keep out the 
searing flashes of lightning. 

Of a sudden I sat bolt upright in my 
bed. Sweat broke on my forehead. 
Something was happening! 

The scream was the scream of the 
damned. Its utter despair cut through 
the booming crescendo of the ele-
ments. Its high-pitched, tremulous 
note swept my nerves up to a shatter-
ing peak, only to drop me again, a pal-
sied, shapeless thing. 

How I managed to pull myself from 
bed, grope my way to the door, stum-
ble down the hallway, I scarcely know. 
Sheer necessity must have forced me. 

Everyone else was there, in various 
stages of undress. No one could have 
slept through that terrifying shriek. 
Shivering despite the humid air, faces 
blanched with fear, they had come to 
seek the company of their fellows. 

All , except Marilyn. 
W e gathered at the door of her 

room. Grace didn't bother to knock. 
Her hand sought the knob at once. 
The metal rasped in its holder. 
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Grace's slim Bhoulder thudded dully 
against the panel. 

The door wouldn't budge. 
At the time no one raised a voice 

in an attempt to get a response from 
within the room. It seems odd, re-
calling it now. But somehow it didn't 
seem so to us then. W e all knew with-
out being told that grim tragedy had 
stalked behind the door, and for some 
minutes all we did was stare dumbly at 
the massive oaken portal, realizing the 
futi l ity of pitting our puny strength 
against it. 

David was the first to recover suf-
ficiently to think of a remedy. He wa6 
down to the second floor and back 
again before most of us had moved. 
In his hand was a heavy axe which 
he'd snatched from among the work-
men's tools. He'd fetched a cold 
chisel, too, realizing that even the 
sharpest-bladed axe would bounce off 
that age-seasoned wood. 

Bursting into the room the instant 
the bolt was dislodged, we came to an 
abrupt halt. 

The room was empty. 
" T h e w i n d o w ! " Gaston cried. 
His voice and the casement, swing-

ing back and forth in the driving rain, 
started us to life again. W e crowded 
after him. Half afraid, half expec-
tant, we craned our heads out through 
the opening. 

A blaze of lightning showed us only 
too clearly what we sought. A split 
second picture, but one of haunting 
clarity: the pink satin nightgown, 
splashed with mud, wet and gleaming; 
pathetic sprawled limbs; the dreadful 
white of a girl's flesh; the pale gold 
of her hair; and that horrible splash 
of red. 

I came away, sickened. Grace 
touched my arm. 

"Is it—" she began. 
I realized she hadn't been to the 

window. She'd always had altiphobia 
badly—so badly that it was an effort 
for her to close a window, much less 
look down from a height. I nodded 
wordlessly. 

MA R I L Y N ' S poor broken body 
was beyond human aid. HeT 

death had been instantaneous. Even 

before we raced down the stairs, car-
ried her drenched form in out of the 
gale, that much was clear. She'd 
been spared the suffering that would 
have been hers if she'd lingered ; for 
medical aid was impossibly out of 
reach, now that the motorboat, our one 
link with the mainland through the 
murderous sea, was gone. 

She looked like a doll when we laid 
her on her bed—a fragile doll with 
features delicately molded in wax. 
W e men came away slowly, leaving 
Grace watching by the bed. David 
seemed especially hard hit. He acted 
as if he were drugged, blinking stu-
pidly at me when I spoke to him. 

My own nerves were shot. I kept 
my hands in my pockets to keep the 
others from seeing how I was shaking. 
Before I went down the hallway, I 
visited my room and swallowed a cou-
ple more of my caffein tablets. 

Gaston France and the Swami were 
arguing heatedly when I joined them 
in the dining room. The sound of 
their raised voices—Gaston's, rather, 
for Taj Ouida never seemed to feel 
the need of raising his—quickened my 
steps as I came down the corridor. 

The two men were facing each other 
across a narrow table. I realized for 
the first time that, though civil enough 
toward one another, they had never 
really been friends. David was sit-
ting oft' by himself, his face a dull 
vacant mask. W h i c h explained why 
his voice hadn't reached me. 

Gaston had his jaw out belliger-
ently, " I saw enough of your doings 
in the old days," he was saying. "Al l 
of it wasn't for show. You're nothing 
but a damned heathen!" 

Taj Ouida folded his arms across 
his chest. " M y people cradled the 
Aryan race," he reminded. "India 
will exist when your kind are forgot-
ten." He spoke coldly. " Y o u babble 
and profane things you could not hop^ 
to understand." 

I caught Gaston by the shoulder, 
pulled him about. "Gaston," I said, 
"this is no time for argument and 
shouts. Your niece is lying out there, 
dead." 

Gaston's face twisted convulsively. 
"Dead ! " he spat through his teeth. 



THE EYES OF DOOM 103 

"Dead, and he killed her. He and his 
damned mysteries! I could see the 
Devil in his face when he asked you 
to tell that story tonight. I don't 
know how, but he killed her ! " 

The Swami made quick reply. " Y o u 
seem to be on good terms with the 
Evil One that you recognize him so 
easily. Maybe the bolted door was no 
bar to your steps. Could it be that 
you, who toasted the poor child's 
death, also wished i t? " 

The floor rocked undeT me, hearing 
them hurl charges of murder at each 
other. Their natural antipathy had 
made them forget me. Had they for -
gotten I had hypnotized Marilyn that 
very evening—hypnotized her to a 
point where she was susceptible to 
post-hypnotic suggestion? 

I myself had been haunted ever 
since I 'd first seen her empty bed, with 
the fear—more, the growing certainty 
—that the thought image of her walk-
ing along the edge of the precipice 
had been transferred from my will to 
her own. What else could have made 
its way through that bolted door, sent 
her through the casements to her 
death? 

MY N E R V E S were steadier now. 

I couldn't bring myself to re-
veal my own guilt. Still, I couldn't 
let my best friends accuse each other, 
either. I was determined that the 
blame should at least not be misplaced. 
I pushed Gaston France roughly aside, 
brought my fist down upon the table, 
faced them with blazing eyes. 

" Y o u will both listen to me," I said 
stonily. "This is my house. I will 
have no fighting in it. I will not have 
my guests insulted. If either of you 
wishes to stay, you will go to your 
rooms at once." 

I met Taj Ouida's eyes, then stared 
full into Gaston's. I pointed to the 
doorway. " I mean it. G o ! " 

And the men, without word of re-
ply, went. 

I watched them, then with a nod to 
David, fo l lowed. 

My steps were firm enough, but my 
soul within me was confused ; pos-
sessed as if by two persons. One, the 
self I was used to, seemed to be sitting 

back as it were, astonished and amazed 
at the boldness of the other. Never 
before, for instance, would I have 
faced friends and spoken like that. 

The split in my personality was still 
vague and indistinct. But would it 
remain so? Or would the gap widen? 

Grace Severn was keeping watch 
over Marilyn's poor dead body when I 
passed. There was a strong urge in 
me to go lay my troubles, l ittle-boy-
fashion, in her comfort ing lap. I re-
pressed myself , though, and went my 
way after telling her that I'd relieve 
her in a couple of hours if she could 
hold up that long. 

I set my alarm for a quarter past 
three, intending to nap that long. 
Sleep again eluded me, though. The 
thunder and lightning had abated, but 
the rain still flooded down in torrents. 
It wasn't the storm, however, that kept 
me awake. If any man ever had a 
guilty conscience, I had one and it 
was preying, vulturelike, on my mind. 

Half past two. I wasn't even 
drowsy. 

In desperation, I reached for my 
clock, pushed down the key so that 
the alarm wouldn't ring. The storm 
had grown in fury again, the light-
ning blazing more brilliantly than 
ever. My thoughts were whirling diz-
zily. Habit more than anything di-
rected my fingers in dressing me. 

My hand sought the door knob. 
The next instant I was gripping it 

as fiercely as if an electric current had 
flowed from it into my body. A numb-
ing spasm seemed to contract my 
brain. 

The scream died in mid-career. 
I can only describe it that way. Per-

haps, I should call it a throaty roar 
rather than a scream. But roar or 
scream, it broke just as it was born so 
that it seemed to hang like an awful 
living substance in the damp air. 

The others were already coming 
into the hallway. I saw their eyes 
travel f rom one to another, including 
myself . They were doing what I was 
—counting heads! 

Another missing! 
The uncertainty was nerve-racking. 

Not a second was wasted getting into 
that room, but it seemed an eternity 
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to me before the cold chisel bit its way 
in through the crack and dislodged 
the bolt. 

Again, the empty bed. 
Again, the empty room. 
And down, down thirty feet below 

the swinging casements, below on the 
cement pavement, stark in the glare of 
the flashing lightning, lay death! 

MA R I L Y N , fragile thing that she 
was, had been a broken doll, pa-

thetically beautiful, if anything, in 
death. But poor Gaston, grown heav-
ier with the years, was—God, I will 
not go into ghastly detail. 

W e carried Gaston's body up and 
laid it in the room next to where Mari-
lyn lay. A silent little group we were, 
shuffling up the flights, bearing within 
our hearts a weight that seemed meas-
ureless compared even to that we bore, 
panting in our slipping hands. W e 
came away woodenly after depositing 
our burden on its temporary bier. 

My nerves were on the breaking 
point. I stole off to my room to snatch 
another caffein pick-up. As I came in 
front of my dresser, reached for the 
box, though, I caught sight of my face 
in the mirror. 

I fell back, startled, the box drop-
ping from my nerveless fingers. It was 
with an effort that I forced myself 
forward again, forced myself to look 
in the glass. 

I felt myself flush hotly, feverishly. 
I became conscious of my pulse. It 
was racing. My heart, too, was pound-
ing against my ribs. I tried to lick my 
lips, but my tongue was parched and 
dry ; the contact was almost painful. 

Was that—could that be—my own 
face? 

Hair all awry, standing practically 
on end. Skin heavy, puffed, its bloated 
surface unhealthily flushed and 
blotched with rash. Cruel, sensuous 
lips. 

The eyes, though, held me. I was 
all but hypnotized by them. They 
seemed twice the size I thought mine 
ought to be. Their pupils were widely 
dilated. They seemed to swim before 
me as I met their glassy stare. 

My hand went to the mirror. My 
fingers went over it carefully, hoping 

to find some flaw. But there was none. 
There was no trick. What I saw was 
my face ; my eyes. 

No wonder the little Scotty had 
barked at me, had backed through the 
casements rather than let me touch 
him! No wonder Marilyn had fallen 
so quickly under my dooming spell ! 
No wonder Gaston France and Taj 
Ouida had retreated to their rooms 
without a word when I'd commanded 
it! 

Good God, I'd ordered poor Gaston 
to go to his room or leave the house! 
Could he have misconstrued my com-
mand somehow and in troubled sleep 
have plunged on that account to his 
death? Was I a double murderer? 

I snapped out of my trend of 
thought with a jerk as my eyes fell on 
my mirrored reflection again. I had 
to pull myself together, I realized. 
The road I'd been traveling wa6 
headed for the horrors of madness. 

My fingers were already selecting a 
couple of my pick-up tablets when I 
came to understand what I was doing. 
Of a sudden I determined that I would 
have no more of them. 

Maybe my nerves did need sooth-
ing ; maybe each of the tablets was 
only as strong as a cup of coffee. Still, 
I was definitely through with them, 
definitely through with paying tribute 
to whatever devil was inside me. 

I flung the box into the corner of the 
room, scattering the contents over the 
floor. 

^ ~ ^ R A C E had given up her watch 
over the dead. She was sitting 

in the dining room with David and 
Taj Ouida when I came along. All 
three of them were sitting close to-
gether as though they felt the need of 
each other's support. 

The low tones in which they'd been 
speaking died away as I entered. 
There was, I thought, a note of com-
passion in the dark eyes with which 
Taj Ouida regarded me. Both Grace 
and David took their gaze from me at 
once. They seemed afraid I might 
reach in and read what they were 
thinking. 

Had they in turn managed to read 
my guilty thoughts? Or had they by 
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simple elimination fastened the blame 
where it be longed? Had they read the 
dread implication in these staring 
eyes of mine? I wondered and was 
afraid. 

T h e draft flowing in through the 
casements, damp and warm as it was, 
made me shiver. I 'd already seated 
mysel f . I fe lt fagged out. I turned 
to David. 

"Shut the w i n d o w there, will you 
please, D a v i d ? " I said. 

The lad said nothing. But as he 
met m y gaze, I thought he flinched. 
Barely perceptible, it was, and surely 
involuntary; but he had drawn back 
before m y eyes. W a s the lad afraid 
of me? 

For nothing better to do and be-
cause words seemed too heavy to 
bandy, we watched David rise some-
what dazedly f r o m his chair, walk 
across the floor, a little unsteadily. He 
paused hal fway there, but continued 
on. 

W h e n he reached the window, 
though, he broke. If we hadn't been 
watching c lose ly , it surely would have 
escaped us. W e might have supposed 
that he'd merely stopped at the win-
dow for a moment to survey the rag-
ing electric elements outside. 

But, watching as we were, we knew 
that the hand with which he grasped 
the w i n d o w frame was not put there 
in an idle gesture. He was holding 
himself . W i t h i n him a silent battle— 
a battle to the death—was being 
fought . W e could see the muscles un-
der his shirt stand out like whipcords . 

Realization crashed down upon my 
head. 

I flung myself f rom my chair, 
gr ipped him by the shoulders. He fell 
to the floor as I flung him roughly back 
—away f r o m the open maw of the 
casements. 

M y body was trembling when I 
faced the others. T h e words I spoke 
seemed scarcely mine. 

" T h e dog, Marilyn, Gaston, and now 
David," I said. " I t can't go o n ! W e 
can't let it. W e can't let one go on, 
fattening on the deaths of others, no 
matter who the person, what the 
reason." 

"But what," Grace asked so f t ly , "can 

we do, H a r r y ? " 
" D o ? " I echoed. " G o to your rooms. 

Bolt your doors. L o c k your windows . 
T ie yourselves to your beds, if y o u 
will . I hold mysel f responsible f or all 
this. There wil l be no more of i t ! Go 
to your rooms. Y o u shall see what 
I 'm go ing to d o ! " 

Perhaps I was foo lhardy to think of 
the idea under the c ircumstances— 
under any circumstances. That I did 
think of it, though, shows h o w far 
gone I was at the time, how desperate. 
M y whirl ing brain was only too wi l l -
ing to catch at anything, straw though 
it be. 

FO R no help could possibly reach 
us for hours. It would have been 

sheer suicide for any boat to have at-
tempted ty ing up at the island. T h e 
sea was still boi l ing, still threatening 
to engulf the little r o cky pinnacle on 
which the castle stood. Thunderbolts 
crackled and crashed without ceasing. 
And the bursting reservoirs of the 
heavens appeared to be emptying their 
contents in a solid mass. 

There was strong probabil ity that 
my flares mightn't even be seen on the 
mainland. But as I opened my kit and 
pulled out m y V e r y signal pistol, one 
maniac trend obsessed my mind to the 
exclusion of all o thers : 

I must summon aid. I must give 
myself up, have myself put safely 
away. There must be an end to the 
tragedies of this horrible night. 

The pistol appeared in good order, 
as it should have been, being a new 
one, bought especially for use on the 
island. T h e shells I took f rom the 
box were somewhat c lumsy- looking 
affairs with their one-inch caliber. 

I paused, listening. Something I 
had heard— 

A f t e r a moment the knock was re-
peated. 

I stood there like a statue. M y 
pulse leaped. M y heart beat l ike a 
triphammer. B lood roared in m y 
ears. T h e walls of the rooms ex-
panded and contracted like rubber 
sheets as I stared. 

It was impossible ! 
Yet it came again, that knock, brook-

ing no denial to its summons. 
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Came from the w indow! 
Someone was knocking on my win-

d o w ; my window that was thirty feet 
f rom the courtyard below, that was set 
in a wall of solid masonry without 
crack or foothold in its entire surface; 
my window that was more than the 
length of a tall man's body from the 
nearest neighboring window above, 
below, or to the side! 

I walked across the floor on tiptoe. 
The window latch opened silently un-
der my fingers. I put my foot to the 
twin casements, flung them out 
sharply. 

Lightning flared dazzlingly in my 
face. Of anything else, though, there 
was no 6ign. 

The strain of waiting was too much 
for me. I went soft ly to the window, 
thrust my head gingerly out. There 
was nothing be low; nothing to either 
side of me. I stretched myself out 
further, intending to twist my head 
around, to look upward. 

The noose dropped around my neck 
without warning. 

It was already tightening when I 
awoke to my plight. I flung my hands 
up to fight it off. T o o late. The best 
I could do was grip the dooming rope 
with straining fingers. 

My feet left the floor of the room. 
The window sill caught vainly at my 
dragging toes. And then, incredibly, 
there was only the rope between me 
and eternity. 

My legs tread the thin air. I swung, 
pendulumlike, over the void. Rain 
beat my tortured face. Twisting the 
rope about one of my hands before I 
was ful ly out the window had saved 
my neck from breaking strain and me, 
perhaps, from instant death. But my 
hands felt the numbing cut of the rope 
and my arms ached as if they'd been 
ripped from their sockets. 

The rope had ceased being pulled 
upward soon after I was clear of the 
sill. I knew it was not being lowered. 
Still, I myself was moving slowly 
downward, and the noose was tighten-
ing about my throat. 

MY H A N D S were slipping on 
the rope! 

They were slipping faster as the 

rain soaked the fibers. Soon, for I 
hadn't the strength to pull myself up, 
I would be hanging by the neck! 

Of a sudden I felt the line of thin 
twine that had rubbed my chin but 
which I hadn't bothered in my anxiety 
to account for, grow taut. It was 
given a sharp jerk. 

And the noose about my neck fell 
slackly away. 

I cried out hoarsely at that. Some-
how, even that choking noose had 
seemed some support as I hung there. 
And now that the twine had released 
the slip knot that held it, I was hang-
ing by my hands alone—my hands that 
were slowly slipping down toward the 
end of the wet rope. 

The rope jerked, sliding me down 
an additional precious inch. An an-
noyed grunt, fo l lowed by a low, harsh 
chuckle, reached me from above. It 
evidently hadn't been expected that 
I'd be still hanging on. 

I stared upward, trying to pierce the 
darkness. 

"You wouldn't take the quick way 
like the others, would y o u ? " a voice 
said. " W e l l , hang on as long as you 
want. The rope's tied, and it's no 
extra strain on me. You deserve a 
few extra minutes of torture, anyway." 

Lightning flashed. Framed in the 
window overhead, his face stark and 
nearly unrecognizable in the harsh 
glow, I saw him. I had refused to 
identify the voice, but now there was 
no doubt. I all but released my grip. 

"David," I said brokenly. "David, 
what have we—I—ever done to you 
that you would do this?" 

His voice beat down out of the dark-
ness. " Y o u would've ruined me if I'd 
let you, you damned hypocrite. Lead-
ing me to expect that I'd be a million-
aire some day, and then sending me 
away to a ranch so I'd be out of the 
way and you could squander a for-
tune, endowing hospitals, buying this 
hell-hole, adopting that stupid little 
ninny who thought I wasn-'t good 
enough for her, willing the rest of the 
money away to people like that damn' 
uncle of hers! I wouldn't have had 
enough to pay my debts if I'd let you 
get away with it. 

"The only decent thing you ever did 
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was to take the responsibi l i ty for the 
deaths and practical ly promise to com-
mit suicide. I knew y o u were still 
acting the hypocr i te , though ; that's 
w h y I decided to use the lariat on you 
as I did on the other two. Y o u 
damned h y p o c r i t e ! " 

L ightn ing flashed again as he fin-
ished. But it wasn't David's twisted 
l ips I saw, nor his hard eyes. The 
rope where it was stretched t ightly 
over the sill beside him was hold ing 
my unwavering attention, adding new 
alarm to m y bottomless despair. 

T h e sharp-edged stone was cutting 
through the rope. 

W i t h every move I made, with every 
bit I slid, with the slightest motion 
the gale gave m y twisting body, the 
strands were being parted—one by one 
—inexorab ly . . . 

T h e scuffle in the room above and 
Grace's cry f r om within my own room 
came together, as though set off by 
the same charge. 

OF T H E struggle overhead, I could 
only surmise that T a j Ouida had 

set upon David and that the two were 
battling it out. Grace, I feared 
though, had fallen in a fa int ; for after 
her short cry, I could neither see nor 
hear anything within the room. 

I was past caring now, anyway. T h e 
strain had been too intense. T h e re-
action was setting in. It could only 
be a matter of minutes, perhaps sec-
onds, until the rope parted or m y 
numbed hands sl ipped down those last 
inches. M y holding onto the rope was 
automatic rather than intentional. 

O n l y vaguely do I recall those final 
seconds. 

I had wronged Grace. It was she 
w h o with the speed of desperation had 
flung down to where the workmen's 
equipment was kept, f ound the rope 
with which to rescue me. It was she 
who, hanging bo ld ly onto the swing-

ing casement, threw a loop out about 
m y doomed body . 

There had been no room for hesita-
tion or f or second thought. Her sav-
ing coil caught me in the nick of time. 
Her knots about the bedstead within 
the room held, groaning—but he ld— 
when my weight made the cable saw 
the top of the support ing casement. 

Her quick decision had saved me 
f rom the fate of the body that hurtled 
down past me f r o m the fourth floor, 
dark and screaming, as I hung there, 
foot less but safe at last, waiting only 
for T a j Ouida to come and help her 
drag me inside. 

" H e fe l l , " T a j Ouida told me, meet-
ing m y gaze with inscrutable eyes. " I t 
is perhaps better." 

O n l y on one point were my instincts 
right, and then partially. Later chem-
ical analysis showed that tabkts dosed 
with minute quantities of atropin had 
been substituted f o r my own mild ones 
of caffein. N o wonder I hadn't been 
able to recognize myself with my sys-
tem charged with that powerful stim-
ulant and m y brain semi-delirious 
f r o m its be fudd l ing e f f e c t ! I can only 
guess that David switched the tablets 
because he was afraid to have me 
clear-headed while he was working 
cut his devilish plot. 

I taxed Grace afterwards, asking 
how it came that an altiphobiac like 
herself had dared do what she did in 
gett ing the rope about my swaying 
body. 

" T h e r e are times," she said, "when a 
person has to f orget to be afraid." She 
smiled. 

The Swami, too, had a ready answer 
when I wanted to know how I could 
reward him. 

There was a light in his sorfiber 
eyes. " I f I may quote a saying that 
is old in Lahore , " he said, " 'Let him 
who wishes an heir take unto himself 
a w i f e . ' " 
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DEATH ASKS 
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Novelette 
of 

Ticking Doom 

'You fihhy, murdering fiend!" 

C H A P T E R I 

Fiend Incarnate 

TH E home of Abner Hilton was 
situated in a none too populous e 
region several miles f r om Phi l -

adelphia. It stood in solitary mag-
nificence in its own grounds—a pass-
ably prosperous looking place, its 
nearest neighbors being a dozen sim-
ilar homes at regular distances. T o 

back and front there was nothing but 
wild, open country—the former look-
ing over rugged moorland to a distant 
hi l l ; the latter towards the smoky line 

T h e T o r t u r e d B e a t o f a P a l p i t a t i n g 
108 



the QUESTION 
By 

JOHN RUSSELL 
FEARN 

Author of "The Stain That Grew, 
Venus," etc. 

on the horizon that denoted Philadel-
phia itself. 

Within the dilapidated, depressing 
interior of the Hilton home, Abner 

Hilton sat scowling at his broken, 
dirty nails. The internal surround-
ings were as filthy as he was. Weak 
daylight filtering through the half 
drawn Venetian blind glanced on 
faded, rotting wallpaper. It touched 
the spare furniture of the place, the 
most substantial article being an un-
usually long deal table provided with 
sloping wooden runnels on either side. 

In the room beyond, turned by the 
poor, half insane Hilton into a bed-
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room, the same drab daylight fell on 
muddy grey tangled sheets and dust 
caked floorboards. 

Gloom, depression—subhuman mor-
bidity. All these things stalked the 
jetty shadows of the horrible place 
and filled both the rooms and Abner 
with a certain hellish meaning. 

He was waiting—waiting for his 
young niece to visit him. He had not 
seen her since her childhood. She was 
worth a fortune in money and he 
wasn't worth a dime. 

The thing to do then was to kill her, 
very skil fully, and throw the blame 
onto her fiance Courtney Wayne, a 
young Philadelphian engineer. Once 
it was done he could have the money 
for himself under the will of his dead 
brother, the girl 's father. 

For months he had brooded over 
the idea in his rotting little retreat. 
She would come, surely. The outside 
of the house looked quite prepossess-
ing. The neighborhood was fairly se-
lect and quiet. Finally he had written 
a letter. His one time culture had en-
abled him to write it very convincing-
ly, expressing the urgent wish to see 
her and convey a confidential message 
which had been left in his keeping by 
her dead father. 

Yes, it had been a very clever letter. 
. . . And now he sat, a tattered, un-
shaven figure, eyes glowing with the 
unholy light of murder-lust—waiting, 
waiting. She would be here any time, 
now. For an instant his gaze shuttled 
to the battered alarm clock on the 
mantel; it was just three o 'clock, the 
time appointed. That meant . . . 

HE jumped to his feet abruptly 
with a sharp and triumphant in-

take of breath. There was a knock on 
the front door. The tap of a woman's 
hand, beyond doubt. Just the sort of 
tap Mary would give, he reflected. 
Dear, sweet child. . . , He chuckled 
viciously to himself as he moved 
along the dusty hall, then flinging 
back the massive bolts he wrenched 
the door open. 

His hungry little eyes flashed over a 
young woman modestly attired in a 
warm winter overcoat, golden hair 
peeping f rom beneath her hat. She 

was just as pretty as she'd been as a 
child, he decided. Not quite so luxuri-
ous in clothes as he had expected; 
there wasn't even a car visible in the 
drive. Evidently she had come by 
train to the local station. . . . Al l 
these thoughts took perhaps two sec-
onds as he surveyed her, then she 
started to speak—but he interrupted 
her with a raised, skinny hand, mo-
tioned inside the drab hall. 

"Come in, my dear," he invited 
gently, but to his irritation she drew 
away nervously. 

"No—no, thank you. I only just 
wanted to know i f — " 

"Yes, yes, of course—I'm your Un-
cle Abner. Come along in." 

"But I—" 
Hilton's lean jaws snapped together. 

There was no time for argument. 
Reaching forward s u d d e n l y he 
clutched the girl round the waist and 
flung his free hand over her mouth to 
stifle her cries of fright. 

"You darned little f o o l ! " he panted, 
dragging her within and slamming 
the door. " D o you want the whole 
damned place to hear you? W h y can't 
you do as your Uncle asks and—?" 

He stopped, momentarily surprised. 
The girl had fainted in his arms. For 
a moment he stood glaring down into 
her ashen face, then staggering be-
neath her weight he carried her into 
the living room and laid her on the 
long deal table. 

Rubbing his skinny hands together 
he looked at her closely, puzzled for a 
while over the apparent cheapness of 
her clothing as he wrenched the over-
coat from her unconscious form. For 
a girl worth a fortune she wasn't 
dressing half as well as he would have 
expected. 

Still, that didn't matter—evidently 
the countryside was no place for 
finery. Besides, what did clothes mat-
ter anyhow? His main object was to 
be rid of her and put his predeter-
mined plan into action. 

Work ing with the swiftness of 
movements long rehearsed he tightly 
bound her wrists and ankles to the 
underside of the table legs. A piece 
of filthy rag thrust between her teeth 
and tied securely into position ef -
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fectually gagged her. Another length 
of rope secured across her neck held 
her head tightly. 

" A fortune, eh?" Hilton muttered, 
surveying her helplessly trussed 
form. " W e shall see, Mary, my dear 
. . . W e shall see ! " 

Turning, he strode through the dim-
ming daylight to the rickety sideboard 
and pulled a long carving knife and a 
saw from the left drawer. Gently he 
laid them down beside the girl, 
rubbed his palms soft ly together in 
ghoulish anticipation. Grunting im-
patiently he lighted an oil lamp and 
placed it on the hook over the table. 

His actions were deliberate—the 
brutal, inhuman actions of a fiend. 

FI R S T he sliced the knife down 
the girl 's clothes, tore them away 

from her body then bedded them down 
in the empty fire gate. His cruel eyes 
rested for a while on her lissom naked-
ness under the dull lamp glow. 
Broken teeth glinted in a ghoulish 
smile as he found she had recovered 
consciousness and was trying des-
perately to raise her pinioned head. 

"Oh , no, my dear," he said gently, 
glaring into her terror stricken face. 
"It is of little use trying to scream 
now—the gag will take care of that. 
It's my turn! Not a trace will remain 
by the time I'm finished with you. 
Mary Lillian Digby will vanish off 
the face of the earth!" 

The girl struggled again, threshed 
and twisted as far as the ropes would 
permit, pulled her head upwards until 
the constriction of the cord set the 
veins bulging in her forehead. Then 
again she relaxed, dumb, staring blue 
eyes fixed on Hilton's grinning face. 
Suddenly he turned away and went 
into the adjoining kitchen, brought 
forth two large buckets and placed 
them at the ends of the table runnels. 

Complacently he nodded, picked up 
the wickedly pointed knife—then 
drove it with all his strength between 
the girl 's heaving breasts, gave it a 
left hand twist that struck clean 
through her heart. 

There was a faint moan from behind 
the gag, then her struggles ceased. 
Blood began to well from the knife 

wound in her breast. Unmoved, Hil -
ton smiled. Wi th a steady hand he 
withdrew the blade and began to cut 
swift ly , hacked and carved until at 
last he had removed the heart itself. 
Eyes bright with madness he laid the 
bluish organ gently to one side, sucked 
breath over his broken teeth in sadis-
tic glee. 

Again he returned to the mangled 
thing that had been a young woman. 
He worked ceaselessly until perspira-
tion drenched him from head to foot , 
worked to the sound of blood drip-
ping from the runnels into the 
buckets. T ime and time again he 
traveled with them into the filthy 
kitchen and emptied them into a tub. 

So, little by little, he dismembered 
the body, cut away the legs, arms and 
head, left only a bleeding torso with 
a gaping ragged hole where the heart 
had been torn out. Panting hard from 
his exertions he stared at the dismem-
bered organ. 

" A t least you can never beat 
again!" he muttered. "Not even in a 
dead b o d y ! It is safer with the heart 
removed—detached. . . ." 

He brooded over that, then sudden-
ly looked up with a start as there 
came a heavy pounding on the front 
door. For an instant he hesitated, 
staring at the pulped mess on the ta-
ble. Then quickly wiping his hands 
on a filthy rag he sped through the 
crawling shadows of the hall and 
opened the door gently. The dying 
light fell on a young, well-dressed 
man with a clean shaven face and de-
termined blue eyes. 

"We l l , what do you want?" Hilton 
demanded irritably. 

" Y o u Abner Hilton, s ir?" 
"Certainly I am. What of i t ? " 
"I believe Mary came along to see 

you this afternoon? I saw her come 
in as a matter of fact, a little while 
ago. I thought I might as well join 
her. I 'm Courtney Wayne, her 
fiance." 

"Oh, I see ! " Hilton's face lighted 
with sudden understanding. In the 
gloom the young man failed to notice 
the subtle craftiness that crept into 
it. "Pray come in, young man—I've 
rather been expecting you. You must 
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excuse the dim l ight but unhappily 
the current is o f f — a fuse, you know. 
I 'm an old man and don't know much 
about these things." 

" M a y b e I can fix it f o r you, sir," 
W a y n e remarked, and stepped into 
the shadows. 

T h e instant he did so fear crawled 
through him. T h e damp, odorous air 
was heavy with the reek of human 
b l o o d ; the whole place stank like an 
offal dump. Abner Hilton felt his 
power fu l young hand close on his 
arm. 

" W h e r e is Mary, s i r? " his voice de-
manded f r o m the dark. 

" R i g h t ahead," the old man 
chuckled . " W e were talking in the 
lamplight, owing to the fuse. Go on 
—right ahead down the passage to 
that door there. You can see the 
l ight." 

W a y n e hesitated for a moment, then 
obeyed. In a f ew moments he gained 
the open doorway and started into the 
dreary surroundings. Instantly hlg 
eyes alighted on that ghastly horror 
on the table. T h e room was like a 
charnel house ; the g l o w of the so f t ly 
swinging oil lamp in the hall draft 
cast its dimness on things that sent 
his appalled mind tumbling madly in 
the depths of hell. 

" M a r y ! " he screamed insanely. 
" O h , G o d ! I 'm mad! That can't be 
Mary there—" 

"That is Mary, " Hilton reassured 
him, c losing the door so f t ly and mov-
ing towards the fireplace. " M a r y — o r 
what remains of her! You didn't ex-
pect it, did you? Thanks for coming 
like this—it 's saved me the trouble of 
sending for you . " 

W a y n e ' s voice cracked in hysterical 
horror and fury over the words ripped 
f r o m his lips. 

" Y o u fiend! Y o u filthy, murdering 
dev i l ! You 've killed her—even dis-
membered her body—muti lated her 
f a ce ! Oh, God, why didn't I get here 
sooner—" 

"That is Mary, but you killed h e r ! " 
Hi l ton said tonelessly. " I will ar-
range that later—" 

He broke off as W a y n e made a sud-
den violent leap towards him. It was 
the very action he had been expect -

ing. Instantly his hand came up f r o m 
behind his back and was revealed as 
c lutching the heavy iron poker f r o m 
the grate. 

W a y n e never realized clearly what 
happened, as he pitched senseless to 
the filthy, blood spattered floor-
boards. . . . 

C H A P T E R II 
Heartbeats of the Slain 

WA Y N E returned to his senses 
with the realization that he 

was firmly bound to the heavy old-
fashioned fire grate. His eyes, blurred 
with the pain f rom his damaged head, 
stared drunkenly at the dancing, leer-
ing face of Abner Hilton in the lamp 
glow. 

W i t h a low snarling laugh the old 
man came forward, shook his skinny 
fist malevolently. 

" I waited until you recovered, 
young man," he said throatily. " I 
wanted you to see everything right 
through to the end! Y o u might as 
wel l—the pol ice will want to accuse 
you . " He went closer, hot fetid 
breath b lowing in W a y n e ' s face. 

" D o you realize what I 'm go ing to 
do to you, Courtney? I intend to 
break your wil l—turn you by s low de-
grees into an imbeci le ! B y torture— 
by mental anguish, by whatever means 
I can and as soon as I can! Clever, 
isn't it? And well worth i t ! 

" Y o u see, with you and Mary both 
out of the w a y — y o u as her murderer, 
in a fit of insanity, it leaves only me 
to col lect . So good of you to f o l l o w 
Mary here. N o w w a t c h ! " 

W a y n e didn't answer. He felt al-
ready that his mind was on the verge 
of cracking under physical pain and 
the added horror of gazing. Yet gaze 
he did, with fascinated nausea, as the 
inhuman Hilton continued his work. 

T h e kni fe carved flabbily into the 
resistless flesh of the thing that had 
been a w o m a n ; the saw grated vi-
c iously over bone. Every sound of it 
went through W a y n e ' s b o d y and 
brain as though he were the victim. 

B y s low degrees through what 
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seemed endless hours he saw the 
corpse carefully cut into pieces and 
thrust into a heavy sack. Then Hilton 
became fiercely active. Li f t ing the 
buckets of blood he vanished into the 
kitchen and there came the sound of 
running tap water. W h e n he re-
turned he was rubbing his hands 
complacently. 

"So easy to dilute the blood to the 
consistency of weak dye and pour it 
down the sink," he breathed venom-
ously. "That is what the police will 
find you did ! I will tell them that. 
You cut the body into sections and 
made it unrecognizable, hoping for 
the perfect crime. The remains will 
be buried in the garden. Remember 
that!" 

So saying he seized the sack and 
pulled it along the floorboards to the 
back door, leaving behind him a smear 
of blood that deeply stained the 
boards. Wayne watched glassily, 
stunned with horror. He would not, 
could not believe that he was seeing 
all that remained of Mary being car-
ried away in that sack. 

He screamed at the thought—raved 
and cursed with impotent, helpless 
fury, wrenched and tore at his ropes 
with the ferocity of a madman but all 
to no purpose. 

Thirty minutes later Hilton re-
turned, the sweat of exertion dewing 
his lean, brutal face. 

"Hard work, digging," he said 
ominously. "She's well bedded down 
—a good four feet. And when she 
went down my chances of inheritance 
went up. Understand? Say some-
thing, you idiot—say something!" He 
struck him savagely in the face with 
the flat of his hand, but Wayne re-
mained silent. His mind was utterly 
numbed. 

In a daze he watched the old man 
complete the details—watched him 
clean the table and floorboards with 
caustic, swab out the pails, and then 
set fire to the clothes in the grate. 
Turning at last f rom the glowing 
ashes he indicated the bloodstained 
knife and saw laid carefully on one 
side. 

"Ev idence ! " he breathed malicious-
ly. "Evidence when the police come 

—evidence that you did it! You killed 
Mary Lillian D i g b y ! " 

Wayne remained mute ; his head 
drooped between his shoulders with 
the heaviness of unconsciousness. 
Hilton went forward and examined 
him closely, convinced himself it was 
not a trick. Only then did he loosen 
the ropes, seize the young man by the 
shoulders and drag him into the filthy, 
dark apartment that had once been a 
second drawing room. 

Work ing swift ly he rebound his an-
kles and wrists—spread-eagled him on 
the barren floor. Skipping back into 
the kitchen he brought hammer and 
massive curved staples, fastened the 
ropes around them then drove them 
deep into the boards. 

GUESS that'll hold you," he mut-
tered, reflecting—then again he 

went to the kitchen and presently re-
turned with a large can of water, 
slightly punctured in the base to per-
mit of the water dripping through 
drop by drop. 

Wi th fiendish ingenuity he fas-
tened it to the old electric light fix-
ture above, carefully arranged it so 
that the drops fell steadily on the 
forehead of the pinioned, unconscious 
man. 

Torture—absolute and vicious—tor-
ture calculated to break a man's mind, 
not from pain but f rom the agonizing 
anticipation of each icy drop through 
endless hours. 

The intense gratification at the 
thing he had done did not abate in 
Abner Hilton the next day. A f te r a 
few hours of sleep — remarkably 
peaceful considering the inhuman 
brutality of his crime—he entered the 
second drawing room to survey his 
prisoner, dimly visible in the light 
drift ing through the chinks in the 
drawn Venetian blind. 

He found Wayne conscious again, 
still tightly bound on the floor, face 
drawn into tight, weary lines of suf-
fering, water dripping down it f rom 
the almost empty can over his head. 

" Y o u — y o u inhuman fiend!" He 
muttered the words thickly. " Y o u 
devil ! Do you think you can get 
away with this?" 
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" I know I can," Hilton replied af-
fably, rubbing his hands. " I 'm sorry 
I can't make the room warmer—un-
fortunately there is no fireplace in 
here. Nor can I offer to release you." 

Wayne glared at him dully. His 
body was already numbed and stiff 
f rom his immovable position and the 
icy draft blowing under the door. 
Only his head seemed to have feeling, 
felt near the bursting point with the 
leaden dropping of the icy cold wateT, 
more searing than molten metal. His 
jagged nerves were keyed into intense 
agony of expectancy for every drop. 

"Sorry , too, that I can't offer you 
anything to eat just yet," Hilton went 
on sardonically. " I have little to 
spare, but I'll see you get enough to 
keep you alive until the police come. 
Water , though, you can have in 
plenty," he added grimly. Wi th that 
he went out and refilled the can, put 
it back in place, and left the tortured 
man to himself again. 

So, throughout the day, Wayne suf-
fered exquisite tortures, he felt his 
mind slipping little by little under 
the terrible strain. Abner Hilton 
waited in fiendish expectancy for 
something to happen—but nothing 
did. 

He had expected inquiries for both 
Wayne and Mary, but neither came. 
Instead a host of invisible presences 
seemed to watch him silently in dire 
and horrible reproach for the sin on 
his soul. Most of the fears he dis-
missed with a sneering grin on his 
feral lips. 

Once he glanced through the rear 
kitchen window towards the spot 
where he had buried Mary's remains, 
and beheld it untouched. Then he re-
turned to commune with himself in 
the shadows. 

LA T E in the afternoon he moved 
into the second drawing room, 

cut Wayne 's limbs free from the 
staples but none the less kept him 
securely bound. 

" I 'm going to be merciful to you," 
he said thickly, delivering a kick in 
his aching ribs. " I 'm giving you a 
respite; tomorrow I'll resume the 
treatment. In the end I'll break y o u ! 

" W h e n the police come I'll say it 
was you who attacked both Mary and 
me. Understand!" His bitter little 
eyes glared in the flickering light of 
the lamp in his gnarled hand, hurled 
mental suggestions into the torture-
weary mind of the man sprawling on 
the floor. . . . All ideas of escape 
were still-born in Wayne 's brain. He 
could hardly even think, so overcome 
was he by exhaustion. 

Hilton left him at last and so, for 
two more days, the ghastly business 
went on. Wayne was alternately tor-
tured and released, given only enough 
meager food and water to keep him 
alive in order that he would be able 
to speak when the law finally caught 
up. 

And, just as Hilton had hoped, he 
was hardly master of his own will any 
longer—almost did believe by the end-
less hours of implacable hypnotism 
the old man indulged in that he had 
killed Mary. The horror of her death 
and the continued torture had become 
a crushing obsession slowly warping 
his mind. 

Only at times was he aware of him-
self, realizing with leaden helpless-
ness that nobody would be concerned 
about his disappearance. He had been 
on a vacation from his normal work 
in any case and only Mary knew. 
Mary! Merciful God ! 

It was on these occasions of self-
assertion however that he tried with 
pained weariness to work free of the 
ropes holding his wrists. The staples 
holding them were fairly rough ; in 
time he might break through his 
bonds. But it would take days. 

On the third night, puzzled by the 
continued absence of action, Hilton 
went to bed early, lay awake gazing at 
the darkened, chilly room. Then at 
last he turned on his side amidst the 
dirty sheets and closed his eyes. 

The silence was still disturbing him 
—even Wayne in the adjoining room 
was curiously quiet, working silently 
and laboriously in the dark on the 
ropes that held him, fraying away the 
tough thickness little by little with 
muscles that were cracked and aching. 

Then, as he lay silent, Hilton heard 
something. There crept into his 
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senses a dull, ticking sound, heavy 
with apparent distance. 

Tick—tick—tick. With the meas-
ured beat of a metronome, gradually 
becoming louder. Very slowly creep-
ing up by imperceptible degrees, un-
til at last the faded walls of the entire 
room groaned with the pulsating mys-
tery. 

Thud—thud. Thud—thud. Rhyth-
mic, insistent, inhuman. 

At last Hilton sat bolt upright in 
the bed. One skinny hand clutched 
the dirty tattered shirt that served as 
night attire. Staring wildly into the 
gloom he listened with twitching face 
muscles to the still resolute beating, 
for all the world like a gigantic human 
heart. 

Heart? That thought knifed into 
his rotten brain. Instantly his mem-
ory was transferred to the heart he 
had cut out of the girl. He had cut 
it out to be sure life could never re-
turn, and now— 

Clammy sweat drenched him as he 
listened. His breath rasped over his 
stumpy teeth. There was no way of 
telling exactly where that awful 
sound was coming from. It might be 
to one side, above or below—he could 
not determine. It seemed to fill all 
space. 

Throb, throb, throb. . . . 
" N o ! " he shouted hoarsely, leaping 

out of the bed. " N o ! Stop!" 
And instantly the sound ceased! 
The whole house seemed to become 

mute, horribly silent after the tortur-
ing rhythm of the beating. 

With dragging footsteps and sweat-
drenched face Hilton moved to the 
adjoining room and twisted the door 
key with trembling fingers. All was 
quiet within. Wayne lay like a log 
in the dim gloom, stirred only slightly 
as a match flared in Hilton's quaking 
hand. The old man's hoarse voice 
came to him. 

"Courtney, you heard it?" he de-
manded thickly. "You heard that 
beating ?" 

"I heard nothing," Wayne muttered 
dully, and relaxed again. 

For a moment the old man stood 
gazing at him, then he went out. 
Wayne lay silent for a while after 

he had gone, wondering what he had 
been talking about. He certainly had 
heard nothing. Then once more he 
set to work on the laborious task of 
fraying through his ropes. 

In the meantime Hilton returned to 
his room and waited a long time in 
the shadowed gloom, but the mysteri-
ous sound was not repeated. At last 
recovering some of his courage he 
climbed into bed, nerves tensed for a 
recurrence of the sound. 

Presently he heard it, very soft and 
low, that measured beat sweeping up 
from nowhere. 

Louder and louder became the tick-
ing, mad, nerve cracking tempo. Hil -
ton shot out of bed once more, again 
screamed for it to stop—and as before 
it obeyed. Weakly he staggered to 
the front hall door and opened it, 
stared out toward the dimness of the 
drive. 

Slowly he crept outside and looked 
about him, down past the many rear 
out-houses with their sloping roofs. 
There was nothing unusual visible— 
only a quiet, dark immensity. 

He knew not how long he stood 
shivering in the night breeze. His 
next clear remembrance was of being 
back in his bedroom. He crawled back 
onto the bed at last and lay in frigid 
horror for the return of the beating— 
but the night passed quietly and he 
awoke again to the grey glimmerings 
of an ashy dawn. 

C H A P T E R III 
"Why Did You Kill Me?" 

SH A K E N by the experience of the 
night Abner Hilton felt like a 

trapped animal. Though he did not 
believe in the supernatural, though he 
inwardly boasted that he had no con-
science, he could not altogether rid 
himself of the remembrance of his 
crime. Time and time again the vision 
of the slain girl rose up before him. 

In his mind he could again hear the 
sloughing of the knife as it carved 
her flesh, the grate of the saw against 
her bones. 

He scraped together a scanty meal 
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and then went in to his prisoner with 
a few crusts and some water. Wayne 
looked at him dully, but behind his 
back his hapds were slowly pulling 
away the remainders of his frayed 
rope. A night of rubbing on the floor 
staple nearest to him had out them 
through. They gave way just as Hil-
ton was bending towards him. 

Instantly his fingers closed round 
the old man's skinny throat, sent the 
meager meal hurtling through the air. 
Hilton was pulled down to the floor 
with Wayne 's fingers crushing hard 
into his leathery neck. 

Wayne wished desperately he could 
get to his feet, but his bound ankles 
prevented it. His only hope lay in 
strangling the old man where he was 
—but in that he was doomed to failure. 
W i t h a sudden vicious twist Hilton 
wriggled sideways, brought round his 
foot with all his strength and kicked 
Wayne violently in the ribs. 

He gasped with the sudden pain, 
desisted in his effort to get to his feet 
—and in that moment Hilton acted. 
He had the advantage in every way. 
Wayne was bound and weak from his 
ordeal; Hilton was free and furiously 
energetic. 

"So you thought you'd escape, eh?" 
he breathed v e n o m o u s l y . "You 
thought you'd fool me, huh? Wel l 
you won ' t ! " 

Wi th that he dived away and 
snatched up the heavy, dirty plate on 
which he had brought the food. Even 
as Wayne tried to get up the plate 
came down on his head with stunning 
force, edgewise. He sank down 
mutely, blood streaming from a scalp 
cut. 

"It was you who plotted that heart 
beating stunt!" Hilton screamed. 
" Y o u ! I don't know how, but you 
did it! You'll not do it again, Court-
ney. Damn you, no! I'll kill you 
first!" 

Savagely he rebound his victim's 
ropes, spread-eagled him back in his 
old position. Then he refilled the can 
and stood looking at the unconscious 
figure in vicious glee. 

" Y o u can stay that way until I want 
y o u ! Without food and without 
water—at least to drink! No more 

leniency—no more leniency!" 
And with that he stamped fiercely 

from the room, slammed and locked 
the door. 

Only once did he return, and that 
was towards evening. Wayne was 
half conscious, muttering supplica-
tions for release. The old man's feral 
lips twisted in an unholy smile; his 
only response was to make sure the 
water can was refilled then he went 
into his bedroom to pass the night. 

But the instant he entered the 
gloomy shoddiness—for the oil in his 
lamp was exhausted—he felt a strange 
fear clawing at his heart. The mem-
ory of the night before returned to 
him. He sat on the bed edge, listen-
ing with one ear half cocked for some 
sound of the heart, but instead there 
came something else, something that 
sent the blood crawling in streams of 
ice through his withered body. 

"Abner Hilton, why did you kill 
me?" 

The merest whisper, an ice cold 
question that seemed to creep from 
the Unknown. It started Hilton's 
heart racing madly, set crawling fin-
gers of ghastly fear clutching at his 
vitals. 

"Abner Hilton, why did you kill 
me?" 

IT W A S stronger this time—a 
woman's voice calling softly, 

mournfully, from an incredible dis-
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tance. As in the beating of that enig-i 
matic heart it was impossible to gues6 
the exact source of the sound. 

" W h y did you kill me? " W o r d s 
dreary with anguished reproach. 

He leaped savagely to his feet and 
stared madly round him in the dim-
ness. Vic iously he struck a match, 
but the flickering light revealed no 
change. It went out and scorched his 
fingers. 

" Imaginat ion!" he panted hoarsely. 
"Imagination—or nerves!" 

"No , Abner Hilton—neither imag-
ination or nerves, but the voice of the 
woman you killed," the voice an-
swered somberly. 

" Y o u slew me, carved my body into 
pieces and buried the remains! You 
tore out the heart—but in the heart 
there is not l i fe—only in the mind. 
The mind lives on. In the end I will 
destroy you, as you destroyed m e ! " 

Wi tn a pallid face he listened to the 
words, heart racing agonizedly 
against his skinny ribs. Her voice— 
the voice of Mary Lillian Digby— 
speaking from hell knew where! 

Suddenly he found relief in action. 
As before he made straight for the 
second drawing room and stared in 
palsied fear at the bound figure of 
Wayne. He certainly was not re-
sponsible. 

Mad with fright he left him and ( 
blundered outside into the half j 
clouded moonlight, glared about the j 
sodden grounds of his home with the 
eyes of a maniac. Just as on the pre-
vious night there was nothing to dis-
turb the aching quiet. 

Breathless, shaking with fear, he re-
turned inside at last, bolted the heavy 
front door with fingers that were 
oddly brittle. Cold creeping waves of 
superstitious fear were clawing at his 
evil heart. 

As he tottered uncertainly down the 
hall, striking match after match to al-
lay the crushing dark, he tried to con-
vince himself that it was all imagina-
tion. That he hadn't heard anything. 
It was some trick of Courtney 
Wayne ' s ; it had to be! 

He twisted round and fumbled along 
to the second drawing room again, 
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passed inside and examined the 
spread-eagled man closely, was forced 
to admit as before that he was not re-
sponsible. He was a silent, stupefied 
man, water trickling down his ashen 
face f rom the slowly dripping can. 

Very quietly Hilton withdrew again 
into the abysmal dark of the hall, 
nearly wept with rage and fear as he 
found his matches were exhausted. 
Weakly , knees like jelly, he clawed 
his way back into the main living 
room and stood for a while in the 
jetty gloom, eyes staring at the hazy 
grey oblong where the wfndow lay. 

Turning he searched for the rickety 
chair ana dropped his leaden limbs 
into it. Spittle was drooling un-
heeded from his quivering lips; sweat 
drenched his skinny body. The com-
plete ghastly fear of a supernatural 
unknown had him in its grip. 

For nearly an hour he sat there and 
heard nothing. A blank nothing that 
hemmed him in like a living, avenging 
presence. The only sound he once 
detected was a long drawn out groan 
which he knew came from Courtney 
Wayne as he returned to conscious-
ness. 

A third look at the bound man con-
vinced him; he was still there in the 
very dim moonlight filtering through 
the blind. In some odd way he was 
glad of the man's presence; it did 
something to alleviate the terrible fear 
numbing his being. 

An hour later quivering, brain numb-
ing reaction set in. With heavy feet he 
scraped along to his bed and lay face 
down upon it, trying to muffle his ears 
to the dreaded sound he was afraid to 
hear. Softly, gently, came the re-
sumed beating of that heart—and 
above it the awful, sepulchral voice. 

"Abner Hilton, it is dark and cold 
in the grave you dug for me! I can-
not rest. I am returning to life, to the 
land of mortals, to ask you face to 
face why you killed me! I am not 
dead, Abner Hilton. I am alive! Lis-
ten to the beat of the heart you cut 
away ! Listen to it, gathering power !" 

Shaking like an aspen Hilton lis-
tened—could not help himself. The 
voice ceased and the subdued rhythm 
of the heart became swifter, louder. 

Pat, pat, pat, pat. . . . 
"You hear, Abner Hilton?" the voice 

breathed. "I live! I have come back 
from the grave to ask why you killed 
me! Look in my grave! Dig down 
deep and you will find I have gone! 
D ig ! Dig!" 

C H A P T E R IV 
The Remains Walk! 

HI L T O N could stand it no longer. 

With a desperate scream he 
leaped out of the bed, blundered 
through the dark to the kitchen, felt 
round frantically until he encountered 
the handle of his shovel. Panting 
hard he wrenched back the outer door 
and charged madly into the garden 
outside, plowing heavily through rank 
soaking weeds and grass to the clear 
soil space where he had put Mary's 
butchered remains. 

With savage desperate movements 
born of ghastly fear he drove the blade 
into the earth, shoveled the soil to one 
side. He worked with mechanical 
frenzy until the blood pounded in-
sanely through his veins and drove his 
heart to erratic spurts of beating. 

On and on he shoveled, flinging the 
loose earth away with the ease of a 
maniac, until at last his spade plowed 
through the sack in which he had 
placed the remains. Shaking with 
fright and exertion he pulled it free, 
gazed with stupid eyes as it moved 
drearily in the night breeze. 

It was indeed empty! The remains 
had gone! 

" N o ! " he muttered desperately. "No 
—no, it can't be! I'm going mad! I 
know I'm going mad! You couldn't 
rise from the grave! You were utterly 
destroyed—dismembered! You—" 

He stopped, the 3ack falling from 
his nerveless fingers. The moon, 
which had been shining diffusedly 
through ragged clouds suddenly 
emerged from their midst with a pale 
and leprous glow, cast its pale silver 
over the unkempt grounds and the 
hole of the grave. 

But it was to none of these things 
that Hilton's mind was directed—his 
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fixed, incredulous eyes were chained 
to a figure walking slowly towards 
him along the uneven ground. 

It appeared to be the naked figure 
of a woman, arms extended towards 
h im! And as she came nearer he could 
behold quite clearly against the white-
ness of her skin the black marks at the 
joints of her legs and arms where he 
had cut them f r o m the b o d y ! One 
other, round the base of the neck, held 
him mute. 

Making hardly any sound she 
quietly advanced, coming nearer and 
nearer, and still he stood paralyzed 
with numbing shock. 

"Abner Hilton, you killed m e ! " she 
said at last, in the same dreary grave-
ridden voice he had heard in the 
house. " I have come back—to ask you 
why you did i t ! " 

W i t h i n six feet of him she stopped, 
a lovely but for lorn figure, hair mov-
ing sl ightly in the mild wet wind. 
Clearly he could distinguish the 
graceful curves of her body , the 
rounded formations of her breasts— 
but upon one of them was a dark patch 
—a hole where he had torn out the 
heart to make sure she would never 
come back. 

Never come back ! That realization 
burst in his diseased mind like a bolt 
of l iving fire. He found action at last 
in a desperate, pierc ing scream, turned 
swi f t ly and went blundering and gasp-
ing over the uneven ground—any-
thing to escape the woman who had 
risen to question her fate. 

Even as he flew over the ground, 
driven by insane terror, he could hear 
feet racing after him—not the sound 
of woman's feet but the heavy c lomp-
ing of a nightmare creature. 

Thud , thud, thud, like the beating 
heart he had heard. 

He threw himself screaming 
through the front doorway, into the 
hall. His fingers twisted the key of 
the second drawing room door and he 
went flying inwards to hurl himself 
beside the silent figure of W a y n e . 

"Courtney , in God 's name save m e ! " 
he screamed frantically. "Save me ! 
She's come back! Mary's come back 
f rom the grave ! " His trembling fin-
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(Continued from page 119) 
gers wrenched a penknife f rom his 
pocket, slashed through the ropes 
holding the tortured man. "Save me, 
Courtney! Say you wi l l ! It's Mary!" 

That jerked something of con-
sciousness into Wayne 's leaden brain. 
He stared into the dark, down, at the 
dim, pawing, gulping figure on the 
floor beside him. Stiffly he tried to 
move to his feet—then his eyes jerked 
round at the sound of feet in the hall. 
A light was bobbing along it. 

CO L D terror surged through him 
too as in the doorway he beheld 

the same naked woman's figure that 
Hilton had seen—a woman who stared 
tensely, wounds on her rejoined limbs 
clearly visible. Almost at the same 
moment the owner of the storm lan-
tern became visible, pushed the woman 
to one side and charged forward, 
clutched the screaming Hilton round 
the neck. 

In the light of the storm lantern on 
the floor Wayne dazedly watched 
what took place, saw a powerful shoul-
dered man with a face of frozen hate 
clutch Hilton's skinny throat in sin-
ewy fingers, crush into it with all the 
strength at his command. 

"Kill my daughter, eh?" His bitter 
voice knifed in the quiet. "Cut her 
up, would you? My Annie! By God, 
you filthy butcher, this is where you 
go to the hell you deserve!" 

Hilton tried to speak but the com-
pressing fingers would not let him. 
His miserable body threshed madly on 
the floor. Slowly but surely his strug-
gles became weaker and at last ceased 
altogether. 

Only then did the man rise up and 
kick the corpse violently with his 
heavy shod foot, turned, then stared 
at Wayne amazedly. 

"You're alive!" he shouted hoarsely 
—and with his words the girl in the 
doorway seemed to arise from her hor-
rific trance and advanced at a run. 

Wayne felt convinced in that mo-
ment that he was going insane at last 
—for the girl was Mary! There could 
be no mistaking her face. Mary, yes— 
naked, with scars of her hideous death 
still upon her. Mary! 

His lips moved to utter her name 
then even as her white arms reached 
towards him he relapsed into dark-
ness and brief rest. 

Wayne realized as he came back to 
consciousness that he could only have 
been senseless a few minutes. He was 
lying on his back, all his ropes re-
moved, the face of Mary and her 
rugged visaged companion bending 
over him. The only change was that 
she wa6 now wrapped in an overcoat. 

"Courtney, dear—Courtney!" she 
breathed, gathering him into her 
arms. "Thank God you're alive! I 
thought you were dead—that was why 
I helped Mr. Craven here." 

Dazedly, weakly, Wayne raised 
himself on one elbow and stared to-
ward the light of the lantern. 

"What—what's it all about?" he 
asked helplessly. " I saw you cut in 
pieces by that fiend, Mary—I saw it! 
A moment ago you were naked; I saw 
the marks." 

The girl smiled faintly. "Only 
tights, Courtney, marked on the joints 
with black paint. Cold, yes—but the 
only way to drag this fiendish uncle 
of mine into the open." 

"Come to think of it, I didn't see 
your face when—when Hilton butch-
ered you," Wayne shuddered. "It was 
utterly unrecognizable, and—" 

"It isn't really so complicated as it 
seems, sir," Craven muttered. "This 
filthy devil intended to kill Miss 
Digby here, but instead he killed my 
girl Annie. She was canvassing this 
district for radio set orders. W e had 
got a little business together and were 
doing quite well." 

"Actually, Courtney," Mary inter-
vened; "although I said in my letter 
to you that I was coming to see Uncle, 
I changed my mind at the last mo-
ment. It seems that Mr. Craven's 
daughter arrived at almost the time 
for my appointment. Evidently Uncle 
didn't give her the chance to speak, 
and not having seen me for years he 
mistook poor Annie for me, both of us 
being fair and young." 

""That must have been it," Wayne 
nodded drearily. " A s for myself I 
was afraid for you and came to see if 
I could help you when you visited 
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your uncle. There wasn't time to 
come to your home first, so I came 
straight here. I saw somebody like 
you enter the house whilst I was still 
a distance away ; after that I came in 
and saw." He stopped, brokenly. 

MA R Y s lowly nodded. 

" I got worr ied when I 
couldn't get any news of you. Al l I 
could find out was that you 'd started 
on a holiday. Closer inquiry, though, 
revealed that you 'd f o l l owed me here. 

" I dec ided to come here after all 
and it was evening when I arrived; 
that was the evening after I should 
have come, of course. The first per-
son I ran into was Mr. Craven in the 
grounds. He had just dug up some 
remains out of a sack—" 

" I ' d f ound that Annie had last been 
seen at this place," Craven muttered 
bitterly. " I f ound bloodstains on the 
grass and traced them to that newly 
dug hole. I identified the remains as 
those of Annie—there were certain 
birthmarks on her body which only I 
knew about. It was her all right. 

" W e l l , I couldn 't see any real mo-
tive for the brutality until Miss D igby 
happened upon m e ; then I began to 
see what had happened—how my poor 
girl had got what was intended for 
somebody else. It seemed pretty evi-
dent that you had probably gone the 
same way since you had disappeared. 

" B o t h of us wanted vengeance on 
the old fiend and were prepared to go 
to any Ifengths to exact it." 

" A n d yet you didn't go to the po-
l i c e ? " W a y n e asked wonder ing ly , 

" P o l i c e ! " derided Craven contemp-
tuously. " W h a t could they do? Just 
give this devil here the hot seat for 
murder. That wasn't enough for me 
— I wanted to torture him as he had 
tortured my poor g ir l—I wanted to 
drive him mad with my own efforts. 

"Miss D i g b y felt pretty much the 
same way about your disappearance. 
Of course, we had no guarantee that 
you really were dead, but we sus-
pected it as the only explanation. T h e 
best way to find out was to get Hi l ton 
out of the house and look for our-
selves—and that demanded something 

(Cont inued on page 128) 
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THE D O G THAT KNEW 

MI K E F L Y N N was an elderly office 
man for a road contractor . Be-
cause Mike was rather an insignifi-

cant - l ook ing individual, his employer usu-
ally sent him every Friday for the payroll 
m o n e y . N o one would have suspected that 
he carried a large amount of m o n e y . 

But on a fatal Friday he went to the bank 
alone. Usual ly he was ac companied by his 
inseparable companion , "Spirit , " his d o g ; 
but on this particular dav he left Spirit in 
the office a l though the d o g whined to go . 
But the animal had been sick and Mike 
wanted him to rest. Mike had named his 
d o g Spirit because, as Mike said, " H e sees 
ghos t s . " E v e r y b o d y laughed at this, of 
course . 

T h e bank teller gave the money to Mike 
and the old man stuffed the thick package 
into his inside pocket and was returning to 
the off ice by way of an alley short-cut . 
S o m e o n e had let slip the in format ion that 
Mike was carrying m o n e y that day. A s 
Mike p lodded along, a stranger slunk f r o m 
a d o o r w a y , his arm swung up, and a heavy 
c lub crushed the old man's skull. 

T h e pol ice f ound Mike 's b o d y shortly 
a f terward. F r o m a card in the dead man's 
pocket , they located his employer . T h e c o n -
tractor hurried to the alley accompanied by 
Spirit. Immediate ly the d o g c rouched be-
side the b o d y of his master and began to 
howl , and would not a l low anyone to c o m e 
near the corpse . 

Suddenly the howl ing ceased. T h e dog 
l ooked strangely into the air, sniffed, and 
then with a yelp darted d o w n the alley and 

around into a side street. W i t h a lon£ leap 
he pounced upon a man w h o was talking to 
a young w o m a n on tho corner . Both dog 
and man went d o w n in a noisy, writhing 
tangle. 

w h e n the pol ice reached the spot, the 
man was dead—his throat torn open. T h e 
stolen m o n e y was not f ound on the b o d y ; 
but a search of the man's premises revealed 
it behind a hidden panel. T h e dog had been 
right. 

What had he teen? 
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PRISON W A L L S 

QU I T E s o m e years ago , t w o young men 
were in jail awaiting execut ion. T h e y 

had been tried and convic ted of murder and 
were n o w to pay the penalty for their cr ime. 

But they both insisted that they were in-
nocent despite the fact that witnesses had 
testified they had seen the t w o men leaving 
the scene of the crime. T h e fact that it was 
night and the vicinity frequented by tramps, 
had not interested the judge o r the jury. 
Identif ication had been established and jus-
tice had taken its course . 

T h e elder man, John Watkins , was ex -
tremely bitter about his fate. H e planned 
ways and means of escape f or both men— 
but in vain. 

O n the eve of the execut ion, the g o v e r n o r 
had seen fit because of the youth of the 
second prisoner, to c o m m u t e his sentence 
to life imprisonment . O n the f o l l owing day 
the other man, Watkins , was hanged m the 
little yard behind the jail, still proc la iming 
his innocence . 

F o r several days the surviving prisoner 
remained in the jail awaiting transfer to an-
other prison. One morn ing he was g o n e ; 
his cell d o o r was open. T h e guard w h o had 
slept through the night could give no ex-
planation. N o n e of his keys was missing. 
But for s ome reason, records s h o w that no 
ef fort was made to recapture the escaped 
convict . Mere ly a " T r a n s f e r " was shown on 
the prison b o o k s — b u t no record of admis-
sion in the newer prison can be found. Per -
haps those in authority didn't want to re-
veal the escape. 

Years passed. Recent ly the escaped man 
told his story to friends. An old man now, 
he wants to be declared innocent be fore he 
dies and for his chi ldren's sake. 

His explanation of the jailbreak causes 
friends to raise their b r o w s incredulously, 
for he says : 

" I used to sleep most of the time in prison. 
That night s omeone woke me up by calling 
my name. I l ooked around and the cell door 
was open. I stepped into the corr idor and 
saw the guard 's keys in the lock. I took the 
keys and opened all the necessary doors . 
Then I returned the keys to the guard and 
left. I k n o w that John W a t k i n s returned 
f r o m the grave to rescue me, because I was 
as innocent as he was. I a lways dream of 
John on the anniversary of his execut ion . " 

SPIRITUAL EYES 

A R E P U T A B L E business man tells the 
f o l l owing s t o ry : Occult ists say that 

everybody has spiritual senses in addition 
to the five physical ones. At birth, a child 
is in possess ion of these spiritual senses, 
but because of its inability to make use of 
them, they b e c o m e dormant . A child can 
see things that an adult cannot . W h e n I 
was a kid I used to see imaginary children. 
W e romped together and had grand times. 

( C o n t i n u e d on page 124) 

"^J have REDUCED 
MY WAKT 8 INCHES 

WITH THE WEIL BELT" 
,«. writts Geo f f f t Bsi/ey 

IF you DO NOT 
REDUCE YOUR WAIST 
THREE INCHES IN T E N DAYS 

. . . it won't cost you a penny I 
YJTTe have done this for thousands of 
" others . . . tit know wc tan do as 

much for you . . . that's why we make 
this unconditional offer! 
THE MASSAGE.LIKE ACTION DOES IT 
• You will be completely comfortable 
and entirely unaware that its gentle pres-
sure i j working constantly while you 
walk, work or sit . . . its massage-like 
action persistently eliminating fat with 
every move you mskel 
• Maay enthusiastic wearers write that 
the Wetl Belt not only reduces fat but it 

supports the abdominal walls and 

IMPROVES VOUR APPEARANCE 
• The Well Reducing Belt will 
make you swear many InchCe slim-
mer at once, and to 10 short days If 
your waistline la not actually 3 
Inches smaller . . . 3 Inches ol fat 
(one. It won't cost you one cent I 
Don't Walt. Fal I* Don«erous 
• Insurance companies know the 
Sanger of (at accumulations. The 
best medical authorities Warn 

unn obesity. Don t wait any 
ger, act today? 

SF.ND FOR 10 D A Y FREE TRIAL O F F E R 
THE WEIL COMPANY, Inc. 687. Hill It , New Haven, Conn. 
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder doaenbina 
The Weil Bolt tnd hill details of your 10 Day FREE Trial Offer. 

Name 
Addras 

Uu Coupon or Stnd N*mo and Addrtu on Penny Post Card 



Newly Discovered Hormone 
Helps Men Past 40 

It's a hormone usod by many doctors here and abroad to 
strengthen Impaired v<gor caused by weakened elands This 
hormone, together with other beneficial Ingrodlenta. Is obtained In 
Ko-ak Tablet* (Itlue Box for Men—Orange Hoi for Women) at 
all food druggists. Try tliera uninterruptedly for one manth If 
you do not feel raatly Improved your druggist gives you your 
money b«ck Don't aeoept a cheaper substitute Ko-ak contains 
Ibe genuine gland-stimulating hormone No liarmrul drugs Booklet 
by roistered physic*an free. 8o-ak t o . . 52 W. 45th S t . N T 

"x -"OLD LEG TROUBLE 
Easy to use Vlaetxe Homs Method. Iix«ls 

A Q I many old leg sores caused by leg congestion. 
rarlcoso reins, swollen legs and Injurlel or 

V oa oost for trial If It falls to show remits 
S ^ V • In 10 days. Describe the cause of your 

r trotAle and get a FRKK HOOK 
^ O I L T. G. CLA80N VI3C09E COMPANY. 

14* W. Dearborn S t . Chicago. III. 

Exciting Stories of Federals in Action 

G - M E N 
—Featuring— 

DAN F O W L E R 
At All Stands—Price 10c 

(Continued from page 123) 
But my parents never believed the tales I 
told them. 

Once I became seriously ill. I couldn't 
sleep and tossed in my bed, burning with 
fever. In order to isolate me from my 
brothers, I was placed in the front parlor. 
There was a gas light in front of the house 
and its beams shone through the window. 

One night—I shall never f orget—I 
reached the crisis. I was fully conscious 
but suffering. It was well after midnight 
when my spiritual playmates suddenly ap-
peared. They clutched my body, and laugh-
ing, lifted me into the air. A s I rose, my 
sufferings seemed to drop away like a dis-
carded garment. I was suspended in the 
center of the room. Looking down, I saw 
my body still lying on the couch in the cor -
ner. 

I became excited and glanced about 
wildly. At that moment a policeman came 
ambling down the street, paused and peered 
intently in the window. I screamed in ter-
ror and the children suddenly disappeared. 
The next thing I knew, my parents were in 
the room. I was lying on the couch, blurt-
ing out the whole story. My mother tried 
to calm me by rubbing my forehead. 

"Father," she gasped, "the fever—it 's 
gone. He's going to l ive!" 

I still persisted in my story and to make 
it more convincing I told my father the 
number on the policeman's helmet. I could 
not have seen it from the couch which was 
obscured from the window. 

My father just laughed at me and said 
that I had seen it on the policeman's helmet 
before and remembered it. However , on my 
insistence he agreed to g o out and talk to 
the ofBcer. 

He returned in a few minutes. His face 
was ashen. He looked at my mother. 

" T h e number agreed," he said in a low 
voice. "And the patrolman was just trans-
ferred to this precinct. It was his first tour 
of duty." 

SOUTH AMERICAN M A G I C 

A Y O U N G man returned recently f rom 
South America and has a remarkable 

story to tell of his escape f rom the head-
hunters of the Amazon. Shortly after he got 
out of col lege he joined an expedition into 
the head-hunting country. His employer 
was subsidized by a museum, commissioned 
to seek data and souvenirs of any kind that 
might be of value. 

But two months in the jungle were 
enough for the young man. He left the ex-
pedition and started down the river toward 
the headquarters port where he would get 
a boat back to the United States. But the 
fo l lowing morning he was taken captive by 
a band of natives. He was led to the chief 
and ordered to disrobe. He believed they 
were Eping to beat him because he saw 
whips in the hands of two native guards. 

Suddenly one of the natives cried out and 
pointed to a red birthmark on the white 
man's shoulder. The leaders of the tribe 
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gathered and looked at It. A n d as they did 
so they backed away and looked at the 
American with loathing as though he were 
an evil power of some kind. One by one 
they disappeared into the jungle leaving 
him alone. The last one to leave was an 
old man who slapped some mud on the 
birthmark and then darted away. 

The American found his way back to the 
river and his boat, and the next day arrived 
at his destination. In time he reached the 
United States. W h e n he told his friends 
about his experience, they seemed to doubt 
him, so he kept his story to himself. 

As the birthmark was just behind his 
shoulder, he seldom noticed it. H e would 
have to hold a mirror in a certain position. 

One morning, that part of his shoulder 
began to itch. He held the mirror to look 
at the spot, and to his surprise, the red 
birthmark was no longer visible. The skin 
wae a bit different on the spot, but it was 
no longer the ugly red color . He thought 
it so strange that he went to a doctor. The 
doctor could not explain, but the doctor did 
tell the young man to speak to a certain 
professor who knew much about South and 
Central America. 

The lad told his story to the professor, 
who examined the spot on his shoulder. A 
magnifying glass had to be used to see the 
f o rm of the birthmark. A s the professor 
studied it, he remarked: " I have seen a de-
sign which closely resembles this mark, on 
the walls of an old Mayan temple near Yu-
catan. I have noticed that natives back 
away from it whenever they see it. It must 
be some mark of evil. However , my boy , 
it saved your life and therefore is a mark 
of g o o d luck for you . " 

But no one has been able to explain why 
the red birthmark gradually disappeared. 
Medical science has no record of any cure 
of such marks. And since the mark has 
gone, the ydluig man has had several very 
fortunate breaks including the winning of a 
large sum of money in a contest. Where his 
luck had been bad in the past, it now is re-
markably good. He believes the old native 
did him a great favor. 

THE DIAMOND CURSE 
N France during the W o r l d War , drink-
ing water had to be chlorinated. The 

chlorine mixture came in small glass tubes, 
and one man was commissioned to put a 
tube in every bag of water that hung in the 
company street or billets. 

A regiment of artillery was stationed in 
a small town called Vayres. A certain 
widow of that town had a large diamond 
which her husband had given her. She 
treasured that diamond more than her life. 
One unscrupulous soldier managed to steal 
that diamond from her purse wnen she was 
giving the man a drink of water at her home 
one afternoon. 

She didn't miss the diamond until that 
night in a small caf£, where Frenchmen 
gathered with the soldiers. She did not 
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Barber Finds Old 
Book in Trunk 

Sells It for $4,000 
A small town barber discovered an old copy 

of "P i lgr ims Progress" in a trunk that had 
been unopened f o r years. He hoped to sell 
it f o r a f ew dollars. Imagine his j o y when 
he was offered more than $4,000.00 f o r that 
one bookl This is cited f r om rare book annals, 
as one o f the many such cases. The American 
Book Mart , Nationally known buyers of old 
books, will pay $4,000.00 f or each copy of 
the same edition. They buy thousands o f dol-
lars worth of books annually — they want 
certain old school books, Bibles, story books, 
poetry, histories, travel, almanacs, letters, 
newspapers, magazines, etc. Many books even 
as recent as 1981, wanted. A single book 
hidden in your old trunks, attic or basement, 
may bring you $25, $60, $100, $500 or even 
$5,000 each for certain books. Better inves-
tigate now! Send 10c today to American 
Book Mart 140 S. Dearborn Street, Dept. 2C8, 
Chicago, 111., and they will send you latest list 
of old books they want to buy and prices they 
will pay ! 

F R E E FOR ASTHMA 
AND HAY F E V E R 

IF ynu suffer with attacks of Astlima 90 terrible vou choke and 
gasp for breath. If I lay Fe*er keeps you sneezing and snuffing white 
your eyes water and now discharges continuously, don't fall to lend 
at once to the Frontier Asthma Co for a fraa trial of a mmarlcable 
method. No matter where you lire or whether you hare any faith 
In an/ remedy under tha Hun. send for this free trial. If you hare 
suffered for a Itfe-tlme and tried e»erythtnt you could learn of 
wttbout relief: even If you are utcerly discouraged, do not abandon 

but send loday (or this free trial II will co-it you nothing 
r e s s F r o n t i e r A s t h m a C o . 3 7 8 - B F r o n t i e r D i d * . , 

468 N i a g a r a S t . . B u f f a l o , N . Y . 
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know w h o m to suspect, although she felt 
that it had been stolen. She was sure she 
hadn't lost it. 

She reported the loss to the captain of the 
company in the village. He ordered a 
search. 

The guilty soldier, who was carrying the 
diamond, suspected what was about to hap-
pen so he hid the diamond in a chlorine 
tube and dropped it in the water bag in 
front of the mess hall. 

A thorough search and questioning of all 
soldiers failed to produce the diamond. 

That evening, shortly after dark, the sol-
dier went out to the water bag and reached 
for his tube. Suddenly he yelled in pain. 
The sergeant of the guard rushed over and 
found that the diamond had imbedded itself 
in the palm of the soldier's hand, just as 
though it had been a hot coal. 

The strange incident was reported to the 
captain at once. The man's hand was ban-
daged. He was put under arrest and the 
captain took the diamond to the widow. 

Happy, she gazed at it. The captain did 
not tell her the details of the discovery. He 
merely said that it had been found among 
the belongings of one of the soldiers who 
had been arrested and would be tried. 

The widow thanked the captain. Then she 
said: " I prayed that the diamond would 
curse the thief w h o took it and burn a hole 
through his hand." 

QUESTIONS A N D A N S W E R S 

T o H o r r o r - S c o p e s : W h y is it necessary at 
a seance to extinguish the lights, hold 
hands, keep silent while the medium goes 
into a trance?—H. K. 

H. K. : N o one knows. The mediums say 
it is because light prevents the vibratory 
power necessary for the experiment, just as 
static electricity prevents pure reception on 
the radio. And of course, noise disturbs 
concentration. The holding of the hands 
helps the vibration, by producing combined 
power obtained from those present, just like 
the laying of hands on a table will start it 
moving. The more hands, the more power. 

T o Horror -Scopes : W h y does a person 
who loses a l imb still experience the feel of 
the limb? Is it because there is a spiritual 
body as well as a physical one and the per-
son still feels the spiritual b o d y ? — D . P. S. 

D. P. S. : Your doctor can explain that this 
sensation has nothing to do with any spirit-
ual limb. It is a matter of nerve and mus-
cular action at the stump of the limb. 

T o H o r r o r - S c o p e s : Is it true that a rattle-
snake knows that a sleeping man is harm-
less and therefore will not bite h im?—F. 
H. W . 

F. H. W . : The matter of sleeping has noth-
ing to do with it. Remain quiet arouhd a 
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rattlesnake and he won't strike, but if you 
move, it will strike whether you are awake 
or moving in your sleep. Anything that 
moves is a natural enemy of a rattler. It 
fears attack. Rattlesnakes have crawled for 
hours over a man lying still on the ground. 
Had he moved a muscle he would have been 
bitten. 

T o Horror-Scopes : A friend of mine told 
me he saw a Hindu swallow a small snake 
and after several minutes that snake crawled 
out of his mouth. Could a snake live in a 
man's stomach?—A. L. R. 

A. L. R.: Hardly likely. The gastric juices 
in the stomach would kill the snake after a 
little while. It is quite common, however, 
to see fakirs in India or China train small 
snakes to crawl up a man's nostrils and 
come out of his mouth. 

T o Horror -Scopes : Has anyone ever pho-
tographed the soul departing from a body 
at the moment of death?—D. W . F. 

D. W . F.: Charles Miller, the celebrated 
cameraman of Hol lywood, made a test of 
death photos. He arranged with the local 
hospital for the experiment. He took sev-
eral pictures at the moment the patient died. 

The doctor sat at the bedside, and as the 
pulse stopped the doctor nodded for the 
photo to be snapped. In every case the 
negative was black except for a small streak 
of light that resembled a miniature flash of 
lightning. Mr. Miller is writing a book on 
his experiments which will be published 
next year. 

- C H A K R A . 
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TH E stalking horror of the living dead— 
in T H E C O F F I N D W E L L E R S , a com-

plete long novelette by G. T. Fleming-Rob-
erts in next month's issue! 

Another u n u s u a l novelette, F O U R 
F R I G H T F U L MEN, by Henry Kuttner, 
presents a melee of terror among a band of 
circus freaks. There's a thrill and chill in 
every line! 

* # * 

T H E SEA OF F E A R , a novelette of men-
acing shadows by John K. Knox, is packed 
with action—and weird surprises. 

* * * 

A l s o — D E A T H P L A Y S D O L L S , a nove-
lette of fearsome fantasy by C. K. M. Scan-
long. In addition, numerous shorter stories 
and another batch of true, eerie incidents 
from life in H O R R O R - S C O P E S , by Chakra. 
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NOW \ O C A T A L L STANDS 

DEATH ASKS THE QUESTION 
(Cont inued f rom page 121) 

pretty ingenious. W e managed it, be-
tween us." 

He paused and smiled reminiscent-
ly. " B e i n g a radio engineer came in 
handy," he went on grimly. " I got a 
microphone and small loudspeaker 
and lowered them by wire half way 
down the main chimney breast. 

" I knew that in common with all 
houses of this type the main fireplace 
flues would end in one chimney, so 
the sound would travel to all rooms 
possessing a fireplace. It was fair ly 
certain Hilton would o c cupy such a 
room. It was easy to get to the roof 
by the out-houses, without much noise 
either. 

"Once that was done Miss D i g b y 
and I went to our apparatus, just be-
yond the range of the back grounds. 
T h e microphone in the chimney 
picked up every sound that Hi l ton 
made ; with headphones we could vis-

ualize his movements. Every time he 
went to bed the mattress springs 
squeaked. A s to the voice of the w o m -
an it was Miss D i g b y herself speaking 
into our own microphone, which of 
course emanated f rom the loudspeaker 
in the chimney. T h e heart ef fect was 
s imply a t icking alarm clock, made 
louder or quieter by a volume control 
on the microphone . " 

W a y n e nodded s lowly. " I begin to 
see now why Hilton was so frantic . 
For myself I heard no th ing ; this 
room has no fireplace. Besides, I was 
unconscious most of the time." 

" W h e n he shouted for the beats to 
stop we naturally obeyed the OTder, 
h e a r i n g him dist inct ly ," Craven 
breathed. "That got h im! He really 
thought the devil was after him. Just 

C A N D I D C A M E R A C A T C H E S CO-EDS 
128 



To help you 

2 

a n s w e r t h e s e j q u e s t i o n s 

1—What are today's opportunities 
in Drafting ? 

2—Will I like the work ? 

3—Can I learn Drafting readily ? 

B e g i n n i n g L e s s o n s in 

Drafting Free 
, foro •orthio* ota k* mado or Mtt, tho M M frwt mart k n It. Bofldin* Maspocts-

» " | taonajsctiirloe—ALL ievmxl on him. Th»t U why plck-ap I nr I JiriteoU/er lAo D r q / U f * ! n f , 
Cx»«rionco not m t i w i y . Too on autar Droftlns roodllr br bo«e .tod, b o w roo looni and iU, 
adooneo r*orf)y M DrofoasleM] Draftsmen work — with T^fntr«. dlvMor* anS drawtrw board. Afhwi nine to I 
workingcqpdltiopodttpttcotod.rHroMwrfaof •nrfooafQlgTadiiatoooaUwlMticaltT—Junooqr mothoda. profltab 
American School • Dept. DD B58 • Drexel Avenue at 58tb Street 

the same we didn't tempt him out the 
first night; he needed time to think 
and work himself up into a real 
frenzy of fright. 

" W e did that tonight, of course. 
Miss Digby joined me again after 
sundown, complete with an outfit that 
looked like my girl risen from the 
grave. The rest you know. Of 
course it was I who took away my 
poor Annie's remains." 

"And you? " Wayne asked slowly. 
"You've murdered Hilton. That is 
against the law, fiend or not." 

Craven shrugged his heavy shoul-
ders and looked down at the corpse. 

"I 'm going to give myself up and 
trust to the mercy of the law. With 
your evidence too and my dead girl's 
remains where is the jury which 
would convict?" 

"We ' l l back you to the end," Wayne 
said quietly, getting to his feet with 
difficulty. 

The girl's arm went round him 
supportingly as she helped him from 
the drab house. As they passed into 
the cool night air they looked away to 
the east. 

Ragged dawn was already creeping 
over the misty, saturated countryside. 
Somewhere amidst it, perhaps, aban-
doned and alone, was the fiendish soul 
of Abner Hilton. . . . 

Prove That Y< 

^ A I W O L C O . . D M. "OTICII Beware el Imitation 

MAOMfll ICI rutt/fijarantMd?0rd»r ,'roi5iLH 

Prostate Sufferers 

TliiktMiii' ii 
Chicago, Illinois 

Read THRILL ING MYSTERY 
Every Month 

A C 3 ® 

The Magazine of 
Science—Invention—Experiments 

NOW ON SALE AT 

A NEW LOW PRICE 
1 0 c 

An enlarged. Inflamed or faulty Prostate 
Gland rery often causes Lamobeck, Fre-
quent Night Rising. Leu Pains. Pelrlc 
Pains. Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Many 
physicians endorse massage aa a safe ef-
fectlre treatment. ,'See Reference Book of 
the Medical Sciences. Vol. VII, 9rd edi-
tion). l.'so "PROSAOER." a new lnren-
tlon which enables any man to massage his 
Prostate Gland In the privacy of his home. 
It often brings relief with tho first treatment 
and must help or It costs you nothing. No 
Drugs or Electrlrtly. 

F R E E B O O K L E T 
IKVINTOt EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRE88 

MIDWEST PR0DUCT8 CO, 8-2818, KALAMAZOO. MICH. 

DR. W. D. IMITH 

EVERY ISSUE OF C O L L E G E H U M O R 15c EVERYWHERE 
128 



H O W T O L P V R AND B E L O V E D , A n Interest ing and c o m p l e t e b o s k on this pass ionate sub jec t . R e a d and prof i t . PRICES 10c, 

rRADIO ~M!KE 
R L»rr». *utj*tar>uat, all metal mike. Swell (or practlainc ra. ZjdJo slnjrlrs*, talklrxr. amateur »n|TwM, c, H*i.rodi on the J" voice perfectly in loud, clc»r Stone without any <11 u totlou. V IUp-j:*i- table tso'el ti-.alcari to* 2 held In hand. OuirinU*4 (o ""work on any art- Easily 
5 8 A e r I* Cat M M XT ca Ue e<n any r*el«. *Se. 

Pocket Radio $140 
A man:* mldjret radio Au in Pocket. Wv.gt.i. a oa. Smaller U*»n a rl i ett» packare. Separ-ates and aecelvea ail stations wj th beautiful. deer teas*. Ranse SO miles — arrester 

•ta-

^CRYSTAL RADIO 25c 
This la a radio In > f-eHas It toft0*** | I tola to cet mMtlon with it atooe within 23 mllee f « som an i or up to lOO mlkt under rood coo-dlOonsi. Ail you need " Is an aerial * ear ?boas. qu«Hpnta*Y sanmbled * wired with eupereensittea crystal, • ur.a>ut. _ . 4i yiui iWi w y ww> QH^i whMer. et*%~fc«ceptUffl guaranteed. 39a 

8 BIG ENTERTAINER 
?Jii'». TrlCka. 5 k'-rxbn 

stories. lOlMu-
Itirv - ruskî ySoc. _ rete. 2 2 Mftno-D I Pvss«*es. 

Nsrai 
. . _ _ J'nn, -nrtjtflou. lOOO 10 Ftetwre Pv *• e imenta. Doaf and •dOWfft-a&hr. POftune T»l Cerda. Crystal. Tea C. a. •J Jtr.. IromifS, VcipJoriuun). Cut-outs fur Ch»i'k»»« ChSSs. I>0:n U. je s. Fu« ui.t Oeeae. Man Morris. Apar — 

a Tricks — a t t ? 

^-n—irmVa 
—lar. Fortune* i J» ate.. Hypiw la 

OTim fldtfl fjTuSfift. 1 5 c 

ditiom. [ or noise. NaO I* wear out—lasts Mo crystal a 

ALL W A V C b A K T Q > 
WORLD WIDE M 1 / I V / J 

AemarkshlereeulTa—almple opera-tion—lew price «t 15 to aoo meters. Gets pal.ee ca I »a. Iorei0« stations snywhere, »r,ort wa*e. far-in ar»d oo">»»t.c broadcast.. etc. 
i reirarkable volume and e f f l -cy. Each set complete without SSTgSV̂ faŷ jf: 
CtxrfN-^aoflrvui.ea r r T*e. CamaltlaKU H - O D (red heady un»mtr S3. 30.. TUBt •ATTCnv _Otv*a better volume * 

"f i . Compute K . t S 2 . © o . m t a r t e i e S3.7a. •CT*tC TWO Tuac. Oper-on touar currwii. Uses no •Mr la a. Powerful, senal-1b **> 0 ° Wirii ready 
CCC RING 
Kveeyene want* i£> thla biff ring the rati, blue tad roM eir.t.lertj sur-funded tor the Anu-r-teas n*rHf Handsome* lypc-llslwt. State * r . S. Wer appearance i «a anly kterimo S.lvar Rino. atop. 

M € M1WV MMft Similar to HS* FiSEl O.^. nmi V Kinvs ojUy with Navy i.a tim. tn bold rrliaf anetoof. »Ww aj»-»airw««, 2»c. Sterling lilver, S1-OO. 14 fct 

U. ) .Mf f l l ninu wuti Army etntUm. A larre. o*a *li«« rUif. Silver a^Marance, 3S«. starling Silver. Sl.OO. 14 kt Ool4 ttt-img tiaklem, an effwthw 

BOYS! BOYS! BOYS! 
THROW YOUR VOICE! 
Iwto a t runk , o s d e r the b f 4 o r n n y w h e r e . Lota 
o f tnn foolhiv teacher , po l i c eman or frfe&tfw* 

T H E W O N D E R F U L Y E N 1 R I L O 
n l i t t le Instrument . (Its In t b e m o n t h ont ot 

• l i l t , nueil n l t b above tor Bird Cal ls , etc . Anyorve 
can nse It. V « « fn l». A eomple te b o o k n i t b * 
fu l l c o u r s e o n V e n t r i l o q u i s m t o g e t h e r n l t h J 
the Ventr l l o . Sent postpa-d tor o n l y  

Pocket Telescope 
EagU-Ey Vision 

Six Power 
25c 

flc^la <lt . » ;Uf 'a a er'a Ce t̂lfieate: Goi. 

FUN LICENSES 10c 
I-srre alea, nlrele urmted wiift seal, km ubla for framln*. Hand om ef tfva»e t» your friend and Ne will never foOTe-tyo--' rerolca: Ltar'a loot #03eri • M«rr'?oe 11 IOOK» 

a i. e' .'t-i we a la: ftaa. I oar's Certi ftc-ta: ipj.n>«h Athletes - (tfwil Thrower-) ClfcT. „—.,— Go d Oi cigr' s & OraFtera CertiHoaka: Ona Armed Oftvars «, Mr«k*r« Cert.fkule: Hi-Nt»»-*a Cartlfccate; OaatH C art Uses te; »u-th Certificate: Arre.t Warrant: Col lege Diolaena. ©oa U sense; Oold Wine Stock Cert.fc^U: t>-vorce Certif>cite: Air Pilot's Cleanse: Dpc-

THRIFT VAULT 
50c numbois •and o Ihf — _ ot>et} the vault just li>e anv Bfjr arid rotjerw-U measuras stxiut 4*3 la. «well to keen your >ewalry. «c. m. Oonatrurtad ir-etal with black trl rrimj i 

liar fd â ixttr-anra to 

finish; skull nea desljrn, two iDrUllant Hash ins hnlta-U«fi rubles IBWrildi 
ipsrkJe cm t of l",e cvri. Ibid to tarinsr l't«-k 

FRENCH PHOTO RING 25c v/^ 
AAandsonw rli*. fin. ( i in UnitsIIor. 

nofftltkvlaihtetorhena ke*i ei-a. m niajtri « kcrtwn h!e frtei-s.y^tnujtn' i aixanat incntdi Pictures of I 

>Open Any Lock 
MW51 evwr ton or for-et war M M Don't warcrW 

[more aboui lost kev« «>r any tv i , for that msneri. i«Vwm tnsasarkavs will t-nen slsnosc Sjjy srtlinarv UxS Flea fc* various tvx-ea or J^lll naw tbetr coat If you00. 

rvonrH »c rsaaea. vtowi omuea baHtiBK Mil beanjJaa. v tows of Pranca. Paa. 

• f S b & m KCYSPrtca i a a * " " " ! w w e w s w w Tr"" ' " . -^ : ' " - VUO * J S C , IflCIl, nml l « ssae oiar^ T ^ s ^ ^ V h , a J S & l f e ? 

AASSOA AU. o m r a s RON GOODS ON THIS PJUI TO 

JOHNSON SMITH & CO. 
^ E l ' . 3 ^ . D E T R O I T , M I C H I G A N i VStrlSi °*T*l -t>a. er SSe tor the DELUXE L S ^ eloti. WtKHns. Blgisr sad beuer 
w n-rt> aoo a w t ™wic, tr io^ S e w . 

TAP DANCE 
WJ»y envy theesryrhythm , wd fasclaaii!--: orara ot S tap* n Katcts i t. Prad Aa ta 1 f- Tap fiance in O.VI V 0 WUMW • new slmpUflad eowaa tar Prof. Wl taou. No pacta) iW IIty needed, Be arnarl! tlverybody's lar>. m*ftg. The who!a to wti la 

vnnuMt tx-t (a alao a 
Pie and rlefojr a -sprit*> * U» tha wh«l. — aJin-.nes* natts iiUls.dr»ra or diet 1 rw, a . . .won«l«rfy» bwtrft. r&rmaai nx tap da nci o» to my » " paatsaid-Cloth too^nd j|b sry gdmpp 40a 

DANCING 
o v o t 10& i l xus that idns 

LATaSTSTlPS. Beponss-. lar. Cord daare-s are al. w ay s m I r*d~a 1 way s pop-ular ifuaata. Part&e-a wsl. ome them eaca'ly. Tharew. rta«t ataris without a Don'I make excusca when the music sf*rta.Cet lota of fun from parties anddarxwa. If you seant to become a perfect dancer, learn to dance at home thla new easy way BOOK TRLLS: How tnuaea lop pot &«and control. lmne»r«̂  /our dance steps, art of holdlrtjr. now to walk to music, now to le»d. la-eat few trot stens. Natural aivd flever»e Tarna. U»a / tU'varse Wava. The Qulckstei ' swayirar to muMc. Waits Back, ward iranns. th-

JU-JITSU aS^Js" 
ThaJapanaae art of self -<taf er.se • mathodâ  of a ttack and 

11 to _ , hapr with trl pa. throws. Wrtlt locks, tK*3y holds. defense afralnat revohe». (tnMllac. armlocks. sclaaore, splits. t-.sadi.ock. Iwldlnit » man down. knee thro-vr. atlck attack, defend ays Inst 
Snlfe, one hand throat crip, efenae aminat two at-vall-arr.a. eComsrh throw, secrat thumb hftockout. neree pinchaa. and ovEtxMrooa Leam to protect dor all clrcumi na tare '0 wea eons, man. runs or knlvaaf ce of Ju Jltao" Of ty _ Deluae cloth fcound library edition, 

BlankCartridge Pistol, 
Two of the tut est, newest models 

now oat—60s and $1.00. Pattern-
ed aftaf tha tau»t typa of retoleei. 
22 caliber blank cartridges ottainaMa every 
wherxx Haodjr prof.?ction against bttnlara, 
tmmpa and tlocv Fine for 4th of July. New 
*" work, starting pistol, etc. 

Looks Like A 

FIELD GLASSES 
W0W1 m»«t * t»e-r«ln! Real KentUnf Pit Id Oliwii wiu> six power nr ni neat • on* Center piece quick, one r.oyer fi>.-ussliijr ts futt, 

- a. on that rmarkable and clarity. Swell for nature ato Ot, hJldnc. sports, i a ".union othsr thimta. Complete wlOi eord. At 
p a c k e d I n ^ b o n u ^ M C T " * ^ ® . 

CHAMELEON 25c 

W A T C H I T C H A N C C C O L O » ' J 
Get one of these moat wonderfvil of all craa- -lures, Wstcti It ehanffe color. Study Itahat*or Wei 

. . . _ _ „ . Can „ - . - - _ months without food. At»o«t 4 in. lonsr. pad to any address tn U-IA by mall. We ruar-* isjn* dwlewy. whr I N p 
WHOOPEE 
C U S H I O N 
Whoopee Cushion Is made csf rubber. In-Sate Like.- bal'oon., and then placed on a chair, couch. s**t, etc. when the el cum urci VIIIti rik-1r altrt upon tfce cushion. It rlvea forth nolf tha t can be batter I rr»-ajrlncd tt sn dea- JSC rr̂ bC'l̂  et<ce _ _ . __ 

WIDOW HANKY 
A perfect model of the mostnece*- , 

« ffo In the pocket, has the appear , a nee of belr tr a c***tUsman'a hand- ] kcrctilef. A clever, runny lofce. Kiao i i e PeetoaW 
SILENT DEFENDER S 

Used by police o'ftcera. detecti ve*, f" sheriffs and olfrbt watchman si i g <**«ua on protection. Very effect-~ live. Caally flu the hand. Uaeful In ? an amerffeocy. Aluminum, wu 2 • rat. Poeket slae. asc. a tor 4#e. 
Mtfers'oMyM'ffON 

bees, fortunea. lata, astrulos etf. Price 9 
MIDGET B1B1C J K 
good lack to owner. Price 18a. 

L E A T H E R 
H O L S T E R 
Q&mplata leather] ho)*er atrvd belt that will hold I 

p u t , r r o . 

Real Pistol! 
Strongly c o n -

stiuMad with a flashy nickel fin-
ish. lias dip barrel that allows 
the cartridges to be loaded F A n 
ia a second, medium M b J W V 
Lane tUe »1.00. Blaftk 
Uldaee 60c per 100. 

Oar-

com-x&i 



G E E what a build/ 
Didn't it take a long 
time to get those muscles? 

S B I B 1 ' 

No S IR ! - A T L A S 
Makes Muscles Grow 

Will You Cive Me 
7 Days to PROVE I Can 
Make YOU a NewMarti 

LET ME S T A R T SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE 

FN ill 
i H i I 

5 inches 
of new 
Muscle 

"Af ter ONfc W t t K my 
arm* increased l i / 2 in. , 
chest 21 2 forp.irm 

in., and I have qained 
lbs."—C. S. W. . Va. 

Here's what ATLAS 
did for M E / 

What a I 
difference: 

" S t a r t e d a 
w e e k a g o . 
Have put 31 ' i 
in. oo cheat 

(normal) and 2 y a in. 
e x p a n d e d . " — F . s . , J N. V. 

For quick results ] 
" recommend 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

" A m sending snapshot of won-
derful progress. Certainly rec-
ommend you for quick re-
sul ts ! "—W. G.. N. J. 

John J a c o b s John Jacobs 

BEFORE AFTER 

G A I N E D S ^ . 
29 POUNDŜ  

" t o u r mctnoa gives 1 
long, smooth muscle. " 
W h e n I s t a r t e d , 

, weighed only 141 . 
Now weigh 1 7 0 . " 
r . K.. N. Y. 

7-Day TRIALOFFER 
Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Oiven Away 

This valuable cup. of 
solid sterling silver, 
stands a b o u t 14 
Inches high on a 

• base. 
who makes the most 
development within 
monlhr 

I c o u l d fill t h i s w h o l e m a g a z i n e w i t h e n t h u -
s i a s t i c r e p o r t s f r o m O T H E R S . H u t w h a t y o u 
w a n t t o k n o w I s — " W h a t c a n C h a r l e s A t l a s d o 
f o r M E ? " 

F i n d o u t — a t m y r i s k I R i g h t i n first 7 d a y s 
I ' l l s t a r t t o P R O V E I c a n t u r n Y O U i n t o a 
m a n o f m i g h t a n d m u s c l e . A n d i t w i l l b e t h e 
k i n d o f P R O O F y o u ( a n d a n y o n e e l s e ) c a n 
S E E , F E E L . M E A S U R E w i t h a t a p e ! 

M y F R E E B O O K tells about my amazing 7 - D A Y T R I A L O F F E R — a n 
of fer n o other Instructor has ever D A K K I ) m a k e ! If Y O U want smashing 
strength, big muscles , glowing health—1 11 show you results Q O I C K I 

FREE BOOK 
I myself was once a 97-pound weakling—sickly. hal f -al ive . Then I d i s -

covered " D y n a m i c - T e n s i o n . " A n d I twice won—against a l l comers—the 
title. " T h e Wor ld ' s Perfectly Developed M a n " ! 

I have n o use f or apparatus. " D y n a m i c - T e n s i o n " A L O N E (right in 
your own home) will start new inches of massive power pushing out your 
chest—bui ld up your shoulders to champion huskiness—put regular moun-
tains of muscle on your biceps—free you of constipation, p imples—make 
those stomach muscles of yours hard r idges ! 

Make me P R O V E It! Gamble a postage stamp. Send coupon f o r my 
F R E E BOOK AT O N C E ! Address me personally: Charles Atlas . Dept. 
7 7 W . I I 5 East 23rd Street, New York , N. Y . 

i ' w U l ^ w a n j n r t . b e n f f r a v e d . to my pupil 
who makes the most Improvement In his 

A recent photo of 
C h .1 r l f s A t l a s , 
twice winner and 
holder of the title. 
" T h e W o r l d ' s 
M o a t P e r f e c M y 
Developed Man. " 
This Is N O T a 
studio picture but 
a simple enlarge-
ment made from 
an ordinary small 
s n a p s h o t . N o 
m u a c l e a "painted 
o n " or retouched 
In any way. Tl i l i 
Is Charles Atlas 
as he looks today! 

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77W 

1 1 1 5 E a s t 2 3 r d 8treet , New Y o r k , N . Y . 

I I want proof that D Y N A M I C - T E N S I O N 
• new man of me—give me a healthy, husky 
| muscle development. Send mo your free book 
| Health and Strength." 

• N o m e . . 

will make a 
bixlv ami big 
, "Everlast ing 

( l ' lease print or write plainly) 

I Address . 

I City . 



"Years ago, as an ambitious young actor, 

I was impressed how well my throat liked 

Luckies and how well they suited my idea 

of a perfect cigarette. That impression 

still stands. In my recent tour of 'Hamlet', 

with its many performances each week 

and the attendant tax on my throat, I 

have been convinced anew that this light 

smoke is both delightful to my taste and 

the 'top' cigarette for an actor's throat." 

Notice how many professional men and women— 

lawyers, doctors, statesmen, etc., smoke Luckies. See 

how many leading artists of radio, stage, screen and 

opera, prefer them. Naturally the voices of these art-

ists are all-important to them. That's why they want 

a light smoke. Y o u can have this throat protection, 

too. The protection of a light smoke 

free of certain harsh irritants expelled 

by the exclusive "Toast ing" process. 
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The Finest Tobaccos— 
The Cream of the Crop 

Vr^C/fy 

cap 

m % 

i . ' « 

s 

;v l 

M ; - •• 
• V %/ \ 

V / j 

mo ke 
ItsToasted-Your Throat Pr 

1% r̂ vî u -
\ m J i f i n i i N r l 9 a 

AGAINST IRRITATION oreaion AGAINST COUGH 




