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"TffEJAHffOFPEATff 
ClAMPEP POWN ON ME ! 

A true experience o] BALLARD DEAN, Kirkland, Washington 

"THE T H I N G sprangout o f 
the earth one bitterly cold 
evening as I was return-
ing to camp after an all-
day deer hunt," writes Mr. 
Dean. "I suffered excru-
ciating agony, as it bit 
into my leg. It was a bear 
trap, illegally set for deer. 

"TRANTICALLY, I TRIED TO 
GET LOOSE as t h e c o l d 
knifed through my cloth-
ing. With sinking heart, 
I found my struggles of 
no avail, n. a few Hxiurs, 
if help could no,. sum-
moned, I would freeze to 
death. Darkness came on 
as I fought hopelessly 
with the strong steel jaws. 

" T H E N I T H O U G H T O F M Y F L A S H L I G H T . There was a chance that other re-
turning hunters might be in the woods. Flashing the bright beam off and 
on, my efforts were finally rewarded. Thanks to those 'Eveready' Jrcsh D A T E D 
batteries, two men saw my signal and rescued me from that death trap. 

<Wgned) K3<xLtaAxi J^^m. 

The uord "Et eready" is a registered trade-mark o) National Carbon Company. Inc. 

N A T I O N A L C A R B O N C O M P A N Y , I N C . , 3 0 E A S T 4 2 n d S T R E E T , N E W Y O R K , N . Y. 
Unit of Union Carbidv and Carbon Corporation 



Speed Your Way to Success 

Courses Cjsi 
So you dropped out of school too soon? 
Well, cheer up! Ask any representative 
group of Executives, Engineers or Edu-
cators and most of them will tell you: elude tyeets 

You CAN make good through specialized S^*^ *??^^^ 
P you will make the effort and home study. . .IF you « effort and o f : m « r « 

STICK to your course." In fact, you'll find th*t-* , « » f 
b number of important men in nearly evcry^"'""''*"''" ' 
locality are former homo study students them-
selves. They K N O W and havo P R O V E D 
that home study pays. 

In 40 years, homo study has become 
an integral part of "the American way"; 
. . . a nationwide educational systems 
especially geared to the needs of 
wage earners. Today , there a r c 
far more homo study schools than 
y o u perhaps rcalire—and you 
may placo confidence in the. 
Courses of the American School, 
established over w years ago to < 
bring you the advantages ol 
•dvancod education. 

Catalogs and bul . 
letins sent F R E E . 

O M M E R C E a n d Industry are tough 
taskmasters today — but they are 

•just. The penalties of failure may be 
h e a v y — b u t the rewards of success are 

rich. If you persist in doing work that anyone else can 
do—if you carelessly leave yourself open to competi-
tion with ^Machinery that sooner or later may do all 
the "unthinking" jobs . . . the repetitive tasks — you 
Ore slated for final disappointment and bitterne 

To win out, today, you must THINK. You must think 
ON the lob and AWAY from It and. most Important. you 
must think AHEAD ol It. And that takes study. 

Join this "Promotion Parade" 
of Progress-Minded Men and Women 

Of the approximately 2.000.000 men and women enrolled 
for further education In universities, colleges. Institutes of 
technology and home study Institutions, sboul 37H% 
or 750.000—have chosen home study as most practical I 
their purposes. They want to win Success. rou do. It 
They nave KAITH In themselves. Do you believe In tiour* 
self/ They havo Invcstlcatcd home study—decided that It 
offers them their way "out and up" . . . out of the low piy 
periodically unemployed rank and Ale . . . up Into well paid 
positions where they enjoy prosperity, security and respect. 

Oct the farts, yourself. On coupon, check the line of work 
that MOST Interests you . . . mall It PROMPTLY tot 
Information and complete details of this offer. 

NO OBLIGATION. Addrwe your Inaulry, TODAY, to 

AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. G758, Drexel a t 58th, Chicago 

radical for 
on do, tool 

TfcKion 
f e e s m o d e r a t e 

a n d fair , 

I n s t r u c t i o n mater ia l 
#ntf m e t h o d s s i m p l i f y 
and speed u p l earn ing . 

• T h » - « e « l p ro te c t * 
. you I 

—Mark, Clip and Mall Thlt Coupon NOW--—--
AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G758. Dr.xel at 58th, Chlcaco 

/ Without obligation. Please Bend FREE and postpaid, bulletin and details 
of the Subjects checked. 

Air Cond i t i on ing DReta l l Merchandising 
* " DCost Account ing 

• Practical 
Bookkeeping 

O Economics o f 
Direct Selling 

O Private Secretary 
O Diesel Engineering 
• Surveying & T o p o -

graphical Drafting 
• Sheet Metal 

Pattern Drafting 
• Electrical 

Engineering 

Elec. & Cas 
Refrigeration 

• Architecture 
and Building 

• Plumbing and 
Steam Fitting 

• Automotive 
Engineering 

Aviation Drafting 
• Aviation Engineering 
• B u i l n e i s M a n a g e m e n t 
• Account ing and CLP.A. 
• Salesmanship 

• Drafting and Design 
• Radio and Television 
OHIgh School 
• Home Economics 

Courses 
• Business Law 
• Liberal Arts 
• Mechanical 

Engineering 
• Shop Management 
• Tool Making 
O Better Foramansblp 
• Engine and Boiler 

Work 

Name Occvjatlon 
Address Ate. 
CUt Stats 

Thousands Have Made Good through HOME STUDY 
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A Complete Crime Mystery Novel 
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Police and Public Are Baffled when a 
Ghastly Death Stalks through San Fran-
cisco's Byways—-and the Remarkable Dr. 
Zeng Tse Lin Takes the Trail of a Grim 
Chinatown Mystery! - - - - - - - - - - 16 

Two Complete Novelets 
WINGS FOR THE DEAD Joseph J. Millard 48 

Death Lurks in the Sky when an Air Meet Flies Over Forbidden Ground— 
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Goes into Action to Stop a Weird Slaughter Plot 
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I JUMPED MY PAY 
$35 A WEEK • . . 
This Tree Book Showed Me timXWiI 

* low-pay, 
I t u not satisfied, but r n d about the opportunity 

A True Story By J . C. V. In Radio u d bow N. R. I. would train me at h o s e 
(Nsav end AdJrm Stmt om '<* 1 enrolled rl«ht a w a j . " 

csr 

"Ttie Course National Radio Initlfi 
80 practical that I wai soon read; to make 
to tlO a week In spare time nerrlclng 
•eta." 

"After graduating I got a Job as Radio 
Operator aboard ship, and was able to travel 
aod see many parts of the world with all ox-
idases paid, and a good islary besides." 

"Immediately altar leaving my thlD Job, I 
was made Chief Engineer of a small broad-
casting station. 1-ator I held the same Job with 
several other similar stations In the Sooth." 

' I ' m now Chief Engineer at Wf iOD. Chatta-
nooga. Tern. I make $1,800 a year more than 
when I started Radio. There are many oppor-
tunities for trained Radio Technicians today." 

BE A RADIO TECHNICIAN 
I Wil l Train You at Home 

In Spare Time 
Many fellowj who want better Jobs are going 
to read these wordft—and do< nothing about 
them. But a few. Ilka J. C. V . who are 
MEN OF ACTION aro going to say "SHOW 
ME HOW TO BE A SUCCESS IN R A D I O ! " 
The test of my story l» for these men. The 
"do-nothings" can stop here. 

$40. $50 a Weak 
Radio Is ore of the country's busiest lndus-
trlsa today. On top of a record rtnmand for 
Radio sets and equipment for civilian use. the 
Radio Industry Is getting millions of dollars 
in defense orders. Hie 882 broadcasting sta-
tions tn the U. 8. employ thousands of Radio 
Technicians with average psy among tho 
country's beet paid Industries Repairing, 
lervidng, selling home end auto Radio re-
ceivers (there are 50,197,000 In use) gives 
good Jobs to thousands. Many other Radio 
Technicians take advantage of the opportuni-

ties to hare their own service or retail Radio 
businesses. Think of the many good Jobs In 
connection with Aviatlro. Commercial, Police 
Radio and Public Address Systems. N. R. I. 
trains you to be ready when Television opens 
new Jobs. Yes, Radio Technicians make good 
money because they use their beads as well 
as their bands. They must bo trained. 

Bcglnnnrs Quickly Lsars to Earn $5, 
$10 a W««k Extra la Spar* Tim* 

Nearly every neighborhood offers opportuni-
ties for a good part-time Radio Technician 
to make extra money fixing Rsdlo seta. 1 
give you special .training to show you bow 
to start cashing in on these opportunities 
early Ton get a modem Professional Radio 
Servicing Instrument. My flfty-Ofty method 

—half working wllh Radio parts, half study-
ing my lesson texts—makes learning Radio at 
home Interesting, fascinating, practical. 

Hud Out How I Train YOB for 
Good Pay In Radio 

Mall the Coupon below. I'U send my 64-pag« 
book FREE. It tells about my Course: tho 
types of Jobs In the different branches of 
Radio: shows letters from more than 100 of 
the men I trained, so you can see what they 
are doing, earning. MAIL THE OOUPON 
In an envtrtope or paste on a penny postal. 

J. E. SMITH, Rretldint, 
Dtp*. IM09, National Radio Institute, 

Washington, D. C. 

EXTRA PAY IN 
ARMY, NAVY, TOO 

_ . . man likely to go Into military serv-
ice. every soldier, sailor, marine should 
mall the Coupon Now I Learning Radio 
helpa men get extra rank, extra prestlgs. 
more Interesting duty at pay up to 6 
tlmw s private's base pay. Also prepares 
for good Radio Jobe after service ends. 
IT'S 8MART TO TRAIN FOR RADIO 
NOW I 

GOOD F O R 6 4 - P A G £ BOOK 
• r. I . E. 8 H I T H , President, Dept. IM09, 
National Radio Institute. Washington, D. C. 

8end me the FREE 64-psge book wtjlch helped 
J. C. V. jump his pay $35 a week. I want to know 
about Radio's opportunities. (No salesman will 
call—write plainly.) 

Nama Age. 

Addresg 

City State. 



/ / - ; They Never Knew 
It Was SO EAST To Play 
Thousands Learn Musical Instruments 

By Amazingly Simple Method 
No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge 

Required. In a Short Time You 
Start Playing Real Tunes! 

700,000 Now Enrolled 

THINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity, 
friendship, good times! W h y ? Because you think it's 

hard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow, 
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises. 

That's not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard 
the news! How people all over the world have learned to 
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so 
fascinating that it's like playing a game. Imagine! You 
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a 
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous 
print-and-picture method—every position, every move before 
your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You C A N ' T go wrong! 
And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost at once, 
from the very first lesson. 

No needless, old-fashioned "scales" 
and exercises. No confused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by play-
ing. It's thrilling, exciting, inspiring! 
No wonder hundreds of thousands of 
people have taken up music this easy 
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters 
like those reproduced here pour in 
from all over the world. 

Sound interesting? Well, just name 
the instrument you'd like to play and 
we'll prove you C A N ! If interested, 
mail the coupon or write. 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
29411 Brunswick Bldg., 

New York City 

Learned Qolekly at Homo, I didnt 
dream I oould actually learn to play 
without n teacher. Now when I play 
for people they hardly believe that I 
loarned to play so well in so iliurt a 
time. *H. C. 8.. Calif. 

'ThaKi Gold In Them Thir Hillbilly 8on»» ." 
Craxe for mountain music, "swing" and other 
popular forms has brought fame and fortune to 
miny who started playln* for the fun of IL-
Thousands havo discovered unexpected pleasure 
and profit Ln music, tliankti to tho unlauo 
method that makes It amazingly easy to learn. 

Send for FREE Booklet and 
Print and Picture Sample 

Reo for yourself how this wonderful 
Bolf-lnstrurtimi method works. Sit 
dawn, ln the privacy of your own 
homu, with tho Interesting Illustra-
ted booklet, "flow to Learn Muslo 
at Home." No salesman will call— 
decide for yourself whetheT you want 
to play this easy way. (Instruments 
supplied at discount when wanted, 
cash or credit.) 

I "I 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
29411 Brunswick Bldg., New York Ci ty , N. Y. 

I am Interested In music study, particularly ln the lnstru-
Pleaso send me your free booklet. ment Indicated below. 

"How to Learn Music at Home" 
Picture Sample. 

Wouldn't Take $1,000. _ t u n R"d,<>- 1 

"The lessons aro so fe»ml AmrdIM I W . h ^ ,„ t h , t 
simple, writes 'S. E. I " alwsyi wanted to ' y T h . _ „ 
A.. Kansas City. Mo., play the p!»no atwrdl- [OT four wocta I hsve 
"that anyone can un- on," wrltee •H. E. from been on the sir over our 
derstand them. I bare Canada "bnt thought local radio station. 8o 
learned to play by note j 'd never leani It. Then thinks to your lnstltu-
a month "wouldn" I road about your lesions, tlon for such a wonder-
take a thousand dol- I don't know how to a - ful course. *W. II. 8., 
lars for my course." press my satisfaction." Alabama. 

* Actual p«pU«' names on request. Pictures Professional models 

Piano 
Violin 
Guitar 
Piano Accordion 
Plsin Accordion 
Saxophone 
Cello 
Hawaiian Guitar 

Banjo 
Mandolin 
Ukulolo 
Cornet 
Trumpet 
Harp 
Trombono 

and the free Print & 

Fluts 
Piccolo 
Organ 
Drums and Traps 
Modem Elemontaiy 

Harmony 
Voice Culture 

Hare You Name This Instru. t. 

Address 

City state 
• Check here for Booklet " A " If under 16 years of age. 



15 Minutes A Dcif 
amfftiprove 

/mmam^ym 

&MMWMUM 
I'M " tradlng- in" old bodies for new! I 'm taking men 

who know that the condition of their arms, shoulders, 
chests and legs—their strength, "wind , " and e n d u r a n c e -
Is not 100%. And I 'm making NEW MEN of them. 

America's Greatest 
"Builder oi Men" 

Am on j? all the phys-
ical Instructors and 
"conditioners of men" 
ONLY ONE NAME 
STANDS OUT. That 
name Is Charles Atlas I 

In every part of the 
country Charlos Atlas 
Is r e c o g n i s e d as 
"America's Greatest 
Builder of Men." Al-
moet two million men 
have written to him. 
Thousands upon thou-
sands have put their 
physical development 
Into his hands! 

And now that the 
call Is for men capa-
ble of helping Amer-
ica meet and conquer 
any national emer-
gency. many t h o u -
sands of others (even 
those already In their 
country's Army and 
Navy) are calling up-
on Charles Atlas to 
build the kind of men 
America vitally needs. 

Here's PROOF Rloht Here! 
"Results come so fast by 

your method that it seems 
just as If some magician put 
on the pounds of solid muscle 
just where you want them." 

— W . L.. Missouri 
"Feel like a million dollars 

and have a 44" normal chest 
- A 2" GAIN IN 4 D A Y S ! " 

—L. A. 3 . . Illinois 
"My doctor thinks your 

course Is fine. In 15 days 
have put two inches on my 
chest and Inch on my 
neck." —B. L., Oregon 

"My muscles are bulging 
out and I feel like a new man. 
My chest measures 38 In., 
an increase of 5 In., and 
my nock increased 2 in." 

—Q. M., Ohio 

I don't care how old or young 
you are, or how ashamed of your 
present physical condition you may 
be. I can add SOLID MUSCLE to 
your bleeps—yes. on each arm—In 
double quick time I I can broaden 
your shoulders, strengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscular sys-
tem INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can 
add inches to your chest, givo you a 
vise-like grip, make thofle legs of 
yours lithe and powerful. I can 
shoot new stroogth Into your old 
backbone, exerclso those Inner or-
gans. help you oram your body so 
full of pep. vigor and red-blooded 
vitality that there's not even "stand-
ing room" left for weakness and 
that lary feeling! Before I get 
through with you I'll have your 
whole frame "measured" to a nice, 
new. beautiful suit of muscle! 

I Was a 97-lb. 
Weakling 

All tho world knows I wss ONCB 
a skinny, scrawny 97-pound weak-
ling. And NOW It knows that I won 
the title, "The World's Host Per-
fectly Developer! Msn . " Agalnut all 
comers! How did I do It? How do 
I work miracles In the bodies of 

other men In only 15 minutes a day? 
The answer Is "Dynamlo Tension," 
the aniaxlng method I discovered 
and which changed me from s 97-
pound weakling Into the champion 
you see here! 

What 15 Minutes a 
Day Can Do For You 

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled. on your toes every minute, with 
all the up-and-at- 'om that can lick 
your weight in wildcats? Or do 
you need the help I can give you— 
the help that has already worked 
such wonders for other fellows, 
everywhere? 

In Just 15 minutes a day. right 
In the privacy of your own home, 
I'm ready to prove that "Dynamle 
Tension" can lay a new outfit of 
solid muscle over every inch of your 
body. Let me put new. smashing 
power Into your arms and shoulder* 
—give you an armor-shield of stom-
ach flDUftClfl that laughs at punches— 
strengthen your legs Into real col-
umns of surging stamina. If lack 
of exercise or wrong living has weak-
ened you Inside, I'll get after that 
condition, too. and show you how 
It feels to LIVE! 

T H I S F A M O U S B O O K T H A T T E L L S Y O U 
J U S T H O W T O G E T A B O D Y T H A T 
M E N R E S P E C T A N D W O M E N A D M I R E 

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book, "Ever-
lasting Health and Strength." It tells you exactly what "Dynamlo 
Tension" can do. And it's packed with pictures that SHOW you what 
It does. Results It has produced for other men. RESULTS I want 
to prove It can get for YOU! If you are aatlsQed to take a back 
seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-ln. week-out, you 
don't want tbls book. But if you want to learn how you can actually 
become a NEW MAN. right In the privacy of your own homo and in 
only 15 minutes a day. then man!—get this coupon Into the mall to me 
as fast as your lags can get to the letterbox I CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 
77-L. 115 East 23rd St.. New York City. 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 

C H A R L E S A T L A S , D o p t . 77 -L , 
115 E o j t 2 3 r d S t . , N e w York C i t y 
I want the proof that your system of "Dynamlo . 

Tension" will help make a New Msn of me— I 
tlvo me a healthy, husky body and big muscular I 

development. Bend me your free book, "Ever- " 
lasting Health and Strength." 

Name I 

(Please Print or Write Plainly) 

Address | 

City State J 

Actual pho-
to of the 
man w h 
h o l d s th 
title, "The 
W o r l d ' 
Most Per-
fectly De-
v e I o p e 
Man." 



A Money-Making Opportunity 
for Men of Character 
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR 

AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE 
A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY 

Costly Work Formerly 
"Sent Out" by Business Men 
Now Done by Themselves 

at a Fraction of the Expense 
T h i s Is a Call f o r m e n everywhere t o h a n d l e 
exclusive a g e n c y f o r o n e o f t h e m o s t 
u n i q u e b u s i n e s s I n v e n t i o n s o f t h e day , 

Forty yean sgo the hone and boggy buiineti w a tupretne—foil j 
almost extinct. Twenty yean sgo the phonograph industry ran into 
Buoy millionj—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few 
fbresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the 
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to 
fortune, and tent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So 
are great successes made by men able to dctcct the shift in public favor 
from one industry to another. 
Hew emlter chants b lAinf place. As oH ettailkW codosu r tfl InrrfTil 
sod important part of the oatioa'i structure—in which miliioas ot dollars cbuit hWi 
every year—is la choasands ot caacs bctng replaced bv s cruir astonishing. tipple inveu-
boa which does the wort better-more relubiy—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW 
AS 2* o r WHAT E ORDINARILY PAID! It baa not required tot long lot men 
wbo nave ultra over the rlgha to chls valuable inventioo to do • remarkable business, 
tod show csrubgi which ID choc cinw sre almost tinhrsrd of tar th* STtxsgc rp.» 

EARNINGS 
One man In California earned over $1,<00 per Booth for tfite« 
months—dose to $5,000 in 90 day*' time. Another write* 
from Delaware—"Since I have been operating (just a little 
I CM than a month o f actual telling) and not the full day at 
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend 
at least half the day In the office; counting what I have sold 
outright and on trial, I have made )ust a little in excen of one 
thousand dollars profit for one month." A man working small 
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man 
nets over $300 in lew than a week's time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future 
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the 
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over 
a thousand tales on which bis earnings ran from $5 to $40 
per tale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat 
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before 
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business 
offers. The fact that this business h i s attracted to it such 
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—1 

men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and 
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this 
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for 
the right field inwhichto make his itart and dcvelophis future. 

Not a "Gadget"— 
Hot a "Knick-Knack 

^
t e valuable, proved device which 
t been told successfully by busi-

ness novices as well as seasoned 
veterans. 

Hale ao mistake—this Is no novelty—oo finny aestfoB 
Which the investor hopes to put oo the Birkn. Yoa 
brobthlr have sera nothing uke it yet—perhaps Dcvtr 
Breamed of the existence of soch s devicr—yet it has already 
bees used by c&rporaaoas of outstanding prominence—by 
Sealers of great corporations—by their branches—by doo-
ton, oewtpapen, published schools—hospitals, etc., etc., 
tad by thousaodiof small bcaiocsimaa. Yoa doo't have to 
convince a man that be should ate in electric bulb to light 
hit office instead of a gts lamp. Nor do p a hire oo adl 
the same business man the idea that tome iayhem* f oced 

s already there—* 
the money is usually being spent right ax that 
pomething like this invention. The need is a 
moment — and the desirability of taring cbc fft*** 
pan. of chi* expense ii obnoas immediately. 

Some of the Saving$ 
You Can Show 

Ton nil iott to officc and pot down before f\3vr umpctt 
ft letter from a sales org»niration showing that tney did 
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could haw: 
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pay* 
cwr nun $70, whereat the bill could liive been for $l,600f 
An automobile dealer pan oar representative $15, whereas 
the expense could hare been over $1,000. A department 
store hu expense of $88-60, possible cost if dooe outside 
the business Wing well over $2,000, And so oo. We could 
not possibly list all cases here. These are fust a few ol 
the many actual cases which we place in your hands so 
work mth. Practically every line of business andevery 
lee poo of the country is represented by these field reports 
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving 
Opportunities which hasdly nay hotinra man caa tail u> 
noda stand. 

Profits Typical of 
the Young, Growing Industry 

Colnf Into chit buiineas Is Aoc like telling something 
offend in every grocery, drug or department store. Foe 
instance, when yoo take a $7.50 order, $5.8} can be your 
•hare. Oo $1,300 worth of business, your share can be 
$1,167-00. The verr least yoa get at your part of every 
dollar's worth of business yon do is 67 cents—on ten 
dollars' worth $6.70, oo a hundred dollars' worth $67-00 
—in other words two thirds of every order yoa get it 
yours. Not only oo the first order—bat on repeat order* 
—and yoa han chc opportunity of earning ad eves Urge* 
percentage* 

This Business Ha* 
Nothing to Do With 

Bouse to House Convastfng 
Nor So TOO have to know anything about hlgb-ftefore 
telling. 'Selling" is unnecessary in the ordinary sense 0i 
the word. Instead of hammering away at the costomef 
tad trying to "force" a sale, yoa make a dignified, 
business-like call, leave the instiiLstioo—whatever size 
the'customer says he will accept—at oar risk, let tho 
customer tell himself after the device is in and working. 
This does away with the oced for pressure oo the cus-
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to ret the 
money before the customer has tolly convinced himself 
100%. Yoo simply tell what yoa offer, showing proof of 
success in due customer's particular line of business. 
Then leate the invendoo without a dollar down. Ir 
starts working at ooce. In a few thort davs, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough on th tDaocy to pay 
foe cbc deal, wish probes above the lOtisuuox "'"g b 
«t the same tiac. You chao call bade, collect yoorwney. 
Nothing is so convindn* as oar offer to let results speak 
far themselves without risk so cbc customer! While others 
(ail to 

s by Iks fhrmttnrtt. 

No Money Need Be RUted 
to tryidg chis boiinesi Oct. Yofl can measure chc postt 
biliues and not be out a dollar. Uymmt IMJ*I fte 4 hmsimji rkje ij tut nwvtwiii—a ouiiaeas that LI |osS 
coming into its own—oo the upgrade, lmtcad ol the 
downgrade—a business that off en the b»yer relief Etna 
a burdensome, but unavoidable expense—a business thaa 
has a prospect practically ia every office, store, or factory 
into which you can set loot—re gird leu ol sitest* it * m*unity but doca not have any price cutting to contcmf 
with as other necessities do—that became yoa coaaof 
(he sales in cactusive territory is your own business-. 

to! «•» <• Itmt htimiu! uUt tiee samj mm mJt to 4 mnk^mj/imfii. let memk' I tim—U soch s busiact* 
looks ss if it is worth iavcitigating. pt h nmd with M 
« mu lor the rights la yoat tanracy—doa t delsy— 
fceciBK the chances an chit if yoa do wait, sooeoae else 
Will have written to us In the meantime—and if it cunM 
» t that you were the better man—we'd both be sorm 
Jo for convenience, an lit mmfe Mm—but send it tight 
kmsj—os win if yoa wish. But do it oow. M i u » 

t . B. ARMStlOWG, President 
Dcpt4047M, Mobile, Ala. 

* D I K U F 0 R EXCLUSIVE : I nUOn TERRITORY PROPOSITION 1 
| F. ft, AJtMSTRONG, Ptta- OepC t047M. Mobfe. AJa. I 

Without obliaacioe M DM, ssafl as tsft WdS* 



Why Trained Accountants Command 
I 
G, 

—and how ambitious men are qualifying 
by the La Salle Problem Method 1 High Salaries 

IET this straight. 
B̂ y "accountancy" we do not mean "bookkeep-

ing. ' For accountancy begins where bookkeeping 
leaves off. 

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed 
him by the bookkeeper, and analyzes and interprets 
them. 

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

He knows what profits should be expected from 
a given enterprise, how they may be increased. 

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

He knows the intricacies of govern-
ment taxation. 

He knows how to survey the trans-
actions of a business over a given 

eriod; how to show in cold, hard 

Business 
Control 

per 
figures the progress it has made and 
where it is going. He knows how to 
use these findings as a basis for con-
structive policies. 

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

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

1 

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example—one 
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an 
eleventh grade education. He became auditor for 
a large bank with an income 325 per cent larger. 

Another was a drug clerk at 330 a week. Now 
he heads his own very successful accounting firm 
with an income several times as large. 

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

A credit manager—earning $200 a month— 
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000, and then to 
a highly profitable accounting business of his own 
which netted around $10,000 a year. 

And What It Means to You 
Why let the other fellow walk away with the 
better job, when right in your own home you may 
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit-

able profession? 
Are you really determined to get 

ahead? If so, you can start at once 
Accountancy t o aCqUire—by the LaSalle Problem 

Method—a thorough understanding 
of Higher Accountancy, master its 
fundamental principles, become ex-

Through 

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

LaSalle Extension University 
A Correspondence Institution 

D E P T . 1 1 3 2 9 - H B C H I C A G O 
Opportunities In Accountancy—Cbeck below and we will 
send you a oopy of "Aooount&ncy, the Profession that 
PayB," without obligation. • 

BHigher Accountancy: 
O p p o r t u n i t y i If more Interested In one 

of the other fields at Dusinesa Indicated below, check here: Q Business Management 
• Modern Salesmanship 
• Traffic Management 
• Law: Degree of LL. B. 
O Industrial M a n a g e m e n t 
• Business Correspondence 
D Credit and Col lect ion 

Correspondence 

• Commercial Law 
O Modern F o r e m a n s M p 
D Expert Bookkeeping ~ 
• C. P. A. Coaching 
• Business English 
D Stenotypy 
• Effective Speaking 
P Railway Account ing 

Name 

Present Position. 

Address 

'Names available on request. 

pert in the practical application of 
those principles—this without losing 
an hour from work or a dollar of pay. 

Preliminary knowledge of book-
keeping is unnecessary. You will be 
given whatever training, instruction 
or review on the subject of bookkeep-

ing you may personal-
ly need—ana without 
any extra expense to 
you. 

If you are dissatis-
fied with your present 
equipment—if you 
recognize the oppor-
tunities that lie ahead 
of you through home-
study training — you 
will do well to send at 
once for full particu-
lars. The coupon will 
br ing them t o y o u 
without any obliga-
tion, also details of 
La Salle's convenient 
payment plan. 

Check , sign and 
mai l the c o u p o o 
NOW. 



00 LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
//vsvms yew wwwww 

I N S U R E S P A R E N T S , C H I L D R E N (Married or Unmarried) 
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS . . . Ages 1 to 75 
* Now, modern life insurance methods make It possible for all of your family, including 
in-laws, to be insured in one policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any cause. 

Instead of issuing five or six policies to include mother, father, sons and daughters, 
even grandparents, we now issue just one policy that insures them all . . . and at one low 
cost price of only $1.00 a month. . . . , „ _ . , 

COMPUTED ON IIGA1 RESERVE BASIS 
To guarantee payment on each death that occurs 
In your insured family, we have figured this policy 
out on the stria legal reserve basis, complying 
with State government requirements in every 
respect. This is your assurance of Cash When You 
Need It Most. Claims are paid at once . . . with-
out argument or delay. State records verify our 
fair and just settlements. 

Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family 
coverage, that's why we can offer safe, guaran-
teed life insurance on your whole family at one 
low pric« of only $1.00 a month. 

N O MEDICAL EXAMINATION 
T o e l iminate cost ly d o c t o r fees , etc., we have e l i m i -
nated M e d i c a l Examination. Al l p e o p l e f r o m age 1 t o 
7 5 , i o g o o d health may be inc luded in this n e w type 
Guarantee Reserve family p o l i c y . N o m e m b e r s h i p 
fees, n o examinat i on fees , n o policy fee . . . $ 1 . 0 0 a 
m o n t h pays f o r ooe p o l i c y that Insures all. 

FAMILY POLICY 
INSURES FROM 2 to 6 

MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY 

*1,42222 
$2,84422 
$4,26622 

fof Natural 
or Onfiaary 

for JUrto 
(UddrataJ Dtalk 

foe Trtvd 
Acddeataf Death 

Tk« f igures shown a b o v e represent Hi* 
Insurance p r o v i d e d b y t h e pol icy o n • 
typical a v e r a g e family o f five persons . 

GUARANTEE RESERVE UFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
DEPARTMENT 17L HAMMOND. INDIANA 

R U S H - M A I L AT ONCE-DON'T DELAY 
£ Guarantee Ketferbe u f e i n s u r a n c e co. i 
• OUARANTU RISSRVI UDO., Dept.' 17-L Hammond Inrf. J 

• Gentlemen: Without obligation, please send me «t once J 
• complete information on h o w to get your Family Lite J 

Policy for FREE inspccxioo. 

Nam* « „ • 

Addrta | • 
City Stat, J . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . I 



LISTEN YOUNG MEN-
INDUSTRY NEEDS YOUNG MEN BETWEEN 17 AND 35 WHO HAVE SPECIAL-
IZED TRAINING. They are needed now. They will be needed more than ever in 
the months ahead. Many fellows are going to grab the firit job they can get, whether 
it offers them a future won t make much difference. They don't realize a "mere job" today 
may be no j o b a year from now. THE THINKING FELLOW IS GOING TO PRE-
PARE, NOT ONLY FOR A GOOD JOB NOW, BUT ONE THAT WILL BRING 
HIM A FUTURE. IF YOU ARE ONE OF THESE FELLOWS I OFFER YOU AN— 

Amazingly Easy Way 
to get into ELECTRICITY 

finance l/ou/i T/iafounq 
Electricity is a fast growing field. Tens of thousands of fellows are making $35.00-$40.00-
$50.00 a week and more every week. But to qualify for one of these ioba you must be 
trained to hold it. Here at Coyne we will train you by the famous Coyne "Learn-by-
Doing" method—90 days shop training. You can get my training first—THEN PAY 
FOR IT IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS AFTER YOU GRADUATE UNDER 
MY "PAY AFTER GRADUATION" PLAN. 

Learn Without Hooks ™ 90days 
Lack of experience—age. or advanced 
education bars no one. I don't care 
If you don't know an armature 
from an air brake—I don't expect 
you tol It makes no difference! 
Don't let lack of money stop you. 
Most of the men at Coyne have 
no more money than you hare. 
That's why I have worked out 
my astonishing offers. 

Earn While 
Learning 

If you need part-Ume work to 
help pay your livingexpenses 
I'll help yon get H. Then. In 13 
brief weeks. In the great roar-
ing shop® of Coyne. 1 train you 
as you never dreamed you could 
be trained...on one of the great-
est outlays of electrical appa-
ratus ever assembled . . . real 
dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autoe, switchboards, transmit-
ting stations...everything from 
doorbells to farm power and 
lighUng . . . full-sized . . . in full 
operation every day I 

SKJffiSS. 
Our Employment Bureau for 
graduates give* FREE life-
time employment service. 

Armature Winder 
Sub-Station Operator 

Auto fc Artoqqn Ignition 
Maintenance Electrician 

Service Station Owner 
Air Condltionlnf 

Electric Refrigeratl 
Radio SerVlcing 

and many othera 

we train t o o for a good job. 

EMPLOYMENT 
HELP after 
Graduation 

To get a good Job today 
youS'e got to be trained. In-
dustry demands men who 
have specialised training. 
Theas man wfll be tha ones 
who are the big-pay rasa of 
tha future. Aftar g r a d u a -
t ion m y E m p l o y m e n t 
D e p a r t m e n t g i v e s you 
L i f e t i m e E m p l o y m e n t 
Service. J. O. Whltmeyer 
says: "After I graduated,the 
School Employment Service 
furnished me with a list of 
several positions... I secured 
a position with an Electrical 
C o n s t r u c t i o n C o m p a n y 
paying me 3 to 4 times more 
a week than I was getting 
before I entered Coyne and 
today I am stUl climbing 
to higher pay.'J 

Get the Facts 
Coyne Is your one great chance 
to get into electricity. Every 
obstacle Is removed. This 
school is 40 ysan old—Coyne 
gaining is tested and proven. 

K) ysarsold-
i tee ted and 

Too can get training first 
—then pay for it In a 
monthly payments alter. . 
graduate. You can find out 

you 
— out 

absolutely free. 
and 
free 

' 1 tlon 

everything aba 
Simply mau the ooupon and 
let me send you t i e 
Coyne book. . . facts . . 
salaries. . . opportunities. 
does not obligate you. So act 
at ooce. Just mail coupon. 

Thl« la our flrei 
modern home 
la installed thot 
dollara' worth of the 
neweat and moat mod. 
ern Electrical equip-
ment of all klnda. Every 

No B o o k s - N o Classes THE HOME OF COYNE 
N o dull b o o k s , no b a f f l i n g 
charts, no classes, you get In-
dividual training . . . all real 
actual work . . . building 
real batteries . . . wind-
ing real armatures, oper-
ating real motors, dyna-
mos and generators, wir-
ing h o u s e s , e t c . . e t c . 
That's a glimpee of how 

COYNE 
B O O S . P a u l i n a S t . 

I 81 • r 

J . O. m m , Prea. 
COYNE KLECTIMCAI. SCHOOL, D O T . 61-Mi 
aoe S. PauSoa StTMt. Cttcaco. Il l III 
Dear Mr. Lewia: 

I'm really in earueat. I do want to get ahead. 
Send me your Wg free catalog with full '* J 
about Coyne training id you* 
fellow, who baan't a lo money, to i 

c omfor t and conven- | 
lance haa been arranged I 
to make you happy and I 
contented daring your J 
training. > „ I Nornt 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL j 
H . C . L e w i s , P r e s . , D e p t . 8 1 - 8 4 j A U r t " 

F o u n d e d 1 8 9 9 C H I C A G O , I L L . I C U , stou. 



Learn this 
Profitable 
Profession 

In 90 Days at Home 
Hundredi of men tnd women ot all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
(10 00 ln a tingle day tiring scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatmenta. There la • big de«and from 
Hospitals. Sanitariums. Cluba, Doctors and private patients aa 
wall at opportunltlet for eitabllshlng your own office. 
Learn thla Interesting money-making profession ln your own home 
by mall through our bome itudy course. Same Instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded upon completion ot th« course. Court a can be 

completed ln 8 to i months. High School train-
ing li not Decenary. Many earn big money wblla 
learning. 

Anatomy Charts & Booklet F R E E 
Enron now and we win Include uniform coat, 

roller and 
turn * 

reducing eourae alone may be worth many tlmaa 
medical dictionary. 
Hydro-Therapy {istented reducing 

. lei without extra coat. The 

the modeit tuition feo. 
Send eoopon now for Anatomy Chart* and booklet 
containing photograph! aid letters from successful 
graduates. Tbew will all b* teat pottpald—FREE. 

THE Collage of 8wedlth Massage 
Dept. 883—30 E. Adams 8 t , Chic* 

I c q may aend me FREE and pottpald. Anatomy Charts. booklet con-
taining photographs and lettort from graduates, and complete details 
of your offer. 

Name -
Address 
City -Stats--

SONG POEM 
Jeet. for our plan and FREE Hhymlng Dictionary at one*. 
RICHARD BROS., 74 W o o d s Building, Ch i cago . Illlnoh 

W R I T E R S : 
Send ub your original poem. 
Mother, Home, Lore, Sacred. 
Patriotic, Comic or any gub-

FALSE 
ITEETH 
AS LOW AS $7.95 

m Dental plates are 
^•laboratory 

Per Plate, 
made In oar own 
from your personal Imprea-
ARANTEED or PURCHASE 

SFUNDED. We UJce this risk oo our 60-Day Trial Offer. 

Do Mot Send Amy Money £FssgS & 
DON'T POT IT OFF —Write US today! 
B r i g h t o n - T h o m a s Dental Laboratory 
DEPT. 852 6217 S. HALSTED STREET. C H I C A G O . ILL 

FAW WAY, 

%fJET BLA 
This remarkable CAKE discovery, 

TlfTO Jet Black Shampoo washes out 
flirt, loose dandruff, greeae, grime and 
eafcly gives hairs real smooth i n BLACK 
TWTthst fairly glows with tifs and lustre. 
Don't poi up with faded dull, beret, off color hair 
• minute longer TINTZ Jet Black Oake works 
gradual.. . each shampoo leaves yoor hair blacker, loveBer, softer, 
easier to manage. No dyed look. Won't bort permanents. Fall cake 
£Oc (3 for Jl). TINTZ comes in Jet Black; Hght, medium and dark 
tlpown. Utian, and Blonde. Order today I State shade wanted, 
i f rt|||% a i / \ M A M r V ,Qat oo«tm°n ulua boat-
O C R U I 1 U I f i u n c S age on our poaWvs asaur> 
loics of satisfaction in 7 dayaor your money back. IWe Pay Pcetaga 
U remittance coma with order.» Don't wait - Write today to 
TINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 702,207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICAOO 
tnnae/a* orricgi Dwv 702, ax c o m e t t r a u T , t o b o h t o 

Ask Your Newsdealer for the 
Gala First Issue of 

BEST 
CROSSWORD 

PUZZLES • 
F E A T U R I N G THE G R E A T E S T 

ARRAY OF CROSSWORD PUZZLES 

OF EVERY V A R I E T Y EVER PUT 

BETWEEN THE COVERS O F 

ONE MAGAZINE 
• 

A B IG QUARTER ' S W O R T H ! 

Count Your Blessings 
Are you using the 'blessings revealed in your 

solar horoscope, or are you allowing them to re-
main dormant? 

Astrology showB these as well as the planetary 
aspects and vibratory cycles for the attainment 
of wealth, fame, love, and happiness. 

For inspirational messages, consult the Cosmic 
Flashes each day of the month in 

E V E R Y D A Y A S T R O L O G Y 

Sold on Newsstands Everywhere — 10c a Copy 

Best Mystery Thrillers 

in 

THRILLING 
DETECTIVE 

Every Month 

10c A t Al l Stands 



*C4E»C*/ 

The World's Greatest Sleuth 
Tackles a Baffling Case of 

Mysterious Death 

EVERY 
MONTH 

THE BLACK 
GOLD KILLERS 

• 

A Full Book-Length Novel 
in the November Issue of 

THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE 

AT ALL 
STANDS 

Jhrills on Every £Page of 
^America's Javorite 
Comics ^Magazines! 

• 

THRILLING COMICS 

EXCITING COMICS 

STARTLING COMICS 
• 

Each 1 ( ) c A t Al l> S t a n d s 

THE FEDERALS IN ACTION 
IN 

G-men DETECTIUE 
NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS 

'l/unh. 
Our Graduates 

Run 

43% 'O 
of ALL the 

Identification Bureaus 
in America 

Send for complete list of over 7(50 Bureaus where our 
graduates have been placed In good posit ions as 

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS 
Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our 

graduates think of us I 
W e have s p a c e here to list o n l y a F E W o f these m o r e t h a n 

760 inst i tut ions , s o b e sure to s end f o r the compltte list I 
State of Colorado El Peso, Tax. v 
State of Iowa Schenectady. W. T . 
State of Utah Scrantoo. Pa, 
Stat* of Ohio Lincoln, Nab. 
Beaton, Mas*. MobUe, Ala. 
New Tort. N. T . Little faock, A l t . 
Pittsburgh. Pa. Pontlao. Mich. 
St. PauL Minn. Harana, Cuba 
Mexico C l » , Mai. Miami. Fla. 
Auguata, o a . 
Seattle. Waah. 
Omaha, Nab. 
Dee Motuee, Ia. 
Montreal. Can. 
Cadar Raplda. Iowa 
Elfin, 111. 
Syracuse N. T. 
Tampa. Fla. 
Loos Beach, Cat 
STLOUI*. Mo. 

State of Michigan 
State of W. ' ' 
State 
State 
State at Idaho 

lumttas, Ohio 
OaliMtoo. Tax. 
Houston, Tax. 
Wlndior. Ont. 
Pueblo. Coto. 
Salt Lake City. Utah 
Atlantic City, N. J. 
Sioux City. Iowa 
Bocbastar. N. T . 
d e r a t e d , fihlo 
Spokane, Wash. 
Fort Worth. Tax. 

La. of Washington Erje. Pa. Shreroport. La. 
of Ma*ia<£u*etts Oklahoma City. OUa. Waltham. Ma**, 
of Illinois Trenton. N. J. Berkeley, Calif. 

Detroit. Mich. 
. Calif. 

Patanoo. N. J. 

Want a Regular Monthly Salary? 
B e s S e r v i c e a n d M W U B M O O I I E x p a r t I 

_ the thrill of getting your man—with no personal danger— 
PLUS a regular monthly paid salary and the opportunity to «hsre 
to Beward*. Learn at bom*, in spare time, and at low coat, the 
unique secret* of tbU young, fascinating and fsst growing profession. 
We offer yon the same courie of training as ne gave the hun-
dred* of our gradual** who now hold apleodld position* In more 
than 750 limitations. Each of these bureaus baa anywhere from 
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduat** on regular uisries—and new 
openings develop from time to time. 

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN 
in This Young, Fast Growing Profession! 

Of the thousand* of town* in America, three-fourths are still 
without Identification bureaus. Many more are bound to cornel That 

FREE! 
already abown the hundred* who now hold good pay position*. 

The Confidential Reports Operator 
No. 38 Mado to III* Chief. 

Just rush coupon! Follow thi* Operator'* exciting hunt for * 
murderous f i og . A 1*0, get free, "The Blue Book of Crime," show-
ing the wonderful opportunities In the field of Finger Prints and 
Crime Detection. Take your flrat *t*p TODAY toward a *teady 
income and euccese. Mail coupon NOW I 

IN8TITUTE OF APPLIED 8CIENCE 
1020 Sunny eld* A vs., Dspt. 7868. 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyiide Aye.. Dept. 7868. Chicago. 
Gentlemen: With AO obligation, send me Confidential Report* 
of Operator N a 28, al*o lihutrated "Blu* Book of Crirao," 
complete list of orer T50 bureau* employing your graduates, 
together with your low prices and Easy Terms oner. (Literature 
will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.) 

Name 

Address 

" 1 
I 

Age. ; J 



[will ratoro it. 

maker. Mach ine Operator; 
DrauKhtaman Metal Worker, 
Mechanic or Student. Covers 
Shop Practloe In All Branches. 

i IUDT BEFCTEIICE 
Telia How to Operate and 8e» 
Dp Lathee, Screw and Milling 
M a c h i n e s . Shapers . Dri l l 
Presses and All Machine Toola. 

5HUCTICAI BOOKS IK0KF1 
60 FULLY U.OSTUTEO CHAPTERS 
Covering: 1—Modem Machine 
Shop Practice. 2—Blue Print 
Heading and How to Draw. 3— 
Calculations A Mathematics 
for Machinists. 4—Shop Phys-
ios. 5—How to Use Slide Rule. 

| M TMt Intonation for Yourself. 
» Coteoe Today, No Obligates 

tiniest Satisfied. ASK TO SEE IT. 
^ C O M P L E T t ; P A Y 0 N L Y $ 1 _ M 0 . 

, 4 » W O T 2*rd STDEfT, NtW YORK 
1 a TOOLMAKKRA I1ANDY BOOK. Pries W on 1 

U remit It In Idars aod II monthly until U U paid. 

PAL 

WO R K S O f f H O - V o H U g M 
S o c k e t . T h i s m a r v e l o u s $ | U O I 

D y n a m i c Power Welder does the M . J * ' I 
work of much higher priced types. It la RETAIL' 
easily portable. WELDS Cylinder Blocks, 
Bumpers,Fenders,Tanks, Farm Machinery, 
etc . wil l also solder and braae on the lightest I 
material. Works on iron, steel, tin, brmaa.cop- " 
pe r and all other metals. Men witboot previooa 
experience can make aa moch as St.00 oo a ore 
hour repair Job. In a year's time a Dyauala.Welder ' 
Cyou8 LESS THAN 6 CENTS A DAY 
Instructions Free—Open s welding shop now. AGENTS—Ifake big 
profits selling to garages, factories. Janitors and macntne shops Write 
today for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. DYNAMIC WELDER 
COMPANY. 2226-SA 8ILVERT0N ROAD. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 

Asthma Sufferers 
D o n ' t re ly on Hmobes, s p r a y s a n d I n j e c t i o n s If y o u 

su f f e r f r o m t e r r i b l e r e c u r r i n g , c h o k i n g , g a s p i n g , 
w h e e z i n g spe l l s o f A s t h m a . T h o u s a n d s o f s u f f e r e r s 
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FANGS OF DOOM 
A Gripping Complete Crime Mystery Novel 

By E. HOFFMANN PRICE 
Author of "Mummies to Order," "Dead Men's Gold," etc. 

C H A P T E R I 

The Mysterious Dr. Zeng 

DO C T O R Zeng Tse Lin looked 
as if he had nowhere to go, 
with all night to get there ; yet 

he was actually in a hurry, and most 
of San Francisco 's Chinatown seemed 
to know why. 

" D o c t o r Zeng 's looking f o r that 
man, Chow, again," s h o p keepers 
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whispered. " W h y doesn't he fire the 
one- legged f o o l ? " 

But no matter how many times his 
servant frittered away a f ternoon and 
evening sitting through a s e c o n d a n d 
third showing of a western s e r i a l at 
the New China Theater, Doc to r Z e n g 
always forgave Lai H u Chow. For 
the old reprobate was the one l iv ing 
link that connected Zeng with the 
mysteriously murdered p a r e n t s he 
hoped some day to avenge. 
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ere presented, the passwords of the SOCIETY OF THE WH ITE LOTUS, an or-

ganization which is also known as the TRIAD SOCIETY, the SOCIETY OF HEAVEN 
AND EARTH, and the H U N G SOCIETY. 

WARNING! 

A silken scarf cut off her protests . One man held her about the ankles, another held her 
wrists (Chap. I l l ) 

Zeng, scarcely breaking h i s long 
stride, managed to avoid co l l id ing 
with two slant-eyed girls w h o darted 
out of a traffic jam around the corner 
of the Chinatown telephone exchange. 

Their sleek hair was marce l l ed ; their 
gay chatter had not a trace of Chinese 
inflection. These young ladies were 
the most modern of modern . T h e y 
af fected a condescending c o n t e m p t , 
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for things Chinese, yet they paused 
for a long look at the tall young man 
who was so freakish as to wear a pork 
pie cap, quilted silk jacket, long gray 
tunic, and felt-soled shoes. 

"Doc tor Zeng's awfully handsome, 
even if he is old-fashioned," said the 
first. 

The other sighed. " I bet he'd look 
swell in a double-breasted pin stripe." 

The two telephone girls would have 
been amazed could they have known 
that lovely occidental Anne Carter 
was saying the same thing to her fa-
ther, Captain Brian Carter, recently 
retired from the San Francisco police 
force. It was because of Anne and 
her father that Doctor Zeng was hur-
rying out in search of his peg-legged 
servant. Guests for dinner, and no 
food — not even the servant! 

There were two movie houses in 
Chinatown, which gave Doctor Zeng's 
deductive powers a severe test. Chow 
had seen both the day before. Now, 
after having spent the early afternoon 
honing his favorite hatchet to a razor 
edge, he was gone. And Zeng was 
seeking him. 

AN old man w h o sold candied 
kumquats and li - chi nuts at a 

corner stand clasped b o t h hands, ® 
bowed, and spoke. " I hope you have 
eaten. Doctor Zeng." 

Zeng Tse Lin had no time for cere-
mony, but he made a courtly bow, 
and answered. "May your shadow in-
crease, Honorable Hong. I trust your 
pious and learned father is we l l ? " 

In spite o f being a ful l -blooded 
white American, Doctor Zeng Tse Lin 
— as he was known in Chinatown — 
was the most ceremonious person in 
the entire Chinese colony o f San 
Francisco's some thirty thousand in-
habitants. A t times, however, his pa-
tience was sadly tried. 

Finally the Honorable Hong said, 
" I f I am not mistaken, your servant 
is waiting for you at the New Shang-
hai Theater. He passed by early this 
afternoon with a basket of groceries, 
a bottle of ng ka pay, and a very fierce 
expression." 

Zeng hurried on, turning down the 
steep slope toward the theater. He 
smiled whimsically as he murmured 
to himself, "There are tigers in the 
western mountains and there are ti-
gers in the eastern mountains. W h e n 
Chow is in the Gobi, he steals too 
many horses. When he is in town, 
he steals too many hours f or the 
movies." 

Zeng just reached the theater in 
time to hear a hoarse voice roaring 
in Mongolian. Then he caught the 
squeal and chatter of the delighted 
Chinese crowd that was gathering. 
A basket erupted out of the tangle and 
a roast duck skated over the cobble-
stones, then sharks fins, and seaweed, 
and chunks of ginger root. 

T w o burly cops now ploughed into 
view. They had blue uniforms and 
red faces; and their hands were full . 
Four men would have been comfort -
ably busy giving Lai Hu Chow the 
bum's rush. The huge Mongol bel-
lowed and suddenly went limp, sag-
ging to the tiles. That threw the cops 
off balance, physically and mentally. 
They thought Chow had passed out. 
"Sure, and how do we carry this big 
o x ? " one grunted. "Clancy, do yez 
put in a riot cal l ! " 

The supposedly helpless Mongo l 
seemed to explode. His wooden leg 
booted the relaxing Clancy to the 
curbing. As he bounded upright, the 
other cop's truncheon cracked down. 
The blow was wasted on Chow's bul-
let head; it did not break his even 
rhythm. He tripped the cop, made an 
amazing leap to the middle of the 
street, and sprinted along the sl ippery 
cobblestones. 

Clancy recovered enough to draw 
his service .38. " H a l t ! " he yelled. 
"Stop or — " 

Then he lowered the weapon. The 
street was packed with cackling spec-
tators, and the Mongol maniac was 
ducking out of sight beyond a passing 
truck. "What is the trouble, Of f i cer?" 
Doctor Zeng asked. 

And then the other cop struggled 
erect, shouting, "Where ' s the murder-
ing devi l?" 
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The two angry policemen charged 
up the hill, blowing their whistles. 

" W h a t did the big man d o ? " Zeng 
asked a chestnut peddler. 

" H e was throwing knives and hat-
chets at the screen. W e thought this-
was fun until the police came to ar-
rest him. That was more amusing." 

A s far as Chinatown knew, Doctor 
Zeng was a wealthy merchant f rom 
Peiping. Few had entered the living 
quarters on the second floor of the 
building, and none but Captain Brian 
Carter and a handful of federal agents 
had ever seen the laboratory on the 
top floor. 

No doubt that Chow had been dis-
appointed when his first hurled wea-
pon failed to make the moving target 
s top ; but Zeng was not sure that this 
had been merely a test of skill at 
throwing knives a n d hatchets. He 
hurried back to Grant Avenue, toward 
the big art store whose gilded sign 
read, A L M O N D B L O S S O M H A L L 
O F F R A T E R N A L A S S O C I A T I O N . 

Doctor Zeng stepped down the al-
ley that separated t h e A L M O N D 
B L O S S O M H A L L from the adjoin-
ing W I L L O W G A R D E N O F M U -
T U A L P R O F I T . Darkness had 
scarcely hidden him when there was 
a soft hissing. A cloud of vapor sur-
rounded him. Then came a metallic 
rustling, and seemingly solid brick 
swung back on silent hinges. 

19 
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W h e n the vapors thinned, Doctor 
Zeng was in one of his secret eleva-
tors. If anyone had been spying no 
eye could have penetrated the opaque 
fumes or noted which bay of the wall 
had opened to admit him. 

«N the second floor, the elevator si-
lently stopped. The grilled door 

fo lded back so noiselessly that the 
blond girl who paced up and down the 
antique palace carpet did not realize 
the owner of the house had returned. 

Anne Carter's lovely face was tense 
as she twisted a handkerchief. 

Zeng stepped silently f rom behind 
the embroidered screen that masked 
the elevator. A s he crossed the per-
simmon red and tawny buff of the 
rug border, he spoke pleasantly. 

"Good evening, Anne. W i l l you ac-
cept my apologies without boring de-
tails? I am sorry." 

The girl started. "Oh, L in ! How 
on earth did you — " Then she ran 
toward him, and caught both his arms. 
" I ' m so sorry, but we can't dine with 
you, Lin. You 'd barely left here when 
the Pol ice Commissioner phoned. Dad 
had to leave right away." 

Zeng Tse Lin's bland face became 
grave. "The Commissioner asked your 
father to break a dinner engagement?" 
He edged her toward a bench of teak 
inlaid with ivory. "Sit down, please. 
I was hunting that worthless servant, 
Chow. What has happened?" 

" I t was hardly ten minutes ago," 
she said breathlessly. " I couldn't 
help overhearing because you'd left 
one of your amplifiers cut in. I got 
the message when Dad answered the 
ring in your smoking room. Prince 
Yuan has been horribly murdered. 
Some maniac — bit him to death — 
tore his throat o u t — with human 
teeth! The marks are unmistakable." 

"Prince Yuan of Mongol ia? The 
one staying at the Saint Francis?" 

"Yes, but it happened at Forest 
Baker's house. It is all so uncanny 
that the Commissioner wants Dad to 
handle it, with your help. And I 'm 
afraid of the whole thing, Lin. They 
were speaking o f looting Genghis 
Khan's grave in central Asia, just be-
fore this happened. It's as if some 
curse, some demon — oh, of course, 

it's silly, but I hate to think of Dad 
mixing u p i n such an outrageous 
thing! W h y can't they let him alone, 
after thirty years of service? W h y 
can't younger men — 

" N o younger man could equal your 
father, my dear," Zeng Tse Lin grave-
ly answered, his black eyes resting on 
her lovely face with an inscrutable ex-
pression. "He knows t h e Chinese 
colony, and this sounds like a Chinese 
crime, I am sorry to say. But perhaps 
I can help him." 

"That would be just as bad! I 
mean—you're a doctor, not a detec-
t ive ! " 

Zeng Tse Lin smiled faintly as he 
realized that she was concerned about 
his safety. In spite of her belief that 
he was Chinese and a person to be 
regarded as a scholar and not as a man. 

He turned to help Anne with her 
mink coat. The lustrous fur had 
scarcely settled about h e r shapely 
shoulders when Lai Hu Chow clump-
clump-clumped from the passageway 
that opened out of the smoking room. 
He was breathless, his pie-round face 
battered and his hands bleeding. 

"Honorable Master," he said woe-
fully, " two foreign devils beat me 
with clubs and guns. I lost the stuffed 
duck and the shark fins and the sea-
weed and the preserved oranges—" 

" A s I saw it, you beat and kicked 
the two foreign devils until they were 
half dead, and then ran before they 
could shoot you down," Doctor Zeng 
interrupted. " W h a t manner of thing 
is that, throwing knives and hatchets 
in a movie theater?" 

CH O W shifted his weight to his 
pegleg, grinding it well into the 

inlaid hardwood o f t h e floor. He 
grinned amiably now that he realized 
that Doctor Zeng knew the truth. 

"Every time I see the big bearded 
man shooting at the tall young man 
who rides the white horse, I do not 
like it. So this time, I threw knives 
at the ghost-pictures, each time I hit 
the dark bearded man's shadow, he 
wil l feel ghost knives in that same 
spot. The foreign devils tried to 
stop me, so I kicked them both in 
the stomach. How much will it cost 
to have a man beaten or jailed in my 
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place? Please take the amount out of 
my pay, Exalted Master." 

Anne, who conducted an English 
class in Chinatown, u n d e r s t o o d 
enough of Chow's dialect to fo l low. 
"Does he actually believe those movie 
stories are true?" she asked. 

"Yes , " said Dr. Zeng. " A n d he does 
not realize that he can't buy a sub-
stitute to serve his jail sentences." He 
turned to C h o w : " Y o u have already 
drawn eleven years' pay in advance to 
pay fines for brawling, for gambling 
debts, and for movie tickets. So for 
the next thirty days, you will not 
leave the house." 

"But the shopping, pious and 
learned D o c t o r ? " 

" I will do that with my own hands." 
Chow knelt and knocked his fore-

head on the floor. "That will disgrace 
m e ! " he groaned. " I will lose face. 
I will be a man of no account." 

Zeng considered for a moment. 
" W e l l , I'll let one of the clerks do the 
shopping. But you stay away from 
movies till further orders, or I'll not 
only do my own shopping, but I'll 
cook the stuff mysel f . " 

The human mountain was still 
kneeling in remorse when Anne and 
Zeng stepped to the screened doorway 
which led to the exit. 

" Y o u have the most unusual meth-
ods of discipline, Lin," the girl said. 

Doctor Zeng smiled. " T w o police-
men with clubs hardly made an im-
pression on him, you know. Possibly 
my way has its good points. But tell 
me more about Prince Yuan." 

"There 's nothing more I can add, 
except that a Russian woman's mixed 
up in it—Nadja Karakhov—and that 
every person in the house has a per-
fect alibi." 

"And , doubtless, perfect teeth!" 
The elevator made an air-cushioned 

stop at the ground floor, and Doctor 
Zeng helped Anne into the long, ver-
million sedan waiting there in the 
underground garage. As the hundred 
and sixty horsepower engine rumbled, 
then subsided to a sleepy whisper, he 
pressed the horn button. 

At the double-toned blast, the ga-
rage door opened, and Dr. Zeng drove 
the rakish attractive car up the grade 
and into the swirling mists. 

C H A P T E R II 

The Uighur Scroll 

FI F T E E N minutes later Doctor 
Zeng was in Forest Baker's som-

ber library where the body of Prince 
Yuan was sprawled in a leather up-
holstered chair. The dead man was as 
bulky as Chow, though years younger 
than Zeng's Mongol servant. H i s 
heavy throat was a gory cavern f rom 
whence blood had drenched his white 
shirt and the satin lapels of the din-
ner coat he had exchanged for the 
jacket and felt boots of his native 
country. 

His broad, flat face was brought into 
stark relief by the g low of the hearth 
fire. His big mouth sagged and his 
little eyes stared as if he still won-
dered what had come to tear out his 
throat. Captain Carter stepped f rom 
the group of plainclothes men, pho-
tographers and assistant coroners, 
who were eying Doctor Zeng curi-
ously. 

" L o o k at his hands," he said. " L o o k 
at that brandy snifter on the end table. 
If he'd made any move at all to de-
fend himself, something would have 
been disturbed." 

Captain C a r t e r ' s close-cropped 
moustache bristled and his ruddy face 
tightened into challenging angles as 
he gestured, his squarish hands turned 
palms up. He added, "This is a devil 
of a fix. It's impossible, and still it's 
up to us to explain i t ! " 

The baffled cops were not discuss-
ing business. One muttered to his 
neighbor, " W h e r e do they get all 
these big Chinks? If it weren't f o r 
his eyes and that dead pan, I wouldn't 
believe Doctor Zeng was one at a l l ! " 

Zeng's ears were far sharper than 
anyone realized. He turned blandly. 
"Lectures on anthropolgy are out of 
place here, gentlemen, but I might ex-
plain. Many of my countrymen are 
taller then I am, many of them have 
noses as prominent as yours or mine. 
China, like these United States, has 
been a melting pot. In the heart of 
Asia there are Mongol ian men with 
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He pointed to the Captain of In-
spectors. "Permit the personal touch, 
sir. Some have hair as red and eyes 
as gray as yours." 

The Inspector looked confused. 
"Then what the blazes is a China-
man?" he growled. 

"Inspector, what the blazes is an 
American? What is the standard size, 
color, facial expression, or weight?" 

Zeng's answers which implied that 
he was Chinese were deliberate. Bas-
ing them on fact and wide knowledge, 
long ago he had decided that Linwood 
Lawton, the son of Doctor and Mrs. 
Hartford Lawton, would become a 
Chinese scholar. 

A bit of simple plastic surgery had 
given his eyes just enough slant to 
give his face a Mongolian expression. 
His cheekbones, a shade on the promi-
nent side, helped the imposture, and 
the cunning use of a bleach proof dye 
he had invented while studying chem-
istry enabled him to put on the finish-
ing touch. 

The big query was, would he be 
equally convincing in China when he 
went far into the interior to hunt 
down the criminals who had murdered 
his father and mother? 

All this flashed again through his 
mind as he stood there calmly explain-
ing to the police that he was Chinese 
in spite of his size. Then he turned 
again to the corpse and eyed the sav-
age laceration of the carotid artery. 
Blood had spurted from it, and was 
now drying black on the cream-
colored hearth tiles and on Yuan's 
outthrust shoes. 

W ^ O C T O R Z E N G pointed at the in-
M W side pocket of the dinner jacket, 
indicating the agate knob which 
tipped the end of a hardwood rod 
about which was rolled a length of 
silk damask. 

" A s we agree that human teeth did 
managle Prince Yuan," he said, "let 
us consider this ancient manuscript 
in his pocket. Inspector, have you 
made your fingerprint routine? May I 
touch i t?" 

"Help yourself , Doctor . Say, what 
kind are you, an M.D. or a Ph.D.? " 

"Both. Also a Doctor of Science," 
was the amazing answer as Zeng 

plucked the roll of silk damask f r o m 
the dead man's pocket and unwound 
it. As he read, one eyebrow slowly 
rose in an ironic arch. "Th i s Uighur 
manuscript ha6 something to do with 
treasure, I understand?" 

"Yes, and a crazy yarn, t o o ! " Cap-
tain Carter supplied. "Genghis Khan's 
armor, his sword, the horse-tail stand-
ard he carried in battle—sacred re-
lics, you might say, plus a f ew wagon-
loads of treasure his officers buried 
with him. But it seems no one could 
read the manuscript." 

Anne came a little nearer. " I am 
sure Doctor Zeng can read i t ! " 

" I knew many of the Uighur peo-
ple of Turfan," Zeng said, evasively. 
Then, to Anne's father, "Captain Car-
ter, I would like to speak to Forest 
Baker, and to Nadja Karakhov. They 
told you about the treasure, did they 
not?" 

"They did. They 're upstairs in 
Baker's study." 

Carter led the way to the second 
floor. The coroner's assistants were 
impatient, but until further orders 
they had to wait for the corpse. Doc -
tor Zeng was making the most of his 
Chinese deliberation. Instead of fo l -
lowing Captain Carter at once, he 
joined Anne, and paused for a mo-
ment to inspect the rows of leather-
bound books, the tall bronze floor 
lamps, the jade bowls, and the l i fe-
sized porcelain Fu dogs. Half-hidden 
by gilt-encrusted draperies was an old 
camphor chest, ornately carved; but 
unlike most of its kind, it had no brass 
lock and lock plate, nor any metal 
binding. 

"Professor Baker seems to appre-
ciate Chinese art," Zeng murmured. 

Anne, impatient as the others, took 
his arm and demanded, " W h a t are you 
holding out, Lin? In spite of that hor-
rible sight, you've been smiling to 
yourself ." 

" I am sure no one noticed unseem-
ly mirth." 

" I d id ! What does that manuscript 
say? That started it." 

Zeng shook his head. "Better to 
hear first what they say about the 
manuscript. Kindly wait below." 

He gently disengaged his arm. 
Leaving her in the vestibule, he went 
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up the stairs, stately in his sleek 
silken tunic. Captain Carter, pacing 
and chewing his cigar, was waiting at 
the door of Baker's study. 

"They ' re a pair of polished liars, 
Zeng , " he whispered. "Better inter-
view them separately. W h i c h will you 
meet first?" 

" B y choice, the lovely Slavic lady. 
But you are unjust, assuming them to 
be pervaricators. Let me see them 
together." 

Carter barely suppressed a snort ; 
he was annoyed at this upset of a 
basic principle, that of separating wit-
nesses so that neither could influence 
the other. But Carter tapped, and a 
man with a scholarly voice invited 
them in. 

Zeng paused at the threshold, 
clasped his two hands, and bowed 
ceremoniously as Captain Carter pre-
sented him to Professor Baker and 
Nadja Karakhov. 

" H o w is your health?" he began. " I 
trust that your business prospers? 
And your parents, they are well, I 
h o p e ? " 

Captain Carter's impatience faded 
when he saw how that formal, old time 
Chinese litany was confusing the two 
witnesses, for they had not been pre-
pared for such an approach. But of 
the two, Nadja Karakhov was the first 
to meet Zeng on his own ground. 

" I hope that your parents are in 
good health," she countered in that 
soft , Slavic purr which made her Eng-
lish just a little hard to fo l low. 

l ^ ^ A D J A ' S black hair was drawn 
X ^ i severely back and gathered in a 
gleaming knot at the nape of her neck. 
Her gray green eyes had a faint slant, 
and like Zeng's , her cheek bones were 
prominent. She was a pale-skinned, 
lovely woman, with a face angular 
enough for strength, yet with features 
sufficiently softened to be whol ly 
feminine. She wore a black gown, 
snug fitting enough to accentuate her 
substantial Slavic frame, and for all 
the warmth of the room, she had a 
short silver f o x wrap about her. One 
hand held it snug, while the other 
gestured. 

" W e were sitting here, Professor 
Baker and I, when it happened," Nad-

ja answered, once the ceremonial 
touch was over. She indicated Baker, 
whose thin face was as expressionless 
as a totem pole, and not a great deal 
more amiable. "Pr ince Yuan had be-
come drunk and a little stupid, so we 
left him in the library." 

" T o swill more brandy! " Baker 
grimaced. " T h e man fairly drained 
the decanter after dinner. In spite 
of cocktails and wine." 

"That was old and fragrant brandy," 
Zeng said. " V e r y costly." 

Baker sat up, pulled his dinner 
jacket into shape. "It 's not that! 
W e ' d met to discuss business, and he 
became swinishly drunk! " 

Zeng sighed. "Mongo ls love hard 
drink. A racial failing, I might say. 
It is sad, very sad, that you humored 
him. But where did Prince Yuan fit 
into this? I was wondering about that 
Uighur scroll in his pocket." 

"That 's a long story. One of Yuan's 
ancestors was in the burial party of 
Genghis Khan. On their return, they 
were to have been ambushed and mas-
sacred by the dead Khan's highest o f -
ficers, so that the site of the grave 
would remain hidden forever. But 
Prince Yuan's ancestor had fortunate 
suspicions, so he slipped from the 
cavalcade, and thus was the only sur-
vivor. He wrote an account of all this, 
and of his escape. And, a few months 
ago, Prince Yuan came from Mongolia 
with the long hidden document." 

" W h y did he bring it to y o u ? " in-
quired Zeng keenly. 

"Because of my experience in Cen-
tral Asiatic archeological expedi-
tions," Baker answered. " A n d be-
cause he can't read Uighur. Also , I 
was going to finance the expedit ion." 

" Y o u never saw the manuscript 
until tonight?" 

"No . Yuan trusted no one. He 
could not translate it himself. Like 
many of his kind, he can barely read 
his own dialect, much less Uighur. 
Only tradition and nothing else gave 
him an idea of its actual significance." 

Zeng turned to Nadja. " A n d you, 
Miss Karakhov? Are you a partner?" 

SH E shook her sleek head and 
sighed. 

"No . I knew Prince Yuan in M o n -



24 THRILLING MYSTERY 

golia. He helped my father years ago 
when he fled f r om the Bolsheviki . So 
when I heard he was in San Francis-
co, I went to pay m y respects, and he 
invited me to come with him tonight ." 

Th i s cleared up a f e w details that 
A n n e had not got when her father had 
been phoned at Doc to r Zeng ' s quar-
ters. Everything seemed logical , and 
the two survivors of the trio were each 
other's alibi. T h e servant who had 
served the dinner had left perhaps an 
hour be fore the murder. 

" W e were smoking and drinking a 
f e w B-and-Bs , " Nadja said, po int ing 
to the cigarette butts in the tray— 
her own, paper-tipped and rouge-
s m u d g e d ; Baker's, cork-t ipped, half-
smoked, and ground out. 

"Pr ince Yuan became surly, and re-
fused to surrender the manuscript for 
discussion, and you had to leave him 
there?" Zeng summed up. 

"Yes . Later, when I went down to 
persuade him into a happier m o o d — " 
Baker gestured. " I f ound him, as you 
saw. It was some moments before I 
could compose mysel f enough to sum-
mon the po l i ce . " 

Z e n g n o d d e d sympathetical ly. 
" E v e n shocked as you were, you knew 
that human teeth had bitten him to 
death?" 

" E h ? " Baker started. "Damn it, 
could any wi ld animal have entered 
the house? Every door was c losed." 

" I suggested that human teeth had 
bitten Prince Yuan," Nadja inter-
posed. " W e Slavs are superstitious, 
perhaps, but there was a strong magic 
about Genghis Khan, and his grave 
would be protected by a curse. I 
didn't like this venture, though it was 
no affair of mine." 

Doc tor Z e n g rose, and included 
Captain Carter in his announcement. 

" I do not see how any Asiat ic wiz -
ard's spell should strike, f o r there is 
nothing in that scrol l which concerns 
Genghis Khan. It is a co l lec t ion of 
drinking songs, written by a Uighur 
poet and dedicated to an Emperor 
who lived a thousand years be fore 
Genghis Khan was b o r n ! N o w let us 
have the truth." 

There was a moment of silence, then 
a choking sound. Baker bounded to 
the door. 

"You ' re c r a z y ! " he shouted, and ran, 
cursing furiously , toward the stair-
way. 

C H A P T E R I I I 

The White Lotus 

DO C T O R Z E N G fo l l owed Cap-
tain Carter as he raced down the 

stairs. 
Baker was shouting in a cracked 

voice . 
" I t ' s that damned Rayne ! He's be-

hind all th is ! " 
Once in the library, Baker seized 

the manuscript. " T h e same agate 
knobs, carved in a lion head." He ad-
justed his glasses. " G o o d L o r d ! 
You ' re quite right. Someone did palm 
this substitute. Yuan would never 
have known the dif ference." 

"Someone? You mentioned a Mr. 
Rayne . " 

Baker flung the scroll into the 
hearth corner. " A tricky scoundrel ! 
A scholar, but a disgrace to his pro-
fession. He was guilty of some hoax 
in exploration, and resigned f r o m the 
university faculty some years ago. 
But he's always had Genghis Khan's 
tomb on the brain." 

" A n d now you think he committed 
this murder," Doctor Zeng asked, 
"and substituted a Uighur manuscript 
in an attempt to conceal that robbery 
was the m o t i v e ? " 

Baker shrugged. " I don't know 
what to say, except that many think 
the poor chap is a little mad." 

" I think we should get Miss Karak-
hov's ideas," Carter suggested. 

"Please do , " Zeng answered. " N o w , 
Mr. Baker, where does Mr. Rayne 
l i v e ? " 

" I 'm sure I wouldn ' t know. W e ' v e 
never been any too cordial, mainly be-
cause our field work at one time con-
flicted. Since his resignation, he's 
called on me twice regarding Genghis 
Khan's grave, and suggested that we 
bury our di f ferences and pool our re-
sources ." 

T h e coroner 's assistants carried 
Prince Yuan's body to the waiting am-
bulance. The Uighur 6croll was in-
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eluded among the exhibits, and Doc -
tor Zeng was requested to appear at 
the inquest to testify, officially, as to 
the nature of the document. This 
routine was interrupted by the hasty 
return of Captain Carter. 

"Harris," he said to the inspector, 
" I can't find that Karakhov woman! 
Did she by any chance come down the 
backstairs?" 

Nadja Karakhov had left the house; 
that soon became clear. Baker's out-
burst had given her the opportunity 
to get away unnoticed. 

"But w h y ? " Carter demanded. "She 
wasn't under suspicion. Inspector, 
have men watch her apartment." 

"Please do not disturb her," Zeng 
requested. "Let me handle this. Her 
address is on your records, and she 
would not be-si l ly enough to try to 
leave town." 

"Then what in hell was the idea?" 
the inspector growled. 

"That," Doctor Zeng answered, "re-
mains to be seen." 

He bowed to each member of the 
group, and then went to where Anne 
had withdrawn to an alcove in the far 
angle of the somber room. " I am 
sorry that I shall not be able to drive 
you home." 

"Lin , " she said anxiously, "you 
mustn't try to handle this yourself. 
That Mongol giant was caught off 
guard by some horrible maniac, some-
one he knew, but whose madness he 
did not have any reason to suspect." 

"You mean Baker, or Miss Karak-
hov?" 

"Oh, I don't know! But do be care-
ful." 

Doctor Zeng's vermillion sedan 
swooped out of Saint Francis W o o d , 
and up over Twin Peaks. For a mo-
ment, San Francisco was spread out 
beneath him, long avenues of neon 
that winked through low-lying mists. 
The Bay Bridge reached across the 
water, its vast spans outlined in so-
dium lights. 

He tooled the powerful car over the 
hump, and down the roller-coaster 
grades which led to the long curve of 
the Embarcadero. Presently, he was 
in a confusion of blind streets. 

HE parked and snapped off his 
lights. There was a moment's 

pause, and when he emerged he was 
no longer in his conspicuous gray 
robes. Instead, he wore a black tunic 
which he had taken from the car's 
glove compartment. Darting up the 
flight of steps that made the narrow 
street passable for pedestrians, he 
moved with weasel swiftness to the 
heart of the Telegraph Hill district. 

Old frame houses clung to the steep 
hillsides. Music came from a cafe, 
and there was shrill laughter from 
one of the many studios of San Fran-
cisco's Latin Quarter where squalor 
and gaiety and luxury were strangely 
jumbled. Finding an address in this 
section at night would have taken the 
average person hours, and for all 
Zeng's knowledge of every part of the 
city, he lost valuable moments.-

Finally he was at a narrow door 
which seemed to open into the base-
ment level of a cluster of rickety 
buildings. He fingered the latch, and 
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stepped into a narrow passageway. 
A f t e r thirty feet of darkness he 
emerged in a small courtyard. In the 
g loom he could just distinguish stair-
ways which led to balconies overhang-
ing the rubbish-littered back area. 
Above him, unless he had entirely 
miscalculated, was Nadja's back door. 

In the darkness, he oriented him-
self. Then he stealthily crept up the 
swaying stairs which were guarded by 
a slender railing of gaspipe. 

A s he ascended, he noted the odors 
of stale cookery, of sour wine and 
spaghetti. Then he caught the faint 
smell of joss sticks; someone who had 
not long since left a Chinese temple 
was lurking in this crazy tangle of 
balconies. 

At the end of the flimsily railed 
back porch Zeng heard a hinge creak, 
a vague stirring, and then a woman's 
startled outcry. 

" W h a t do you want?" she de-
manded in Russian. 

There was no answer, and no repe-
tition of the question—only a choking 
sound, the scrape of a chair, a muffled 
gasp. A man exclaimed in Chinese, 
" W a t c h o u t ! " 

Glass shattered. A Man cursed. 
There was a moan, and a thump that 
shook the rickety floor. 

Al l this happened during the mo-
ment it took Doctor Zeng to bound to 
the end of the porch and a screen door 
there outlined by a light within. His 
felt-soled shoes made no sound, and 
he was across the threshold before the 
four men could turn from their cap-
tive. 

They were dressed in dark suits, 
their faces masked. T w o of them still 
struggled with Nadja, who for all that 
solid thump on the floor, had not quit 
fighting. A silken scarf had cut off 
her protests, and its fo lds were now 
looped about her throat, choking her. 
One had her about the ankles, and an-
other held her wrists. 

"Hurry, tie her ! " the leader com-
manded. 

The room was well furnished, 
which was not surprising in that un-
predictable quarter. Much of the 
light came from a heap of letters 
which blazed on the hearth. 

The leader turned as Zeng bounded 

into the room and whipped out a 
straight-bladed knife. The gesture 
and the flight of steel were little 
slower than the drawing and firing o f 
a pistol, but Zeng had not barged 
blindly into an encounter. He had 
landed poised on both feet, quick eye 
and quick muscle funct ioning at once. 
He twisted, and the knife barely 
grazed his black tunic. Scarcely 
checking his advance, he snatched a 
decanter f rom an end table, and hurled 
it. 

TH E heavy missile spattered to 
fragments against the Chinaman's 

jaw, knocking him flat. T o o certain 
of impaling the new arrival, the kni fe 
thrower had been caught prettily. 
But the others, having Nadja throt-
tled into semi-consciousness, were 
now on their feet, and drawing blades. 

Zeng sidestepped, caught the wrist 
of the man nearest him, and twisted. 
The fe l low dropped his knife, yel l ing 
with pain from the savage wrench 
that crippled his wrist. Then Zeng 
made another dizzying shift, using his 
disabled opponent as a shield against 
the other two. 

They hesitated, then they separated 
to attack him from both sides at once. 
That was what Zeng's maneuver had 
intended to accomplish. Once again, 
he was a move ahead. He catapulted 
his captive crosswise, knocking the 
two off balance. Work ing together, 
they could easily have overpowered 
Doctor Zeng, but they failed because 
he had anticipated their reactions to 
each feint he made. 

The knife hurler staggered up, 
brushing the blood and glass f rom his 
forehead, and closed in. Zeng faced 
the charge, and learned that the leader 
was more dangerous empty-handed 
than when armed. The fe l low had a 
deadly collection of wrestling tricks, 
and for all Zeng 's advantage in height 
and weight, he had his hands full . 

For a moment they grappled, vainly 
shift ing f rom one hold to the next, 
each testing the other's endurance to 
the limit, each trying to disable the 
other. Neither could gain, and the 
three who had been knocked into a 
corner during Zeng 's first victorious 
rush were gradually recovering f rom 
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the shock o f crashing against furni -
ture and walls. 

Nadja was recover ing enough to 
c law the silk scarf f r o m her throat 
and mouth. Z e n g heard her hal f -muf -
fled outcry . Breathless himself , he 
panted, "Grab that k n i f e ! " 

H e spoke in Russian, hoping that 
Nadja wou ld gain an instant f o r sel f -
defense. H e needed on ly a split-sec-
ond 's advantage to settle his wiry 
enemy as the man was weakening 
f r o m savage punishment. 

T h e n Z e n g and his adversary both 
lost. T h e y lurched over the threshold 
and against the f ragi le railing o f the 
balcony. T h e p ip ing tore f r o m its 
anchorage. Still grappl ing, the two 
crashed to the s loping roo f of a l ow 
shed. 

Above , Nadja screamed. A pistol 
fired, furniture scraped and thumped, 
and a door slammed. Z e n g and his 
opponent rol led down to the paving. 
T h e shock stunned Zeng , but it was 
worse f o r the tough little wrestler. 
He shuddered, twitched, and lay still, 
his head lo l l ing at a grotesque angle. 
His neck was b roken ; and all Zeng ' s 
e f forts to take a prisoner f o r ques-
t ioning had been wasted. 

There was not much chance that 
anyone wou ld call the pol ice . In this 
quarter people minded their own 
business. Recover ing f r o m the shock, 
Z e n g went up the stairs as fast as he 
could. Nad ja came running f r o m the 
front . She had a six-mil l imeter auto-
matic, which she lowered as she recog -
nized him. 

" W h e r e are t h e y ? " Z e n g demanded. 
" I did better than p ick up the 

kni fe , " she said, "and they ran. 
Please sit down, D o c t o r Z e n g . " 

T h e letters in the hearth had not 
only been consumed, but the charred 
paper had been stirred up beyond re-
construction. Then he noted one en-
velope, crumpled and browned, which 
must have been b lown f r o m the blaze 
by a draught. Z e n g picked it up. 

"Pardon me, " he asked, "but were 
all those letters f r o m Hubert R a y n e ? " 

" S o you did come to spy on m e ? " 
"Hubert Rayne , " Z e n g blandly went 

on, " i s Forest Baker's rival. H e seems 
to have been carrying on a confiden-
tial correspondence with you , yet y o u 

continue to e n j o y Mr . Baker's confi-
dence. In v i e w o f tonight 's peculiar 
murder, explanations are in order, 
Miss Karaknov." 

" I n d e e d ! " M o c k e r y and definance 
were mingled . "Please cont inue." 

Z e n g pointed gravely to an over-
turned chair. "See that square of red 
silk, those brass co ins—and that one 
blossom of white l o tus? " 

" M y visitors probably dropped 
those things while y o u were knock ing 
their heads together . " 

" T h a t is m y impression," agreed Dr. 
Zeng dryly . " T h o s e visitors were 
members of the W h i t e Lotus , the 
Society of Heaven and Earth. The i r 
presence tonight tells me that you do 
not have too long to l ive." 

" W h a t do you mean?" T h e Russian 
woman was badly startled. 

" I will explain this to you , if you 
are kind enough to make some things 
clear to me. Such as this fr iendliness 
with one Hubert Rayne—and your 
haste to destroy evidence of it." 

C H A P T E R I V 

The Opium Smoker 

IN grappling with Nadja 's assail-
ants, Doc to r Zeng had unexpect -

edly won an advantage more useful 
than anything he could have gained 
f rom the mere questioning of a pris-
oner. He settled down to making the 
most of it. 

T h i s square of silk is a certificate 
of membership in the W h i t e Lotus 
Soc iety , " he said. " Y o u read Chi-
nese? " 

She nodded, and he went on, indi-
cating characters with his fingertips. 

"Over throw Ts ing and restore 
Ming . A n d the Four Exce l l ent Ones, 
Han Phang, Han Fook , Chang T ien , 
and Chang K w o k , Guardians of the 
Gates." 

" I don't know w h y they came after 
me." Nad ja was deeply troubled. 

" T o me it is quite clear," D o c t o r 
Z e n g said. " T h e W h i t e L o t u s or -
dered the death of Pr ince Yuan. N e x t 
they sought you . Undoubted ly there 
wi l l be others." 
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She leaned forward to lay a trem-
bling hand on his sleeve. "You know? 
Is that why you came to my apart-
ment?" 

" Y o u have not told me about your-
self and Hubert Rayne, the man For-
est Baker accused of stealing the 
Uighur manuscript," Dr. Zeng coun-
tered. 

"Had someone really palmed off a 
substitute on Prince Yuan? Or were 
you just bluffing?" the woman pur-
sued. "You Chinese are wily." 

"Baker read it after I calmed him 
down," Zeng answered. " H o w did 
you leave, and w h y ? " 

"Baker's hysterical outburst dis-
tracted the police," Nadja answered. 
" I t was easy for me to leave. I fo l -
lowed a sudden impulse." 

Zeng shrugged meaningly. " A n im-
pulse, but a rational one. When Baker 
accused Hubert Rayne, you left be-
cause you wanted to destroy every 
trace of correspondence between you 
and Baker's rival." 

She eyed him for a moment, then 
slowly nodded.' "Yes ," she admitted. 

Zeng rose, fo lded his arms, and 
sighed. "And now the Society of the 
Whi te Lotus seems to suspect you of 
having the missing manuscript. Do 
you? Is that why you left so hur-
r ied ly?" 

Nadja's face was a pale mask. "I 
was shaken by that horrible killing. I 
couldn't stay in that house any 
longer." 

" I can advise the police to search 
your rooms," Zeng said. "The scroll 
is evidence pertaining to the murder 
of Prince Yuan." 

" I can't stop you, and I'm grateful 
to you for having saved me from those 
four ruffians." She gestured. " Y o u 
want to use the phone?" 

"There is no such hurry, Miss Ka-
rakhov. Please sit down and tell me 
about you and Hubert Rayne." He 
handed her the half-burned envelope. 
"And you may have this surviving bit 
of evidence." 

"You're very puzzling," she re-
flected, taking the scrap. " Y o u could 
hand this to Forest Baker and con-
vince him that I have been tricking 
him, secretly working with his rival." 

"True, but it does not serve my pur-

pose. N o w tell me about Hubert 
Rayne." 

She seated herself and spoke 
frankly. " I met him in Turfan a f ew 
years ago. I was half-starved, the 
daughter of another Russian refugee. 
He was and had for years been look-
ing for the sacred relics of Genghis 
Khan. He was kind to my father and 
me. In return we gave him bits of 
gossip we had picked up in our wan-
derings among the Mongo l and Man-
chu tribes. Later, I met Prince Yuan. 
And just recently, in San Francisco, 
I learned that he had come to the 
United States. Hubert Rayne told 
me, asking me to find out what Baker 
and the prince were planning." 

"So you really were spying on them, 
to help Rayne?" 

" D o you still want the police to 
search my place?" 

HE did not answer. Instead, he 
stepped to the telephone, and 

dialed headquarters. W h e n Captain 
Carter was on the wire, Zeng said: 

"Miss Karakhov was attacked in her 
apartment by four Chinese thugs. 
May I suggest that plainclothes men 
be detailed to guard her? . . . Of 
course, as a material witness, and, in-
cidentally, to prevent another murder. 
. . . No, I can not explain the details 
over the telephone, but please believe 
me, this is not a false alarm." 

He then said to Nadja, " W i t h that 
small but efficient pistol, I think 
you'll be safe enough until they ar-
rive. I shall leave by the back door. 
Good night, Miss Karakhov." 

Once in the court, he played a foun-
tain-pen flashlight about the corner in 
which he and his opponent had 
landed. The man with the broken 
neck was not there. 

Zeng smiled, and nodded as if sat-
isfied. 

"His comrades came to look, and 
they found him." 

Back at his car, Zeng pressed a but-
ton at the left of the starter, and there 
was a faint humming under the cowl. 
He had cut in an ultra-short-wave 
radio set. 

"Lai Hu Chow! Lai Hu C h o w ! " 
he said to the concealed microphone. 

T w o receivers would respond to 
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that wave-length. One was concealed 
in the apartment above the Almond 
Blossom Hal l ; the other was in 
Chow's wooden leg. In a moment the 
big Mongol was answering: "Yes, 
Honorable Master?" 

"Drive to Berkeley, and watch the 
house of Hubert Rayne," Zeng or-
dered, giving the address. He added, 
"Just watch. Do not take any action 
unless it is necessary to prevent a 
killing. If Rayne is in, and should 
leave, f o l l ow him." 

Zeng cut the switch and then drove 
back to Forest Baker's house in Saint 
Francis W o o d . N o w that the police 
had finished their routine it was time 
for an unofficial look. 

Thus far, Zeng had no reason for 
having Rayne watched, except on the 
chance that Nadja might try to get in 
touch with her friend. He reasoned 
that she would consider herself much 
more secure f rom further attack if she 
left the place which the White Lotus 
had searched; and Rayne's place 
would be a logical refuge. Also, she 
would want to tell Rayne what had 
happened. 

Zeng parked his car and covered the 
last block on foot . His earlier con-
centration on the possibility that 
Nadja had switched scrolls on Prince 
Yuan was not blinding him to the 
chance that Baker might have exe-
cuted such a sleight-of-hand perform-
ance himself. Zeng wanted to see 
what he was doing, now that the po-
lice had left the house. 

The building stood well back from 
the street, surrounded and half-hid-
den by oaks. During the investiga-
tion Zeng had noted the layout. He 
had now his knowledge to serve him, 
as did the ivy whose luxuriant growth 
half-hid the bricks of the English 
manor. But before he began his 
ascent to the second floor, he paused 
to consider the peculiar g low that 
came from the window of the study. 

TH E light, dimmed, strengthened 
again; then there was a moment of 

absolute darkness. 
"Someone is searching the place, 

using a flashlight," reflected Zeng. 
He kicked off his shoes, and tested 

the ivy whose hundreds of tentacles 

had won a hold in the crevices of the 
masonry. Slowly, carefully, he drew 
himself up, taking every advantage of 
joints in the masonry, getting toe-
holds that relieved the ivy of part of 
his weight. Like a vast black bat, 
he clung for moments at a time, rest-
ing f rom the strain of combining 
strength with delicacy of touch. His 
ascent was rapid, nevertheless, and 
presently he grasped a sill and found 
solid support. 

The window was unlocked. Zeng 
had attended to that earlier. From the 
first, he had decided upon this unoffi-
cial search, for the death of Prince 
Yuan had been too uncanny to be en-
tirely convincing. 

The window rose silently. Zeng 
slipped through and passed into the 
dark hall. W h e n he reached the door 
of the study he saw the purpose of the 
dim light and the cause of its waver-
ing. 

A man in a dark suit squatted in the 
far corner. He had moved a screen 
to one side, exposing a wall safe. N o w 
he was spinning the dial, and trying 
the lever that opened the door. He 
shifted his light, referred to a scrap of 
paper and renewed his twirling of the 
dial, cursing under his breath as he 
began again. 

Doctor Zeng waited patiently. 
Bit by bit, he got a complete picture 

of the intruder f rom each shift of the 
light that cast a reflection f rom the 
burnished metal of the safe. The 
man was tall, thin and wiry, with a 
lean, sallow face. He wore woolen 
socks over his shoes, and on his hands 
he had white cloth gloves. But most 
interesting of all was the perceptible 
reek of opium. He had recently been 
hitting the pipe. 

The man sighed and relaxed. T h e 
tumblers slid soft ly , and the door 
opened. W i t h trembling hands, he 
searched the pigeonholes. He pock-
eted various folded papers, but some-
thing apparently was missing. 

"Damn i t ! " he muttered, " W h e r e — " 
"Maybe I can help you," Zeng sug-

gested soft ly . 
The man whirled, dropping his 

light. Zeng closed in, and made a 
chopping blow with the edge of his 
hand. The man pitched forward, 
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stunned by the impact against the base 
o f his skull. 

D o c t o r Zeng caught the uncon-
scous intruder, lowered him gently to 
the carpeted floor. Then he squatted 
beside him and methodical ly took the 
plunder f r om his pockets . 

T h e papers were c losely penned 
notes on Mongol ia , some apparently 
quotations f rom ancient recards, M o n -
gol and Uighur and Turki , and all of 
them referring to the burial place of 
Genghis Khan. But the most inter-
esting thing was the man's identity, 
which Doc tor Zeng learned f rom the 
contents of the sallow man's wallet. 
He was Hubert Rayne, Nadja Kar-
akhov's f r iend and her accompl ice . 

T h e house was still silent, f o r there 
had not been enough scuffle to awaken 
Forest Baker. Z e n g c losed the door 
of the study, p icked up the memoran-
dum which had guided Rayne in open-
ing the safe, and squatted beside his 
hal f -conscious captive. 

C H A P T E R V 

The Second Victim 

f f ^ ^ P I U M addict . . . scholar . . . 
apprentice safe cracker," D o c -

tor Z e n g said to himself , as he studied 
the memorandum Hubert Rayne had 
been using. " A h ! A woman's hand-
wri t ing . " 

He saw w h y Rayne had been fum-
bling. There were several sets of fig-
ures, each varying a l i t t le : "Five 
right to fifty; four left to thirty-
eight; three right to twenty-seven ; 
two left to zero." Some of the varia-
tions were in the number of turns, 
others were in the digits at which the 
dial spin was to stop. Th i s suggested 
that the memorandum had been made 
by a person who had watched Baker 
opening his safe and had put down the 
best possible guesses, as dec ided f r o m 
some distance behind him. 

Rayne stirred, muttered, opened his 
eyes. Zeng saw f r o m the contracted 
pupils that this was indeed an op ium 
addict. W h e n Rayne tried to strike 
out with his fist, Z e n g spoke a gentle 
warning. 

" B e quiet, please. Y o u wil l awaken 
Baker, and that would embarrass us 
both." He smiled reassuringly, and 
gave the man a hand up. " L i k e your-
self , I am an amateur house breaker." 

Th i s approach bewildered the still 
g r o g g y Rayne. " W h a t is this about?" 
he muttered. " W h o are y o u ? " 

" D o c t o r Zeng Tse Lin, a person of 
insatiable curiosity. You , if I am not 
mistaken, are Hubert Rayne, Fe l l ow 
of the Royal Geographic Society , and 
one time authority on Central Asiat ic 
history and archeo logy . " 

" O n e t i m e ! " Rayne echoed, vo ice 
low and bitter. H e cast an apprehen-
sive glance toward the hall. " T h i s is 
no place to talk." 

Zeng smiled. " T h e n you would 
leave, and I would wait f o r the po-
l ice . " 

" E h ? W a i t f or them?" Rayne's face 
twitched. " W h a t do you mean?" 

" I f you wish to know, permit me to 
call them." Zeng gestured toward the 
extension on the study desk. " T h e y 
will explain, readily ." 

Rayne recoi led. "You ' r e a Chinese 
detect ive," he accused. 

"Res t at ease. Baker's bedroom is 
some distance f rom this study, so we 
are quite safe. Answer a f e w ques-
tions, and I shall not detain you . " 

Rayne pointed at the safe. " W h o 
are you, what does all this mean? If 
you 're with the police, you can't let 
me go . See here, are you after the 
same thing I am?" 

" T h e Uighur scroll that reveals the 
burial place of Genghis Khan?" 

Rayne 's face changed. His lips 
drew back in a snarl that exposed his 
strong, white teeth. Then his mouth 
clamped shut. Zeng intently eyed 
him, and made gestures, a three-fold 
move with both hands. 

H e extended his right, with forearm 
bent, thumb and two fingers straight, 
and the last two curled back against 
his palm; his le f t hand, fingers simi-
larly placed, he put against his heart. 
Rayne 's mouth sagged. He sat there, 
incredulous and puzzled. 

Then Zeng ' s hands, still in the same 
posit ion, made a change ; foref inger 
and thumb shaped a circle , and the 
other three pointed out straight. 
Rayne, still too confused to speak, 
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half rose f rom his chair. Zeng's fin-
gers again shifted, middle three bent 
back against his palm, with two out-
stretched to shape horns, or the points 
of a crescent moon. 

" Y o u should not be amazed at my 
making the Threefo ld Sign of Heaven 
and Earth. I need not ask if you 
know the answer. Your recognition 
of this mystic gesture of the White 
Lotus Society tells me that you did 
not waste your time in Asia." 

Rayne mopped his forehead. " D o c -
tor Zeng, I've never betrayed any se-
crets. What do you want?" 

" I want information. Tel l me about 
Nadja Karakhov, Forest Baker, and 
why a man of your caliber loots a safe. 
I promise not to hinder you when you 
leave. It is well that you do not have 
the Uighur scroll, and it will be bet-
ter if you make it very clear to every-
one—" he paused at that emphasized 
word— "that you do not have it. Now 
relax and speak." 

RA Y N E believed, and was reas-
sured. His face twisted a little 

and he blinked. The succession of 
shocks had come close to cracking his 
poise. 

"Baker gradually wheedled me into 
letting him study my notes," he began. 
"The papers I just took from his 
safe." He reached to his pocket. 
"Those papers you have are mine." 

"The handwriting told me that. I 
am sorry, but I must keep them." 

Rayne went on in an apprehensive 
whisper. "Once he had my notes 
locked up, he would not finance my 
expedition. There were plausible de-
lays, m3nth after month. But as long 
as he himself did not fit out an expe-
dition, I was not alarmed. Finally 
Nadja arrived f rom China and warned 
me. 

"Then Prince Yuan came from 
Mongolia and met Baker, i began to 
realize that I had been played for a 
f o o l ! W h a t e v e r Prince Yuan's 
Uighur script may contain, my years 
of study are still valuable, for if the 
script gave the full secret, so that any 
scholar could readily use it, why has 
it not been used during all these cen-
turies?" 

Zeng considered during Rayne's 

pause. "There are many answers to 
that. But this much is clear. Nadja 
Karakhov helped you in your attempt 
to keep Baker from excluding you 
from the agreement he was making 
with Prince Yuan." 

"Leave her out of this !" 
" V e r y well, but I still believe that 

she got you the combination to this 
safe. Prince Yuan was murdered here 
some hours ago. Do you understand 
now why I am here?" 

"Yuan murdered?" Rayne snapped 
to his feet. " M y G o d ! " 

This ended Zeng's control of the 
opium addict, and he was unprepared 
for the crazy outburst. Rayne yelled 
wildly, swept up an ash tray, the tray 
filled with Nadja's paper tipped ciga-
rette butts, and flung it as he whirled. 
Though the ashes blinded Zeng, and a 
rug skidded under his feet, he caught 
Rayne by the ankle. Rayne toppled. 
The leather upholstered couch broke 
his fall, and his frenzied kick smacked 
Zeng's jaw. 

A metal wastepaper basket clattered 
against the desk. Rayne lunged head-
long through the window. Glass and 
sash scattered, the pieces tinkling to 
the ground. He landed with blind 
luck in a clump of bamboo. Recover-
ing with scarcely a break in his stride, 
he raced around the corner of the 
house. 

Zeng smiled ruefully. "Four men 
caused me very little trouble," he said, 
dusting his hands, "and now one 
scholar makes a fool of me." 

Rayne, if his panic flight took him 
home, would fall under Chow's cat-
like vigilance. "Unless," Zeng said to 
himself wryly, "there is a western 
movie in the neighborhood! " 

The house should by now be in an 
uproar. But there was no sound to 
break the unnatural silence. 

Zeng snapped on a hall light, and 
called, "Baker ! " He went to the head 
of the stairs, and repeated the hail. 
He was still considering the possibil-
ity that Baker, poise cracking at last, 
had taken too many drinks of brandy, 
and was sleeping off his stupor. A f te r 
his rigid composure during the police 
investigation, there might be a reac-
tion. A nervous man would want 
liquor and plenty of it. 
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So Zeng knocked at the bedroom 
door. There was no answer. 

HE tried the door. It opened. He 
snapped on a light. Then he 

saw why Baker did not answer. He 
was sprawled in an upholstered chair, 
clad in a lounge robe that was soggy 
with the blood which had come from 
his torn throat. 

Blood splashed the counterpane. It 
drenched the book which Baker had 
been reading. His posture and the 
stains indicated that there had not 
even been any dying struggle. 
Whether drugged or slugged, Forest 
Baker, in all probability, had never 
realized that a monster was about to 
tear his throat. 

There was a fine trail of drops on 
the cream-colored Chinese carpet. 
Zeng regarded these, noting their con-
tinuation on the hardwood floor. 

One had been spread out, as by a 
shoe sole, the slayer apparently hav-
ing stepped into the gore dripping 
from himself. 

Zeng fo l lowed the trail to the bath-
room adjoining the master's suite. 
There he found a sodden towel on the 
floor. There were stains in the bath-
tub. 

But there were no footprints on 
the tiles, and the gleam of the chro-
mium taps convinced him that finger-
prints would be lacking. 

There was no longer any doubt that 
a monster in human form had bitten 
Baker to death. 

Zeng w o n d e r e d where Hubert 
Rayne had been when the fangs of 
doom killed Prince Yuan. 

As he went back to the study, he 
said to himself, "Both Rayne and 
Nadja Karakhov have exceptionally 
good and strong teeth." 

He sat down and dialed Captain 
Carter's residence. 

"Consider this anonymous for the 
time being," he told the police official. 
" I t is very late, and I am not a relay 
of men, as you police are. Forest 
Baker died precisely as Prince Yuan 
did. I depend on you to release this 
in a way to keep me from being need-
lessly detained tonight, for I have 
much to do." 

He hung up, not mentioning Rayne. 

C H A P T E R V I 

Ultimatum 

DO C T O R Zeng, in spite of plead-
ing fatigue, was far f rom the end 

of his endurance, but he wished to 
meditate on what had happened. He 
sat in his reception room, his tall 
frame overshadowed by the carved 
dragons of the big teak chair. Con-
cealed vapor tubes cast an eerie light 
unlike the g low of any hour of the 
day. 

" T h e present is the summation of 
the past, and an introduction to the 
future," he reasoned. " T h e more we 
consider time, and deal in alibis, the 
more we are deceived by precon-
ceived opinions as to the time-linkage 
of events." 

So he sat t h e r e, considering 
motives; for motivations do not vary 
with the hour. 

" T h e unknown, this drinker of 
blood, killed Yuan and yet left no 
trace in a house that was searched. 
Baker, amazed or feigning amaze-
ment, was frantic when I told him that 
Prince Yuan's scroll did not deal with 
Genghis Khan's grave. 

"Nadja left, and the Whi te Lotus 
overtook her. Fear of further investi-
gation seems to have made her destroy 
letters f rom Rayne. No one knows 
where Rayne was before I caught him 
rifling Baker's safe." 

He considered each statement. He 
had to find the motive. For, in his 
own mind, a madman is sane. 

"Person crazed by brooding about 
real or fancied wrong kills Prince 
Yuan and Forest Baker. Or, Nadja, 
Rayne's aly, commits this slaying. Or, 
the Whi te Lotus is moving against all 
those who seek the grave of Genghis 
Khan." 

Then he pondered on the ancient 
terror of Genghis Khan's name; on 
the uncanny power which had welded 
the Mongols into a people who had 
conquered more of the earth's surface 
than any other had, before or since. 
Mongols had gone to seed, yet they 
were still the same hardy nomads, the 
same blood. The lack of the power 
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kept them from setting all Asia aflame 
once more. 

" T h e source of power may be buried 
in the grave of Genghis Khan. Find 
that symbol, that magnetic talisman, 
and Mongol ia will produce another 
conqueror." 

But thus far, he did not see clearly 
whether these murders were to pre-
vent the rise of a new Genghis Khan, 
or whether they were a madman's 
vengeance. 

Zeng let his mind wander. He 
trusted the subconscious, which has 
more wisdom than any man's studied 
effort. He relaxed, making way for 
that mysterious inflowing of wisdom, 
opening the road that Occidental edu-
cation would have blocked had he not 
in his childhood spent so many years 
in Central Asia. 

Half-reclining in that spacious 
chair of twining dragons and red silk 
damask, Zeng slept for a while. Then, 
refreshed as though he had stretched 
out on his bed, he stepped into a 
sound-proofed compartment which a 
dummy screen concealed. This was 
his short-wave radio room. Soon the 
tubes glowed and the transformers 
hummed. 

"Lai Hu Chow! Lai Hu C h o w ! " he 
said. 

There was no vocal answer, only a 
curious click - clack - clock. Chow's 
bawling Mongol voice could not be 
subdued, and this was his way of say-
ing, " I am listening for orders, but I 
cannot speak." 

Zeng said, "Come home and report." 
Once more the clacking sound, then 

silence. Chow had cut the battery 
power of the tiny set in his wooden 
leg. 

HA L F an hour later, Chow came 
up from the garage. 

" A tall, good- looking Russian girl 
came to that man's house and entered 
with a key," he reported. "She acted 
as though she owned the place. He 
was not there. She waited, smoking 
many cigarettes. F i n a l l y s h e 
stretched out on the lounge and slept, 
leaving the lights on." 

Zeng waiting for his servant, had 
with his own hands prepared break-
fast. He uncovered bowls of rice, and 

steaming tea into which butter and 
barley meal had been stirred. 

"Eat, C h o w ; it has been a cold 
watch," he said, and picked up long 
jade chopsticks. 

The big Mongol grinned and noisily 
drank the tea prepared as the men of 
the steppes drink it, salty and greasy 
and thick. Between gulps, he spoke. 

"Later a man came in, a thin man 
who smelled of opium. He looked 
wild, his face was cut. W h e n the 
woman asked what had happened, he 
said, 'Damn-damn, I do not find.' Then 
he pulled the shades. I smelled opium 

and when the woman tried to make 
him stop, he said once more, 'Damn-
damn,' and then a door closed hard." 

" W h a t manner of house is it, and 
where ?" 

"Big , but old and badly kept, far 
out of Berkeley, with many weeds in 
the yard. He is poor, so he smokes 
yen shi." 

Zeng sighed. It was melancholy, 
considering the case of a brilliant man 
who had been reduced to smoking 
pipe scrapings. 

"Go, Chow, and rest while I study 
these things. Tonight you watch 
again." 

It was past noon when Anne Carter 
and her father rang for admittance. 

"Did you find things as I sa id?" 
Zeng asked the grizzled captain. 

Carter grimaced. " A l l too much s o ! " 
"Lin, I've been worried about you, 

and now this second awful murder ! " 
Anne cried anxiously. "That stealthy 
lurker must know about you. You ' l l 
be next ! W h y on earth did you risk 
slipping back into that house?" 

" F o r purposes of observation." 
Then to Carter, " W h a t did the pol ice 
laboratory find?" 

"That human teeth bit Prince Yuan. 
That the same teeth settled Forest 
Baker. It's incredible, but a maniac 
has killed two men." 

Anne shuddered. " A n d wil l kill 
others." 
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Zeng spread the red silk certificate, 
the wilted lotus blossom, and the 
three brass cash on the table. "Per -
haps I f orgot to mention that the 
White Lotus Society is involved. I 
walked in on several ruffians who were 
attacking Nadja Karakhov, and in the 
scuffle, one of them must have 
dropped these." 

" T h e White Lotus? Weren ' t they 
outlawed in Singapore?" Carter rose, 
paced up and down the room. " N o w 
they crop out in San Francisco! I 
thought we had tongs and criminal 
organizations whipped, tamed down." 

Carter had spent years working for 
peace between the tongs, but even his 
broad acquaintance with t h i n g s 
Chinese did not include more than a 
scanty account of the mysterious 
White Lotus and its b loody deeds in 
Singapore. Zeng gestured reassur-
ingly. 

" I t is not as bad as you think. The 
tongs in themselves were honorable 
enough, organized for mutual protec-
tion and benevolence. Unscrupulous 
members dealt in drugs and gambling 
concessions, and hired highbinders to 
fight rivals in true gangster fashion." 

" I know, I k n o w ! " The captain was 
a little impatient. 

Zeng smoothly continued. " T h e 
W h i t e Lotus was originally a splendid 
fraternal and patriotic organization, 
much like some of your American 
lodges. But, unhappily, scoundrels 
used it for criminal purposes, just as 
was the case with the warring tongs 
you finally quieted. Without doubt 
many chapters of the White Lotus are 
honorable, useful." 

" W h e r e is the local chapter?" 
Carter demanded. "I 've not heard that 
one exists." 

" A raid would be inadvisable," 
Zeng cautioned. " Y o u do not wish to 
indict a lodge, you wish to convict an 
assassin." 

CA R T E R ' S ruddy face darkened. 

"Zeng , " he snapped, "this is 
the first time I've felt that you're ob-
structing just ice ! I cannot allow you 
to cover the White Lotus. Damn it, 
man, much as I hate it, I shall have to 
—to force your hand." 

Zeng knew that the hot-headed 

captain was threating to expose his, 
Zeng 's real identity. Anne rose and 
stood there, tense, wide-eyed. 

" L i n ! D a d ! " she said, " I can't 
understand this." 

For a moment, Zeng was tempted to 
say, "Force my hand, Captain, and let 
me abandon my pose. I 'd like Anne 
to know I 'm a white man." Then he 
remembered his mission, and knew 
that even to win Anne as more than a 
friend, he could not quit his duty. 

" T o force my hand would do much 
harm," he said soberly. "Give me 
twenty-four hours in which to arrest 
the guilty person, and the madman 
who serves him." 

Carter's flare of wrath was fading. 
"Granted, Zeng." 

" D o not have me trailed. That 
would be a death sentence, and you 
would gain nothing," warned Zeng. 

That solemn voice troubled Captain 
Carter. He picked up his hat and 
said, gruffly, "Let 's go, Anne. If 
you're going to continue streaking 
around to watch police work, you'll 
have to quit that language class!" 

Later, Zeng called Chow. "From 
now on watch W a n g Lu's place on 
Pagoda Lane. I think that he is the 
Grand Master of the White Lotus." 

"Can do," Chow said, testing out his 
English. 

At first glance, it seemd absurd to 
suppose that the burly Mongol , handi-
capped with a wooden leg, would be 
anything but useless in a quest in-
volving stealth, but Zeng knew his 
man. 

Chow grinned, took a hatchet f rom 
under his tunic, and tested the edge. 

"Boss-man plenty clazy, gettee 
kill," he said. " M y finish Whi te Lotus 
fella plopa, every damn all." 

" I don't intend to get killed, and no 
matter what happens I don't want you 
to try to cut down every man in the 
White Lotus Society. You will only 
get into a great deal of trouble." 

Chow left, honing the hatchet on 
the palm of his hand. 

"Premature vengeance by a loyal 
servant would embarrass everyone," 
Zeng reflected. "Haste is indicated." 

Then Zeng prepared for a further 
inspection of the late Forest Baker's 
home. 
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C H A P T E R V I I 

Murderer's Chest 

IT did not take Zeng long to coax 
Captain Carter into a m o r e 

amiable frame of mind, although 
Carter still grumbled as they stepped 
into Baker's library. 

" I can't understand why it didn't 
occur to you in the first place to look 
for secret closets or cubby holes," he 
growled. 

Zeng ignored the query. He set 
about patiently tapping the paneled 
walls, checking every dimension of 
the room and comparing it against the 
outside measurements of the house. 
Outside, men were busy looking for 
footprints that might have escaped 
notice when the first lot of moulage 
had been made. Thus far, they were 
getting nowhere. 

The house was as prosaic as it was 
large. There were linen closets in 
which a man could have hidden. 
There were bins and cabinets in the 
basement. But there was no disturbed 
dust to indicate any such taking of 
cover. 

"Note the dust on that Camphor 
chest," Zeng finally said. 

" W e fingerprinted that," the captain 
answered. " W h a t of i t ? " 

"Everything else has a fine film, 
which is customary when servants 
care for a bachelor's house. The chest 
has a heavier coat. This is not reason-
able, unless a long-stored chest was 
carried in after the last house clean-
ing." 

That was what started it. They 
made a rapid check on the insurance. 
Every item in the library which was 
of value comparable to that antique 
chest was on an inventory, and there 
were fire and burglary policies. But 
the dust-coated chest was not listed. 

" W h y omit i t ? " Zeng demanded. 
"Because it is a recent, acquisition. 
Please get in touch with the servants 
while I examine it." 

There was neither hinge nor lock 
nor any visible joint where the lid 
fitted on the chest. It was not at 
once apparent where the cover began, 

and the metal binding was equally am-
biguous. A n d here was where Zeng's 
knowledge of things Chinese served 
him well. 

"Puzzle box , " he said to the plain-
clothes men who had come in after 
completing their second search of the 
grounds. " N o two alike, yet all fo l -
low the same principles." 

He began tapping, prodding the 
carved figures, twisting with seeming 
aimlessness. 

"Get a saw! " someone suggested. 
That brought a laugh, but Zeng 

blandly countered, " N o t necessary, 
gentlemen. L o o k ! " 

" H u h ? " another exclaimed. "I ' l l be 
damned, if he ain't gone and done i t ! " 

A panel swung. Zeng plucked at a 
length of hardwood uncovered by the 
first motion. He drew up on the 
tongue of wood and then lifted an in-
ner lid. 

"Chinese puzzle, gentlemen, literal-
ly that." He pointed into the small 
space in the center. No wonder the 
chest was heavy, considering the thick 
walls needed to contain its ingenious 
wooden mechanism. "This can also 
be opened f rom the inside." 

"The hell you say ! " 
"Recent ly altered." He indicated 

chisel and saw marks, showing how 
the original l inkwork had been modi-
fied. " F o r this assassination. I am 
sure the person who bit Prince Yuan 
to death was carried here in this 
chest." 

The cops howled that down. "Now, 
looka here. Doctor Zeng, even a con-
tortionist couldn't double up into that 
little space!" 

The interior was little over three 
feet long and perhaps a bit less than 
thirty inches wide. But Zeng had an 
answer. 

" A dwarf, let us say. Very short, 
but powerful enough to bite a man to 
death. See there air holes, recently 
drilled? Enough to prevent suffoca-
tion." 

" I guess he could hear, too, when 
the coast was clear?" said a detective 
dubiously. 

" A dwarf could have enough clear-
ance," Zeng went on, quite unper-
turbed, " to l i ft the lid a little, peeping 
and listening. One move of the inside 
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lever will l ift or lock as he desired." 
As he spoke, he knelt beside the 

puzzle chest. He played his flashlight 
into every corner. "See the coarse 
black hairs, doubtless rubbed from his 
head. Note the smell of opium, of 
joss sticks. See these stains? Pos-
sibly blood. So, I shall now look for 
a Mongolian dwarf." 

CA P T A I N C A R T E R stepped into 
the room just in time to hear 

Zeng's concluding words. 
"What ' s that, Zeng? A dwarf?" 

Carter echoed. 
"Yes. Presently I shall explain. 

But what of the chest, Captain? Any 
history?" 

" A truck brought it here, the handy-
man says. Forest Baker did not know 
a thing about it, had made no such 
purchase, and didn't know what to do 
with it. But he rather liked it, and 
decided to keep it until the owner 
traced it. That was yesterday after-
noon, and Yuan was killed that night." 

When Captain Carter heard Zeng 
elaborate on his original terse state-
ments, he began to admit the justice 
of the deductions. 

"That undersized m o n s t e r was 
probably there in t;he chest, waiting 
for us to clear out so he could escape," 
he grumbled. 

" I would rather say," Zeng cor-
rected, "waiting for his chance at 
Forest Baker. He may even have 
managed to put through a telephone 
call between the time of the first 
murder, and the time Baker came 
down to try to wheedle the drunken 
prince into a better humor." 

"You mean, this damn-blasted dwarf 
took Yuan's Uighur manuscript, and 
substituted a phony, to throw us off 
the trail? Not counting, of course, 
on your noticing the switch?" 

Zeng frowned for a moment. 
"Theorizing makes for confusion. By 
the way, Captain, will you start my 
twenty-four hours from now, instead 
of from the time of our discussion?" 

Carter laughed shortly. "Zeng, I 
still don't know what to make of you. 
You know very well I could hardly 
refuse you, and still I ought to clamp 
down!" 

Zeng bowed. "Thank you for the 

extension. I shall report later." 
Zeng's approach to Hubert Rayne's 

house was open and casual. He ex-
pected Rayne and Nadja to be in the 
weatherbeaten, two-story house in the 
Berkeley foothills, simply because 
such a course would be more logical 
than flight. 

Nadja had every reason to fear the 
White Lotus, and Rayne had been ter-
rified at the thought that Zeng might 
be an emissary of that sinister society. 
And since by now Nadja would have 
told her ally that Zeng had defended 
her against the White Lotus, they 
would logically conclude that he was 
an independent adventurer, taking a 
hand in the quest for Genghis Khan's 
relics. 

"For all Rayne's comparing notes 
with Nadja, he could hardly imagine 
that anyone connected with the police 
would let an intruder go free," Zeng 
shrewdly concluded. "So his problem 
is evading the White Lotus, rather 
than avoiding the police. And his 
own house is as good as any place." 

He walked through the weed-grown 
garden and i n t o the deepening 
shadows of the oaks which half-hid 
the long-neglected house. 

"This is where a splendid mind is 
buried in poverty, despair, anger, and 
the fumes of opium. This is a tomb, 
for nothing lives but the man's body." 

AN D then he pressed the push but-
ton, wondering if he might not 

have to use his lock picks. 
His pulse quickened as he heard the 

click-clack of a woman's heels. Nadja 
Karakhov, breathless as though she 
had raced downstairs, came to the 
door. There were dark rings about 
her splendid eyes, and her face was 
drawn, weary. 

She still wore the black dinner 
gown. 

" I didn't stop to pack a bag, last 
night," she explained by way of greet-
ing. 

" In an hour," Zeng said gravely, 
"your gown will be quite appropriate. 
Could we not set the clock forward 
and put you at ease?" 

She laughed, somewhat nervously. 
"You came to see m e ? " 

"You and Mister Rayne." 
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Nadja closed the door after Zeng. 
" I ' m sorry, but you can't see him for 
a while. He's . . . asleep. He sat up 
with a pistol, watching, all night." 

Zeng 's nostrils flared. " A h . . . 
asleep, of course." 

"Oh , all r ight—opium. I thought 
I 'd aired the place out. Poor devil, I 
might as well admit, I 've watched for 
h i m ! " 

She led Zeng into a dusty living-
room which, twenty years ago, had 
been quite fashionable. Zeng seated 
himself on the lounge, and spoke. 

"Let us cease fencing and begin be-
ing abrupt. I have just twenty-four 
hours to arrest the assassin who killed 
Prince Yuan and then murdered 
Forest Baker."" 

The name of the last victim shocked 
Nadja, Zeng was sure that her amaze-
ment and fear were not feigned. He 
went on. 

" D o you see how the fangs of doom 
bite deep? Already two of those seek-
ing the grave of Genghis Khan have 
died terribly. It is not accident that 
you are still alive. It is design, but 
patterns change s w i f t l y ! " 

She raised her hands, hiding her 
tense face for a moment. "Baker— 
bitten—like Yuan? Oh, my G o d ! " 

"Th i s was shortly before Baker's 
safe was looted, by a person who had 
a memorandum of the combination, 
written—in your hand!". He was 
bluff ing now. 

" Y o u can't prove that," she said, 
half-heartedly. 

Zeng ignored the challenge. "Te l l 
me the truth as you know it, and per-
haps I can save you. W h o and what 
are y o u ? " 

" I told you." She became stubborn. 
" I told you all." 

" H o w resolutely they bare their 
throats to the fangs of d o o m ! It is 
very clear that you and Baker lied to 
conceal each other's moves. Yuan was 
drunk, the autopsy proved that to be 
true. Baker without doubt did go 
down and discover the corpse. But 
some time in the evening, you went 
down to persuade Yuan. Y o u went 
first. You exchanged manuscripts, be-
fore the assassin bit." 

"You ' re guess ing! " she flared. 
" W h a t of your swif t flight at the 

first chance, your wearing your coat, 
so needless in that heated house? Y o u 
were ready for flight with the true 
Uighur scroll ." 

" W h y didn't you search m e ? " 
"Because I didn't want to act on 

suspicion and warn you by a false 
move. I kept the police off your trail, 
and went myself to watch you. And 
the White Lotus was there before I 
arrived!" 

"They were, but what of that?" 
"Simple. The slayer was hiding in 

a chest in the library, watching for his 
chance to catch one member of the 
gathering alone. You came down, 
deftly exchanged manuscripts, and 
the slayer saw. Though a mad little 
monster, he need not be without in-
telligence. Suppose he telephoned, 
reporting not only his first slaying, 
but also your bit of j u g g l i n g ? " 

Nadja was on her feet, s lowly back-
ing away from the smiling Doctor 
Zeng. He hammered on relentlessly. 

" I f this was not the case, then it 
was coincidence that the W h i t e Lotus 
arrived f rom Pagoda Lane in just a 
little less time than it took me to f o l -
low you from Saint Francis W o o d . 
Coincidence has its limit. The Whi te 
Lotus and I both came to your apart-
ment for the same reason, and we both 
failed. You burned letters, as a blind, 
and used my intervention to get the 
Uighur scroll out of your possession. 
Where is i t ? " 

SH E shrugged helplessly. 

"You 're right, Doctor Zeng. 
Someone at the house must have set 
those Chinese on my trail. The scroll? 
I dropped it out the window while 
you were grappling, falling. Then I 
retrieved it, the moment you left, and 
dropped it in a mail box, and came to 
tell Hubert Rayne. Now you want to 
search the house and get the scroll. 
You're assuming it's Prince Yuan's? 
Wel l , you're wrong ! W e paid— 
Professor Baker paid—" 

" I do not care who paid w h o m ! The 
White Lotus is determined to keep 
expeditions f rom uncovering t h e 
sacred relics. Do you think you can 
outwit them?" 

" I 'm afraid I can't. Maybe it is 
well that Hubert is—er—sleeping. I 'm 
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sick of all this, Doctor Zeng. I 'll get 
you the scroll. You can give it to the 
White Lotus, and let peace be de-
clared." 

This was better than he had ex-
pected. Possession of the scroll would 
enable him to enter the secret council 
of the White Lotus, and without the 
mortal risk of posing as a member. So 
he fo l lowed Nadja into the adjoining 
room. 

She fumbled in a table drawer and 
found a key and a flashlight. "He 
locked it in that closet," she said, 
gesturing. 

The panels w e r e s o l i d , old-
fashioned; a room with such high ceil-
ing would have high doors, and these 
would have to be massive, far more so 
than necessary in rooms of modern 
style. The door was hung on three 
hinges instead of two. No doubt that 
Rayne's most precious things were be-
hind it, for a hasp and solid padlock 
secured it. 

She used the key. "It 's never been 
wired," Nadja explained. "Take this 
flashlight, and there's a low step-
ladder." 

One end of the large closet was 
pigeonholed, and scrolls filled it as 
player piano rolls in a cabinet. 

" T h e top row," Nadja directed. 
Zeng played the flashlight, and saw 

the jade and agate and coral knobs of 
the rods on which the rolls of paper 
and damask were wound. He entered 
the large closet. 

Then the door sjammed. As he 
whirled, bounding back, the padlock 
snapped. 

" I could not anticipate your being 
a f o o l ! " he said. "You are exposing 
yourself to certain death!" 

" I 'm sorry to do this, but I have my 
business, and my risks, just as you 
have," Nadja answered. 

Zeng had counted on the growing 
menace to force Nadja to good faith; 
he had not anticipated what he now 
sensed was a fanatic resolution. Lock 
picks would do him no good here. And 
unless he broke out, and quickly, he 
would be completely discredited with 
Captain Carter. That would be bad, 
even though Anne still believed in 
him. 

And if he did escape in time, there 

was no Uighur scroll to pave his way 
into the secret circle of assassins. He 
would have to go as a member, a 
special envoy just arrived from China. 
The peril of such an attempt made 
him shudder for a moment. 

Then he began to consider a line of 
attack. 

C H A P T E R V I I I 

Shrine of the White Lotus 

DO C T O R Zeng escaped sooner 
than he expected. Had it not 

been for a pen-knife whose blades in-
cluded one with saw teeth of an alloy 
steel, it would have taken him hours 
longer. This blade, little heavier than 
a j ig saw, won him his start. Skillful 
use of his strength enabled him to 
complete the jail break. 

Zeng snapped on the lights and 
started on a swift tour of the deserted 
house. He wanted a clue to Rayne's 
destination, and Nadja's. And then, 
upstairs, he found his man. 

Rayne was hanging from the bridg-
ing of the groined ceiling. He dangled 
at the end of a new manila rope. His 
eyes stared sightlessly, his mouth 
gaped. Near him lay an overturned 
chair, the varnished seat marred by 
scratches, indicating that he had 
kicked it aside. 

"Hubert Rayne, destination un-
known," Dr. Zeng muttered. 

In the fireplace there was a heap of 
charred paper broken to black bits. 
On the work table, Zeng noted dust-
less spaces, exposed by the removal of 
papers and books. A few unburned 
bits of paper showed traces of Uighur 
script, with marginal notes in English. 
Near the alcove lounge was an opium-
smoking layout. 

" W h a t poppy dream made him 
destroy his notes, and hang h imsel f ? " 
Doctor Zeng asked, and then stepped 
closer to the dangling corpes. He 
frowned as he eyed the rope, and his 
expression changed again as he ob-
served the distance between Rayne's 
feet and the floor. 

Doctor Zeng was no longer con-
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vinced that this was suicide. 
He drove into town and called 

Captain Carter. "Another man—Hu-
bert Rayne—is dead. Be pleased to get 
in touch with the Berkeley police, for 
I am not not i fy ing them. Whi le this 
is in their jurisdiction, it is really 
your case." 

"Wai t , I'll be right over," Carter 
said. 

" I cannot wait," Zeng answered. "I 
am calling on the Society of the 
Whi te Lotus. Meanwhile, I suggest 
an all-car alarm to pick up Nadja 
Karakhov." 

" W a i t a second! " Carter exclaimed. 
But the line was dead. Doctor Zeng 

strolled from the drugstore. He took 
the wheel of his sedan and headed 
for San Francisco. 

Carter, meanwhile, was blasting it 
over the Bay Bridge, Harris, Captain 
of Inspectors, with him. They wanted 
first look, and that was what they got. 
Without siren or red spotlights they 
approached the desolate house whose 
lights Zeng had left burning. 

Carter said to the inspector, "Damn 
Zeng's hide, why would he have to run 
out? " 

" I think Zeng knows what he is do-
ing," the inspector answered. 

" O f course he knows ! " Carter 
panted a little, racing up the stairs. 
"But the White Lotus will murder 
him first and investigate later!" 

" W h y didn't you have the China-
town Squad cover the place? You 
might have given me all the angles, 
Captain." 

"Oh, hell ! He convinced me that 
that would put him in more danger." 

The inspector laughed g r i m l y . 
"You 're not s t a y i n g convinced, 
Carter." 

" O f course I 'm not. If Zeng were 
my own son, I'd not be more worried." 

" A swell Chink, all right." The 
inspector headed dowr>. the hall. 
'Wel l , here's the corpse." 

CA R T E R had brought neither 
moulage specialists nor pho-

tographers with him. But he did have 
a kit and a camera of his own. Some 
minutes later he had made a cast of 
the dead man's teeth. 

"For all of Zeng 's theories, I still 

think this is our madman," he ex-
plained to the inspector. " A hophead 
with a grudge. And now, in a lucid 
moment, the poor devil hangs him-
self." 

The inspector scrutinized the wax 
matrix, and looked at the dead man's 
teeth. He whirled about. "You ' re 
right, Captain. Look at those incis-
ors! Those canines—their peculiar 
shape. It's in the bag — Hubert 
Rayne's teeth and nobody else's bit 
Prince Yuan and Forest Baker to 
death! And now Zeng is risking his 
life for nothing at al l ! " 

Carter groaned. " A n d I hounded 
him to it! I hurried him, or he'd have 
noticed, he'd have suspected. Take 
over and noti fy the Berkeley police. 
I'm going back. I 'm doing something 
about this, regardless!" 

Zeng, in the meanwhile, was busy 
in San Francisco. 

There was little chance that the 
men he had scattered in Nadja's apart-
ment had not identified him. Al l 
Chinatown knew the conspicuous 
Doctor Zeng. Thus, instead of re-
sorting to disguise, he went openly. 

He was unarmed. These Chinese 
were his adopted kinsmen, and Zeng 
would not declare war. He was act-
ing against criminal individuals, and 
the less he depended upon armed 
force the better he would serve 
justice. 

All that Doctor Zeng took with him 
was his versatile penknife, and a vial 
of caffeine tablets f rom his third-floor 
dispensary. Having seen the recur-
rence of opium in the background of 
these weird crimes, he was preparing 
himself in advance. Already he had 
swallowed four tablets of the concen-
trated alkaloid to counteract possible 
sleepiness. 

Zeng threaded his way down the 
dark alleys that paralleled Grant 
Avenue. Steep stairways sank from 
the narrow sidewalks and down into 
basements. In some of these murky 
dens, craftsmen and artisans plied 
their trade, making toys and souvenirs 
for tourists, shaping dolls, carving 
images, sawing and soldering metal. 
In other places, beady-eyed men 
played main po and fan tan and poker. 
But for each rendezvous of vice, there 
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were fifty places where yel low men 
worked overtime, earning a f ew dol-
lars for the relief of kinsmen in China. 

He stopped at the back of the place 
where Chow should be spying, a nar-
row shop, unoccupied because of a 
boycott put on the building. The door 
was open. Zeng made a chirping 
sound, like a cricket, but there was no 
answer. He played his fountain-pen 
flashlight about the gloom. Chow was 
not there. 

There was no sign of struggle, no 
trampling of the heap of chestnut 
shells, and the husks of watermelon 
seeds where Chow must have squatted, 
nibbling as he watched. Zeng glanced 
at his watch. T o o much time had 
passed to allow for inquiry or search. 
He had to strike at once, for with Hu-
bert Rayne's death the quota of 
murder was complete, and the assassin 
might be leaving. 

" I f Chow is dead, his body would 
be here," he reasoned. " I f he is a 
prisoner, then he will keep." 

Zeng left the deserted post, and 
went to W a n g Lu's place. The nar-
row shop was lined with shelves con-
taining jars of ginseng roots, man-
drake, snake's liver, and dried tigers' 
hearts—row on row of herbs and seeds 
and animal substances to cure all ills. 
A curtain rustled, and an old man 
stepped from behind its shelter. 

HE was short and shriveled. He 
wore a black jacket, black silk 

trousers, and felt slippers. A skull-
cap covered his bald head, and his 
cunning eyes peered through silver-
rimmed glasses. 

He clasped his hands and bowed as 
he said, "The Honorable Doctor Zeng 
is welcome." 

"May the Honorable W a n g live a 
thousand years," replied Zeng. Then 
he made the threefold sign of Heaven 
and Earth, the succession of gestures 
which had terrified the late Hubert 
Rayne. 

" W h y is your coat so o l d ? " Wang 
asked. 

For twelve hundred years, the ans-
wer has been, " I t was handed down by 
Five Ancestors." Zeng made this re-
sponse, for he was still on firm ground. 

The scarcely perceptible stirring of 

the red curtain with its gold embroid-
ered phoenix seconded the sixth sense 
which warned Zeng. Hidden eyes 
were regarding him. His arrival was 
not a surprise. 

" I come to warn you as a man, not 
as a Brother of the Lotus," he now 
said. " D o you care to hear what the 
sons of the wind are whisper ing?" 

A son of the wind meant, in the 
secret slang of the order, "a police 
spy, a traitor, an informer." 

The Honorable W a n g gestured 
toward an alcove as he drew aside a 
curtain that concealed it. Opening 
from the floor was a trap door with 
stairs leading underground. Zeng fo l -
lowed the shopkeeper. He had seen 
Wang press a button, and he was sure 
that men were being warned, that they 
in their turn called others. 

Doctor Zeng had n e v e r ful ly 
learned the ritual of the White Lotus. 
It involved an oath that he would not 
take, and thus in China, he had de-
clined invitations. But, from study-
ing records seized by the British 
police in their raids on criminal chap-
ters of the Society, he had learned 
enough to have a fighting chance. 

The underground passage became 
damp and murky. Finally Wang came 
to a door which was guarded by two 
men who wore red masks. 

The room beyond was square. Its 
walls were hung with embroidered 
banners. There were four painted 
doorways, symbolic of the cardinal 
were three archways, arranged in a 
row, to mark the avenue at whose 
further end was the carved and gilded 
points of the compass. In the center 
shrine of the Five Ancestors. 

At one side of the shrine was the 
statue of smiling Kwan Yin, the god-
dess of mercy. On the other side was 
Kwan Ti , the glowering god of war. 

Before the door closed behind him 
Zeng saw four or five masked new-
comers join the guards. Then W a n g 
Lu seated himself. 

" W h a t news do you bring us?" he 
asked. 

"One of the Lotus Brethren has vio-
lated the Fourth Oath, and the Thirty -
first." 

" T o violate an oath is serious. Y o u 
may be mistaken." 
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" L e t me recite ," Zeng proposed. 
" ' I f a member break the laws of the 
country , he must sustain his own 
cause, without help f r o m the Breth-
ren.' Because of many violations, the 
W h i t e Lotus is outlawed in Singa-
pore, and in Java. Here, a brother has 
committed murders. Y o u must not 
shelter him, for it is not only for -
bidden, but it will bring evil on the 
others." 

ZE N G ' S contention was sound, and 
W a n g knew it, but he countered, 

" W h e n the Five Ancestors prescribed 
that oath, they did not refer to the 
laws of the fore ign devils ." 

"Honorable W a n g , it is also writ-
ten, 'Should a Brother confess a crime, 
he must not implicate any other 
Brethren: and whoever does, may he 
dies in the Great Ocean, and the 
spirits of his ancestors find no rest.' 
There is one who has betrayed you, 
and brought evil to all o f you. There 
is one whom you must denounce, one 
whom you are forb idden to shel ter ! " 

" W h o did this th ing? " W a n g de-
manded. 

" I take a risk in coming here. First 
you must swear an oath." 

W a n g was uneasy, for he knew now 
the manner of swearing that would be 
proposed, and he had the Chinese fear 
of that dark invocation. "First , tell 
me more . " 

" A dwarf was sent in a chest to 
murder Forest Baker and Prince 
Yuan. T h e law knows of this. Some-
one has betrayed the W h i t e Lotus, by 
making confessions that implicated 
others. I come as a fr iend to advise 
the surrender of the guilty, that the 
others may be saved." 

But W a n g Lu had an answer. 
"Since you know laws, you know this 
o n e : if a member has a dispute with a 
brother, he must bring his complaint 
before the council for judgment Even 
if you are not one of us, and your lack 
of credentials makes me suspect you, 
you may face him with proofs . I f he 
is guilty, he will be surrendered for 
the good of his fe l l ows . " 

W a n g was stepping into the trap, 
yet Zeng was uneasy, f o r he sensed 
that the crafty f e l l ow was baiting him. 

"First guarantee my safety, so that 

I will not share the traitor's fate, to 
make silence complete . Suppose that 
I accuse him, and am cut d o w n the 
moment I convict h i m ? " 

W a n g smiled blandly. " I wi l l swear 
an oath. N o one will touch you, ex -
cept perhaps the man you accuse." 

This was trick against trick, but 
there was no retreat, and Z e n g said : 

"Let us swear the oath that binds 
us as you p r o p o s e ! " 

C H A P T E R I X 

The Executioner 

A N G L U rose and went to the 
door. He spoke to the guards, 

and then beckoned to Doc tor Zeng , 
who f o l l owed him to the end of the 
passage. It opened to a small balcony 
which overhung an airshaft. T h e 
guards, except for two who had gone 
to obey the herb doctor 's orders, came 
after, and stood at both sides of the 
railed enclosure. 

T h e y looked up at the f e w stars 
which reached through the s k y g l o w 
of the city, and they looked down into 
the blackness which concealed the 
bare earth. Th i s oath was to be made 
in full v iew of gods and demonds, and 
the solemnity of the impending cere-
mony checked their tongues. 

Presently the men returned. One 
had a l ighted taper, two squares of red 
paper, two brushes, and an inkstand. 
T h e second held two white roosters by 
the l egs ; in his other hand he carried 
a pair of short, heavy knives. 

W a n g Lu and Doctor Zeng took 
inked brushes and wrote their p ledges 
on the red papers. Then, standing 
side by side, they thrust the red 
squares into the flickering taper flame, 
and let the ash fall into a small bowel . 

Narrowed black eyes stared uneas-
ily f r om blank y e l l o w faces as W a n g 
Lu and Doc tor Zeng each reached for 
a squawking f ow l and a chopp ing 
knife . This was an awful appeal to 
the demons of earth and air to destroy 
whoever broke the oath. 

T h e blades fel l . There was a flap-
ping of wings , and both men recited, 
" I f I break this oath, may the earth 
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drink my blood, and may I walk in the 
lowest hell without a head." 

Then, as blood spurted into the 
bowl which contained the ashes of the 
burned papers, the witnesses chanted, 
"May that be our end if we allow an 
oath breaker to live." 

The ancient ritual was completed 
when rice wine was poured into the 
bowl of blood and ash. Wang Lu and 
Doctor Zeng drank, and so did the 
others. The residue was spilled, so 
that the spirits of earth and air could 
taste. 

W h e n all this was done, and the 
awed Brethren had filed back toward 
the lodge room, W a n g dismissed them 
at the door. He turned to Zeng. 

" Y o u and I will wait while they go 
to get the man who betrayed us. That 
you know of the dwarf is proof 
enough that there has been a confes-
sion to the police. It will be some 
time before he arrives, so let us smoke 
a pipe." 

Doctor Zeng could not decline the 
long-stemmed pipe and the drug 
which had played such a part in Hu-
bert Rayne's doom. W a n g Lu took 
an opium layout f rom a cabinet, a 
weapon on which he counted in mak-
ing a loophole in the dreadful oath 
he had sworn. Doctor Zeng was sure 
of this, but he had to carry on, offer-
ing himself as bait. 

He could not guess how the crafty 
Wang Lu proposed to harm him with-
out incurring the penalties of oath-
breaking. He could only hope that 
he would be equal to the ordeal, that 
he would be able to reverse the trap. 

For a while, the pipes gurgled. 
W a n g Lu, the seasoned smoker, final-
ly roused himself f rom his languor 
when a guard entered and announced, 
"Master, he is waiting." 

The old herb seller nudged his 
guest, shook him gently, waited for 
him to gain his feet. 

"That door ahead," he said. " I t is 
not a ceremonial dummy. Step toward 
it." 

Zeng's attention was focused on the 
painted panel. He wondered what was 
ahead. He took a step, and a second. 

The floor sank beneath his feet and 
he dropped headlong into a red glare 
below, hot air and choking fumes bil-

lowed up to meet him. Though the 
caffeine tablets had to a degree 
counteracted the effects of the opium, 
he was still not sufficiently alert to 
catch the edge. 

ZE N G crashed against a solid floor. 

There was a momentary suction 
as the trap above rose and locked into 
place. The ensuing silence was shock-
ing. It told him how thick the walls 
must be to shut out the murmur of the 
city. He was in a sealed room which 
was quite empty except for the brazier 
of glowing charcoal and two statues 
at the farther end. 

Dizzy, choked by the dense fumes, 
Doctor Zeng crawled about the room. 
It had doors, but one blow told him 
that they were as solid as those of a 
cold storage vault. The original pur-
pose must have been to hide fugitives 
until a police raid was abandoned. 

His head was already splitting. The 
air was dense and sluggish and hot. 
Carbon dioxide from the glowing 
charcoal was filling the room. Neither 
Wang Lu nor any of his men were 
touching or had touched Doctor Zeng, 
yet doom spread from that bed of 
coals. His overburdened h e a r t 
pounded, distending the veins at his 
temples. 

Kwan Ti , the god on the tall throne, 
glared triumphantly. Kwan Yin, the 
merciful goddess, smiled placidly, 
and made the mystic sign of salvation. 

Zeng muffled his fingers with his 
cap and tipped the brazier. He 
trampled and beat out the coals before 
the smouldering floor added to his 
peril. But this was not enough. He 
was staggering and red spots danced 
before his eyes. The invisible fumes 
already tainting the air would surely 
kill him even though the source had 
been extinguished. 

His senses began to trick him. The 
single bulb in the ceiling dimmed and 
brightened crazily. He wondered why 
there was any light in that chamber of 
doom. Kwan Ti 's gilded leer seemed 
to become animate. There was a l i fe -
like gleam in the fierce god's eyes. 

Zeng sank to the floor, where the 
fumes were the worst. Carbon dioxide, 
much heavier than air, settled and 
surged over the heavy planks as water 
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would . W h i c h gave him a remote 
chance. He drew his knife , praying 
that the slender gimlet would be long 
enough to reach through the wood . If 
he could penetrate it, start his tiny 
saw blade and enlarge the hole, there 
was the possibil ity that the fumes 
would drain out. 

Knives seemd to dart through his 
temples with every agonized heart 
beat. But for the caffeine that stimu-
lated him, that pipe of opium would 
have numbed him to his peril, and he 
would have lain there, y ie lding to the 
insidious charcoal fumes. T o o late, 
Zeng saw how cunning W a n g Lu had 
evaded the oath. 

He plied the slender saw, Black-
ness danced about him. Then came a 
whiff of cold air. He slumped, a sod-
den heap, for he could not cut a sec-
ond drain. He lay there, face pressed 
to the floor, sucking in air. 

Zeng did not see Kwan Ti ' s grin. 
The gilded face was alive, not carved 
f rom wood . The god was descending 
f rom his pedestal. His shoulders 
were very broad, his arms were power-
ful, though he was only little more 
than a yard tall. W a n g Lu had ful-
filled the letter of his oath. Zeng was 
indeed in the presence of the man he 
had accused. 

A tube, coming up through the 
painted shrine, had fed the dwarf 
what fresh air he needed. Thus, see-
ing his vict im collapse, he was prepar-
ing for the last move. From behind 
his pedestal he took a pair of 
burnished steel tongs whose jaws 
were set with metal cast in the shape 
of human teeth, the work of a dental 
mechanic. 

Trac ing that work would convict 
the arch-criminal ! T h e dwarf inhaled 
noisi ly f r om the air tube. Then he 
waddled swi f t l y across the room, laid 
his tongs down and tried to roll his 
victim face up. Finally succeeding, 
he set the jaws of the tongs to take a 
fatal bite f r om Doc tor Zeng 's throat. 

He had assumed that his v ict im had 
succumbed to opium and to suffoca-
tion. He did not suspect that the tall 
man in gray had drunk air f r o m the 
hurriedly shaped orifice. He yel led 
hoarsely and tried to jerk back when 
Zeng snatched the tongs f r o m his 

grasp and sat up immediately. 
" I t is useless to run, little man ! 

W h i l e I breathe the air that comes 
to the shrine you filled, you wil l be 
suffocating. Unless you tell me w h o 
set you to work . " 

The monster 's eyes glared f rom that 
f ierce, g i lded mask. Zeng used the 
tongs, and caught him by the leg, 
holding him helpless, stifling in that 
venomous air. T h e memory of Prince 
Yuan's horrible death, and Forest 
Baker's steeled him to his cruel task. 

This s tocky dwarf , warped as much 
in mind as in body, was no more than 
the tool of some superior. B e y o n d 
any doubt, W a n g Lu had sent him, so 
Zeng could not relent. 

" T e l l me, f oo l , or smother," he de-
manded f ierce ly . " A better death than 
you planned for m e ! " 

Then Zeng became increasingly 
aware of a sound he could not quite 
understand. At first he had mistaken 
it f o r his own pulse, drumming in his 
ears, but now he knew that the walls, 
thick as they were, quivered and 
shook. Those were hammer blows, 
axe b l ows ! 

A door swung in. 

C H A P T E R X 

End of the Scroll 

CH O W had made g o o d his threat. 

He had cut away bars and bolts, 
using an adze instead of his favorite 
hatchet. His face was slashed and 
bleeding and his coat was b loody . Be -
hind him, in the dimly l ighted 
passage, two men lay face down in 
spreading red pools. 

Zeng staggered to the d o o r, 
dragging his choking prisoner with 
him. 

" W h e r e have you been? " he de-
manded of his huge servant. 

" A t the movie, just for a little 
while, Master," C h o w answered, 
chagrinned. " T o see if my hatchet 
had hurt the big man. W h e n I came 
out, someone told me you had passed 
by. But I could not find y o u — W a n g ' s 
door was barred—I knew that I had 
failed you—so I got an adze and came 
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in through a skylight, and those men 
— " he pointed at the ones he had 
cut down—"were waiting here for 
something to happen. It did." 

One of the dead pair was Wang Lu. 
"Where are the others?" Zeng de-

manded. 
"They ran when they could not stop 

me." 
"Take this fel low, but don't hurt 

him." 
Much as Zeng wanted to get in 

touch with the police, he had to search 
the place and find the Uighur manu-
script which had caused this chain 
of violence. Likewise, he wanted 
whatever other clues there were, for 
even during the short time it would 
take for him to give the alarm, lurk-
ing fol lowers of the dead Whi te Lo -
tus chief would return to destroy 
evidence. 

"Men are coming, many men! " 
Chow cried. "Hear them! Shall I 
kill this blood-drinker before they can 
save h im?" 

"No , you big o x ! W a i t ! " Zeng 
listened to the tramp of feet, the 
splintering of wood, the shriek and 
chatter and squealing of spectators. 
"That 's the police. They're breaking 
in f rom every side at once. Did you 
call them?" 

" I didn't have time, master." 
Whoever of the White Lotus 

Brethren might have been preparing 
to counter-attack after Chow's sur-
prise party would now be scattered. 

"There is something odd about the 
arrival of the police," Zeng said. "Go 
to meet them, tell them you have 
searched the place, that all is well 
with me. That nothing else is to be 
found. That this dwarf is the killer, 
and that I will soon explain." 

Before his servant could answer, 
Zeng darted into the farther gloom of 
the passage. The sound of Chow 
dragging his captive up the stairs was 
muffled by the rumble and roar of the 
police raid. Zeng found a dark corner 
behind the compartment in which he 
had almost been smothered, and 
listened to the cross-fire of voices. 

He was not sure whether he had 
rightly guessed the origin of the 
alarm which had brought the police, 
but his idea was worth fo l lowing up. 

Gradually silence took hold of the 
building, s i l e n c e and darkness. 
Chinese, whether renegade or law 
abiding, would avoid the locale, lest 
some enemy report their interest. A t 
last Zeng came f rom hiding and 
stealthily ascended the dark stairs 
which led to the lodge room. 

For long moments he waited near 
the open door. 

FI N A L L Y a tiny spot of light blos-
somed at the far end. The circle 

of g low moved up and down the 
pedestal which supported the statue 
of Kwan Yin. Zeng could distinguish 
the outline of the searcher. 

The light shifted toward the statue 
of Kwan T i . There was a suppressed 
cry of triumph, and the thin, white 
pencil of light reached for the door. 

Zeng already had caught a whiff of 
familiar perfume, and it confirmed his 
deduction. He flicked on his own 
flash, revealing the tense, lovely face 
of Nadja Karakhov. She cried out, 
and her hand darted toward the bag 
tucked under her arm. 

" T o o late to get your pistol," Zeng 
said, and seized her wrist. 

She recognized his voice. "Doctor 
Zeng !" she said bitterly. 

"Yes, I escaped." He lowered his 
own light, and saw the Uighur scroll 
which lay on the floor. " I f you will 
tell the truth, I will say nothing about 
your efforts to obstruct justice. 
Otherwise, I shall be compelled to tell 
how you neglected to report the death 
of Hubert Rayne. H o w you locked 
me up, and then turned in an alarm 
to get Wang Lu's place raided, so that 
after the police had thoroughly 
smashed things, you could slip in and 
search for this Uighur scroll ." 

" Y o u know everything, Doctor 
Zeng," the woman murmured. 

" I merely reasoned backward and 
hindsight is always acute," said Dr. 
Zeng dryly. "Suppose you fill in the 
missing parts?" 

" I will ," she promised. " I 've failed 
at every move, thanks to y o u ! " 

"Personally, I am very sorry," Zeng 
said politely as he led the way 
through the maze behind the late 
Wang Lu's herb shop. 

The heavy doors which had been 
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hewn or pried f rom their hinges 
showed Zeng how much Nadja's 
strategy had helped him. Chow, 
dropping through a skylight, had not 
provided for any quick retreat. 

" I shall give you all possible credit 
for unintentional aid," Zeng said. 

Just as they reached the alley a 
man's voice exclaimed, "There he is 
n o w ! I knew Chow was lying to us!" 

Anne Carter darted out of the 
shadows. "Lin , " she cried, "we've 
been worried frantic. I made Dad wait 
here. O h ! You have a prisoner." 

"Not a prisoner, but some evidence," 
Zeng explained, secretly thrilled at 
Anne's anxiety. "What of Chow and 
his prisoner? Did the dwarf talk?" 

Captain Carter gestured to the car 
that waited at the corner. "He made 
a sudden break and Chow threw a 
hatchet. He missed, and the dwarf 
ran to the roof where he slipped in 
jumping to the next building. When 
we found him, he was beyond talking. 
I rather think he did it on purpose, 
judging from what Chow told me." 

BU T it was not until they went to 
Doctor Zeng's apartment that 

Captain Carter learned all the details 
and received full assurance that the 
case was actually closed, that the 
dwarf and Wang Lu had been the 
principal criminals, while the other 
members of the White Lotus were 
guilty of no more than loyalty to a 
misguided leader. 

Zeng pointed to the tongs. "It is 
very simple. The dwarf first slugged 
his victims, so they could not yell. 
The circle of death, of course, was to 
have closed when Rayne died." 

"But he committed suicide," Carter 
protested. 

"No, he was hanged. He could not 
have kicked that chair away, for his 
feet were further from the floor than 
the seat on which he was supposed to 
have stood. Everything else was nice-
ly worked out, but that one detail was 
wrong. I did not tell you of that 
simply because I wished you to think, 
for a while, that the case was closed, 
while I closed it in my own way." 

"But Rayne's teeth very closely 
matched the bites that killed Prince 
Yuan and Forest Baker." 

Doctor Zeng smiled. "Rayne was 
an opium addict. During his sodden 
hours, the Whi te Lotus could easily 
have made a cast of his teeth, and 
must have done so. These tongs prove 
my point. And after one pipe too 
many, Rayne could very easily be 
hanged, as if in remorseful suicide. 

"Finally, the Whi te Lotus did not 
know I had already told the pol ice of 
their final victim's death. Thus, when 
I worked my way in on a pretext, they 
attempted to dispose of me by the 
same murder weapon, and lay the 
blame on Rayne." 

Anne shuddered. " D o you mean 
that Rayne was killed just to deflect 
suspicion from the dwar f ? " 

"No, " Zeng answered. "Rayne knew 
much of the Genghis Khan tradition. 
Even without the Uighur scroll, he 
was dangerous. So they eliminated 
him." He turned toward Nadja. " A n d 
now tell us why you went to such 
great risk to get this scroll." 

Zeng unrolled the Uighur manu-
script as he awaited the Russian wom-
an's answer. 

"The White Lotus as you must have 
guessed," Nadja explained, "was op-
posed to anyone's finding the buried 
treasure and the sacred relics of 
Genghis Khan. The Mongol and the 
Manchu have always menaced China." 

"As I explained," Zeng said to Anne 
and her father. 

" I am a Soviet Agent , " Nadja went 
on, "and my duty was to prevent the 
discovery of the great Khan's grave 
for precisely the same reason. Imagine 
the predicament of my government if 
the Mongol power of old times were 
revived! And you can be sure that 
no matter who sent an expedition to 
dig, the surrounding tribes would 
wait for the success of the excava-
tion and then close in to seize the 
relics. That was my mission, and I 
have failed. You have the scroll ." 

Dr. Zeng studied the Uighur script 
for a full minute. The silence was 
becoming oppressive when he raised 
his eyes to glance at his companions. 
Anne and her father leaned forward 
sharply as he arose and approached a 
great brass brazier with the precious 
scroll. 

"Don't , oh, don ' t ! " Nadja cried out, 
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grasping the meaning of his action. 
"Damn it, Zeng, Carter shouted, 

"that's evidence!" 
"Evidence against two dead men," 

replied Zeng calmly as he struck a 
light and held the flame to the silk 
damask. "They have already paid the 
penalty. Destroying this is more im-
portant than prosecuting a society of 
misguided men who, according to 
their own lights, did rightly enough. 
The murderers are dead, Carter. And 
you have not failed, Nadja. The sword 
of Genghis Khan, his horse-tail stand-
ard—all these things must remain 
hidden beneath the sands of the Gobi 
lest they do have the power to incite 
the Mongols and set all Asia afire." 

Slowly the flames licked and ate 
into the time-stained scroll. Silently 
all of them watched the brazier be-
come the funeral urn for the ghost of 
a great secret. 

Anne shuddered. " M o n g o l s ! " she 

cried. " H o w I detest Orientals!" 
Then she thought of her host, and 
gasped. She hadn't meant him. 

But Zeng was only looking at her 
with a grave smile about his lips. H o w 
deeply he may have been wounded 
by this involuntary flash of racial 
prejudice did not show on his fea-
tures. As far as the world was con-
cerned, he was Chinese—and he 
couldn't tell Anne any different. 

"Oh, L i n ! " the girl cried out. "For -
give me. I didn't mean it. I wasn't 
thinking of you." 

" I know," said Dr. Zeng gently. 
"But I am thinking of you. A court-
ous host remembers when he has in-
vited guests to dinner, even though 
they have been delayed. Chow! Lai 
Hu Chow! Now where can that yel-
low mountain of flesh have g o n e ! " 

"Just serve us some tea and almond 
cakes, Zeng," yawned Captain Carter 
lazily. "I ' l l bet he's gone to a movie." 

Next Issue: DEATH WALKS SOFTLY, a Novelet by John H. Knox 
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C H A P T E R I 

Terror in the Sky 

TH E Thunderb ird F ly ing School 
was far f r om being a Yale or 
Harvard of the air. T h e office 

was a single cluttered room in a corner 
of the main hangar, a separate room 
only by virtue of low partitions. 
Weather maps, certificates and avia-
tion photos c rowded the unpainted 
walls, while model planes of every 
type and descript ion dangled f rom 
the ceil ing or roosted on each of the 
littered cabinets. 
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From outside its sanctum, where 
" G r o u n d h o g " Ryan had been testing 
an overhauled Hisso, blue oil fumes 
crawled in, to curl snakily under the 
glare of the single unshaded light. 
Nick Craig, temporary and unwil l ing 
manager of the air school , pawed in-
effectually at the s luggish fumes, 
mopped his streaming forehead and 
swore thickly. 

" W h a t a sucker I was," he growled , 
" letting mysel f be talked into man-
aging this haunted junkyard f o r 
W i l l y Glover 's heirs until the estate 
is settled. It isn't bad enough to wor -
ry about losing students, trying to get 



'Keep on the g r o u n d , " snapped the hermit, " o r the Thunderblrd will tear you a p a r t ! " 

a rating from the Civil Aeronautics 
Board, and getting set for the aviation 
meet we're staging in conjunction 
with the county fair that opens to-
morrow. Now I've got a lunatic her-
mit in my hair, besides." 

He slammed an unopened telegram 
onto the already overflowing desk. It 
skittered off, starting a miniature 
snow storm of unpaid bills fluttering 
to the floor. 

Craig swore again and ducked down 
to retrieve the numerous scattered 
papers. 

At that instant the bellow of a shot-

gun blasted the silence of the night 
outside. The pane of the raised win-
dow dissolved in a glittering cloud 
and swept in over Craig's frozen, 
kneeling figure. An invisible hand 
seemed to sweep across the desk-top 
where he had just been leaning, scat-
tering riddled papers and splinters of 
wood across the floor. 

Craig went flat on his face and 
stayed there, waiting for another 
blast, wondering dazedly what it was 
all about. There were yells and the 
quick pound of feet in the outer 
hangar, then more yells and the 
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sounds of conflict outside. Finally he 
heard a quavering shriek that was 
abruptly choked off. 

Craig got to his feet, trembling a 
little, slapping glass fragments out 
of his hair. " B i r d y " Barnett, chief 
flight instructor, pounded through the 
door, wild-eyed. 

"Cra ig ! " he panted. "Nick, are you 
all right? It was that blasted un-
washed messiah. He took a shot at 
you with a ten-gauge shotgun. The 
boys got him trying to make a get-
away." 

"The hermit?" Craig's jaw dropped. 
" I thought the guy was only a feeble-
minded pest, not a homicidal maniac. 
Maybe we'll have to call a keeper on 
him, after all." 

HE led the way outside and 
around, off the concrete apron, 

to where a knot of men hovered over 
the yel low wash of a flashlight that 
outlined a tangle of rags on the 
ground. 

Whi te faces turned as Craig strode 
up. The chunky figure of Groundhog 
Ryan, chief maintenance mechanic, 
got off the bundle of rags and it be-
came the figure of a man. An unbe-
lievably gaunt and bony body showed 
through shapeless, filthy rags of 
clothing. Black eyes glittered madly 
through the tangle of white hair and 
beard that completely hid the mad 
hermit's face. 

Craig stared somberly down for a 
moment, then touched the captive 
with his foot . 

" O k a y, Kreevitz," he snapped. 
"What ' s the idea of the W i l d West 
stuff? What 's the Thunderbird going 
to say if his favorite disciple gets 
himself burned up in the electric 
chair?" 

Ivan Kreevitz, the mad hermit of 
Thunder Knob, wriggled jerkily. A 
long, bony finger came out of the 
tangle to point at Craig. 

"He told me to ! The Thunderbird 
himself came to my cave last night. 
He said I was his most faithful fo l -
lower and he'd reward me with a king-
dom in the sky. But he said you were 
annoying him, flying those airplanes 
in and out of his cloud. You got to 

stop it, or he'll kill you all—every one 
of you. He'll tear you apart with his 
terrible claws and throw you down out 
of his cloud. You won't bother him 
none when you're smashed up and 
dead!" 

The little knot of students and in-
structors stirred restlessly as the in-
sane laughter cackled out. 

Craig saw their uneasiness and 
made a strangled sound of disgust 
deep in his throat. Besides every-
thing else, he had to buck an age-old 
superstition. 

His angry gaze shifted up toward 
the grim, eternal cloud. It was visible 
even at night, like a great black bird 
soaring endlessly, blanketing the 
stars. The tip of one cyclopean wing 
overhung the field. The other wing-
tip, three miles to the west, brushed 
the flat top of Thunder Knob, a jagged 
mountain of rock that jutted out of 
the flat Atlantic coastal plain where 
no mountain should be. 

It was this knob and the long, wind-
ing ridge climbing up to it f rom the 
sea that caused the great Thunderbird 
cloud overhead. Warm air thermals, 
thrown up by the freak land forma-
tion, met colder, moisture-laden sea 
winds seven thousand feet up and con-
densed them into the menacing shape 
that perpetually rode the skies. 

From earliest history, Indians had 
feared and avoided this spot because 
of the ever-present cloud. T o them 
it was not a cloud but the Thunder-
bird himself, maker of storms and 
destruction, who poised there threat-
eningly. Their legends told that the 
Thunderbird frequently came down in 
the form of a gigantic bird with the 
head of a man to slay those who in-
vaded its domain. 

When white men finally braved the 
taboo and established the village of 
Thunderbird, naming it after the 
menace in a burst of bravado, they ran 
into such a storm of disasters that the 
legends were revived. 

Through the years, the superstition 
gradually vanished from the surface 
of the little community. But it was 
always there, lurking underneath, 
waiting for any untoward happening 
to bring it out. The fact that huge 
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hawks, eagles and sea birds chose 
Thunder Knob for a nesting place 
helped keep the legends alive. Let a 

iant eagle sweep his shadow across a 
eld, or a giant hawk attack a chicken 

or lamb, and whispers of the Thunder-
bird instantly spread like wildfire 

TH O S E whispers had n e a r l y 
wrecked the flying school more 

than once, but W i l l y Grove had stuck 
and fought them down. Now they 
seemed to be returning, stronger than 
ever. Craig had sensed the under-
current of their vague terrors from 
the first appearance of Kreevitz, the 
mad hermit who had lived in a cave on 
Thunder Knob for countless years, 
worshiping the cloud as a god. 

" I better phone the sheriff, hadn't 
I ? " asked Forest Whalen, one of the 
older students. "This guy was bad 
enough, darting at every plane today, 
swinging a club and almost mangling 
himself in the props. Now, if he's 
gone kill-crazy, he better be—" 

Craig shook his head. "He 's just a 
poor wild animal and I hate to see him 
caged. A f te r all, he's been harmless 
for years and this spell might be only 
temporary. Hold him a minute." 

He disappeared into the office and 
returned, carrying his own forty-five 
automatic. The hermit flinched back 
uneasily. 

"See that?" Craig demanded harsh-
ly, shaking the gun. " Y o u know what 
that is and what it would do to you. 
You 're scared to death of pistols, 
aren't you? Wel l , hereafter we're all 
carrying guns like this. If we ever 
see you anywhere near the school 
again, we'll use them. Does that make 
sense to you, Kreevitz?" 

"You ' l l die just the same," the her-
mit snarled deep in his throat, "all of 
you, if you go up in the Thunderbird's 
sky tomorrow to do them tricks for 
the fair. You keep on the ground, or 
he'll tear you to pieces. He told me 
so and he likes me because I tear the 
hearts out of rabbits and put 'em up 
on the Knob for an offering." 

"Get o u t ! " Craig rapped. "Scram, 
before I change my m i n d ! " 

He signaled the group back and the 
madman scuttled away into the dark-

ness like a furtive animal. Craig 
sucked in a deep breath and wiped 
cold perspiration from his forehead. 

" T h e gun talk was bluff, of course," 
he said, "but watch yourselves just the 
same, though I think Kreevitz will 
stay clear of us now. But I wish I 
knew what set him off all of a sudden, 
after living up on the Knob for years 
without bothering a soul." 

He frowned at the distant bulk of 
Thunder Knob, looming black against 
the stars. It was no wonder the her-
mit's warped brain saw an object of 
fear and veneration in the somber 
monster that hovered endlessly over 
his cave. 

"Curse that screwy cloud, anyhow!" 
Craig growled. 

" Y o u going to put on the air carni-
val stunts tomorrow?" Whalen asked, 
eying Craig queerly. 

"Certainly. W h y not? Because a 
crazy hermit sees visions that tell him 
the cloud wants us out of the sky? " 

" I don't know," Whalen mumbled 
nervously. "I 've just got a feeling 
that maybe something's going to hap-
pen., It seems funny that a story like 
the Thunderbird legend could keep 
its hold on people—modern, educated 
people—all these years if there wasn't 
something. . . ." 

"Report to me before you start 
practicing figure eights in the morn-
ing," Craig said sharply. " I f you're 
jittery, I'll ground you. W e can't af-
ford any accidents." 

WH I S P E R I N G nervously, the 
students moved off toward the 

dormitory beyond the hangar. Craig 
watched them, his eyes cold in the 
bronze mask of his lean face. 

"This would be a swell time for 
some nervous student to pile up in a 
crash," he muttered bitterly. "Here 
we're staging a three-day meet at the 
Thunderbird fair, mortgaging our 
shirts for prize money to draw big-
name pilots, simply to give the school 
some national recognition. A fatal 
crack-up would ruin us." 

"How 's the big race shaping u p ? " 
Barnett asked. 

"Okay. The course is to be seven 
miles straight out to sea, around Beam 
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Shoal Light, south to Kummer Island 
and back here for a roaring finish in 
front of the grandstand. And that re-
minds me, where the devil is Otto? 
He was supposed to bring my race 
entry blanks out from the printer's to-
night." 

Otto Rimmer was the assistant 
flight instructor, hired by Glover 
shortly before his death. Though 
a grumpy and not overly popular man, 
Rimmer was a first-class pilot. 

" W h y , didn't you get them yet? A 
couple of the students, Olson and 
Ciper, were going to bring them right 
back hours ago. They had to go into 
town, anyhow, to have some films de-
veloped from a hike they took up 
Thunder Knob. They promised to 
bring the blanks. I think Otto had a 
binge or something lined up." 

Craig opened his mouth to speak, 
held it open as he stared. The faces 
of Ryan and Barnett were taking on a 
queer, lurid flush, like the reflection 
of distant flames. He saw them star-
ing at him, then at one another. He 
saw that the crimson glare was deep-
ening, glinting now from the concrete 
of the apron underfoot. 

A sudden wild shout whirled Craig 
toward the distant students. They 
were gesturing skyward. He looked 
up and his breath caught in his throat. 

A ball of unbearable crimson fire 
was floating gently down out of the 
thick cloud of the Thunderbird. It 
rocked below the pale blossom of a 
parachute, throwing a lurid glare 
across sky and earth. Something dark 
and shapeless dangled below it. 

" A flare!" Ryan gasped. 
"Signals," Barnett guessed wildly. 

"Remember the radio announcement 
yesterday about the Nazi submarine 
that attacked a British convoy twenty 
miles off the coast south of here? The 
sub was crippled so it couldn't sub-
merge, but it got away in the dark last 
night. I bet that's a signal f r o m — " 

"Subs," Craig said dryly, "don ' t 
drop parachutes. That's an airplane 
flare." 

"But, Nick, we'd hear a plane any-
where within a dozen miles on a quiet 
night like this." 

Instead of answering, Craig burst 

into a run, pounding across the field 
toward the spot where the chute 
seemed due to land. The students 
raced ahead of him. 

At five hundred feet the flare died 
out, but there was enough starlight 
to show the chute and its darker 
burden swinging down. Wherever it 
had come from, Craig wished fervent-
ly it had picked a night when nerves 
were less ragged. 

TH E dark object bumped the run-
way ahead and was swallowed by 

the fo lds of the collapsing chute. 
Whalen and his f e l l ow students 
reached the spot, began tugging away 
the chute. Someone snapped on a 
flashlight. 

Craig, with Ryan and Barnett at 
his heels, burst into the group as the 
dark object came into view. He 
stopped short, paralyzed. His nerves 
went cold and the blood drained out 
of his face. 

He was staring down at the horribly 
mangled body of young Peter Olson, 
one of the students who had gone for 
the entry blanks. Only the face, 
twisted in the agony of horrible 
death, was unmarred. From shoulders 
to feet the rest of the body had been 
slashed and torn as if by terrible, rip-
ping talons. 

Young Whalen broke the frozen 
silence. 

" I told you," he shouted hysterical-
ly. " I told you something was going 
to happen. The Thunderbird did i t ! 
I told you—I told you—I told y o u ! " 

His voice went up into a shriek and 
broke on a note of wild, gurgling 
laughter. Craig barely heard him. 
He was staring at the mangled body 
in the bloody parachute harness, at 
the twisted, unmarred face—at the 
crude image of a soaring bird that was 
drawn in still-damp blood on the pale 
forehead—the image of the Thunder-
b ird ! 

From somewhere far off in the 
night, in the direction of the hulking 
Thunder Knob, came a cackle of in-
sane laughter. 

It was the laughter of Kreevitz, the 
mad hermit, f rom his den under the 
Thunderbird's wing. 
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C H A P T E R I I 

The Show Must Go on 

HO M E R W e e m s , the secretary of 
the Thunderb ird county fair, 

was a fat man with a calculating eye, 
a love of g o o d things and asthma. He 
was also the local banker and note-
holder f or most of the local busi-
nesses. 

He came panting and wheezing into 
the school office at dawn, gnawing on 
a co ld cigar, rubbing unshaven jowls 
with a nervous hand. Craig sat be-
hind the littered desk, his face in his 
hands. He had been there most of the 
night. 

"Cra ig , " W e e m s wheezed, "this is 
terrible ! I just heard about it. T h e 
sheriff called me. I got out of bed 
and drove right out t o— W e l l , has 
anything n e w — " 

" N o t h i n g , " Craig said, his vo ice 
muffled by his hands. " I t was too 
dark to fly up and search the c loud. 
None of us heard a plane, but we 've 
got a man phoning all the farmers 
west of the K n o b to see if they heard 
one. Posses are still hunting for 
Olson 's bunkmate, T e d d y Ciper. A n d 
your idiot sheriff smeared any finger-
prints there might have been on the 
chute harness coupl ings . " 

" G h a s t l y ! S imply unbelievable, that 
such a horr ib le—I mean, I only hope 
it w o n ' t — That is, you aren ' t—" 

Craig raised a haggard face f r o m his 
hands. 

" I f you 're trying to ask, are we go-
ing through with the air show, " he 
said harshly, "the answer is yes. A 
poor kid died horribly , but the show 
must go on. Y o u can go back to bed. 
Your investment's safe ." 

" Investment? Craig, I assure you 
it's only the fair I 'm thinking o f — t h e 
people of Thunderb ird C o u n t y — " 

"Nuts ! I happen to know you hold 
most of the paper that was floated to 
finance the fair corporat ion here. 
Right now you see what happened 
only as swell box-of f ice . T h e ghouls 
should flock in by the thousands when 
this story gets out. W e l l , we 're go ing 

ahead, not f o r the sake of your pocket -
book , but because o f those pi lots w h o 
have spent money to fly here f or the 
meet. N o w get out and let me alone." 

" W h a t ? See here, Craig, I — " 
"Get o u t ! " 
W e e m s looked at Nick Craig's 

eyes, gulped and le ft . A moment 
later his car purred of f . 

Craig got up weari ly and stood look-
ing out the shattered w indow, across 
the morning mists rising f r o m the 
landing field. Half a mile away, be-
yond the field, the bui ldings of the 
fa irgrounds loomed gray in the dawn. 
Overhead, the TI. mderbird c loud hov-
ered ominously , its black belly cr im-
son-smeared by the rising sun. 

B l o o d - r e d ! Fresh blood f r o m talons 
that had so recently torn the l i f e 
f r om the body of a young b o y ? 

Craig swore in a choked voice . W h a t 
had really happened? N o legendary 
beast could carry a mangled body up 
into the sky on soundless wings , then 
drop it precisely on the runway be-
fore the hangar. A chute dropped 
at random might dr i f t f o r miles on 
the cross-winds up there. W h y had 
young Olson been murdered? Had 
the mad hermit's ravings been some-
thing more than insane babble? 

CR A I G cursed the thought with-
out being able to shake it o f f . 

That was the insidious thing about 
that c loud. Y o u came under its spell, 
laughed at its superstitions, looked 
at it only as a freak of nature and went 
along without even thinking of the 
cloud. A n d then, one day, you awoke 
to discover that the weird spell of 
that hovering phantom had seeped 
into your soul and planted the seeds 
of doubt and terror in some dark, un-
noticed corner. 

T h e citizens of Thunderbird would 
laugh at the legends and flee in terror 
f rom a manifestation of them. 

Still worse would be the ef fect on 
the air show, Craig realized. Older 
pilots of the barn-storming school 
were inherently superstitious. Some-
one who wanted to spoil the show by 
driving away the fliers could have 
picked no better way than by reviving 
the Thunderbird legend. 
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Craig started to turn away from 
the window. He swung back sharply, 
his eyes narrowing, fingers clawing 
unconsciously into the unpainted sill. 
Something was coming across the 
landing field. A human figure, reel-
ing and stumbling, was falling and 
then getting up to stumble on. Mist 
phantoms distorted the figure so that 
in the graying light it was impossible 
to recognize it. 

Craig whipped around, went racing 
out of the hangar and across the apron, 
his fists clenched and cold sweat on 
his face. 

The figure fell again and made no 
effort to rise. Craig reached it, 
dropped to his knees and turned it 
over. The square, gray-white face of 
Otto Rimmer, assistant instructor, 
looked up at him. 

There was a dark, ugly bruise across 
one cheek and the clothing over his 
chest and abdomen was slashed and 
blood-smeared. 

In the center of Otto Rimmer's pale 
forehead was the crudely drawn figure 
of the Thunderbird, outlined in dark-
ening blood. 

" N i c k ! " Rimmer's eyes fluttered 
open, blinked dazedly up at Craig's 
tense face. " T h e Thunderbird—says 
not—to fly—today. Got—to call o f f— 
air meet—or—all k i l led ! " 

" W h a t happened to y o u ? " Craig de-
manded fiercely. " W h e r e have you 
been all night? Do you know Pete 
Olson's been murdered?" 

" I know," Rimmer gasped weakly. 
" I—saw it." 

His eyes closed and he went limp, 
dropping out of Craig's grasp. Wi th 
terrible fury in his eyes, Craig 
fumbled among the b loody rags until 
he found the racing beat of a heart. 
Rimmer was all right, evidently weak 
from loss of blood and shock. Craig's 
hasty investigation showed that the 
slashes across the body were not deep 
enough to be dangerous. 

He left Rimmer lying on the damp 
grass and raced back to the hangar. 
Whi l e he was arousing Groundhog 
Ryan and Birdy Barnett, the sheriff 's 
car pulled onto the field, returning 
from a fruitless search for the missing 
Teddy Ciper. Wi th the lanky Sheriff 

Timmons was Dr. Damon, w h o had 
been helping in the search. 

Together they got Rimmer to bed 
in the dormitory and Dr. Ramon 
dressed the shallow wounds. 

"He' l l be okay after a rest, but he 
wouldn't be if he'd been an inch closer 
to the beast, or whatever it was that 
slashed at him." 

HE was sticking the last strip of 
tape into place on the pilot 's 

chest when Rimmer's eyes opened. 
For a moment he recoiled, staring 
wildly at the figures bending over the 
bed. The terror went out of his face, 
though, as soon as Craig touched his 
hand. 

"Can you tell us about it now, Otto? 
You said you saw Pete Olsen mur-
dered. W h o did i t? " 

" T h e Thunderbird! Don't look at 
me like that. I 'm not crazy. I tell 
you, I saw it ! I had some beer in 
town and was walking out, taking a 
short-cut across the field. Suddenly 
a huge black bird swooped out of the 
darkness and knocked me down, hit 
me alongside my jaw with one wing." 

" W h a t kind of b i rd?" 
" I t was huge and black and it had 

the head of a human being. I couldn't 
see it very well in the dark, but I 
could see human features. I swear 
it ! And it talked to me. It came 
and stood over where I lay and told 
me we'd all be killed if we didn't call 
off the air meet. It said if I dared 
to fly again, I'd be the first one to die." 

" W h a t about Pete O lson? " 
" I — I was so scared and dazed that 

I couldn't move, Nick. As I lay there, 
it stalked off into the dark and came 
back, dragging something. Then I 
could see that it was Olson, all 
slashed and mangled. The Thunder-
bird made me look, said that's how 
we'd all be if we didn't call off the 
air meet at once. 

"Then it slashed me once with one 
giant claw and flew up into the sky, 
carrying Olson's body. I guess I 
passed out then, because the next 
thing I knew, it was daylight and I 
was lying in a puddle of blood at the 
edge of the field. I started walking 
back and you met me." 
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Craig's face was cold , expression-
less. He started to turn f r o m the 
bed. Otto Rimmer caught at his arm. 

"Nick , f o r God 's sake, you ' l l call 
it o f f , won ' t ybu? Y o u aren't go ing 
ahead after what's happened ! " 

Craig raised white-knuckled fists. 
" I don't believe in anything I can't 

poke in the jaw, " he said thickly, "and 
I never smacked a ghost. Y o u catch 
some rest, Otto . W e ' l l talk about the 
meet later." 

He turned and stalked out. T h e 
others f o l l owed , leaving Dr. Ramon 
with the wounded man. Groundhog 
Ryan trotted at Craig's side, his eyes 
narrow. 

" N i c e speech, Nick , " he said finally. 
" H o w much of it do you believe your-
s e l f ? " 

Craig's lips were taut across set 
teeth. 

" I wish I knew, Groundhog , " he 
mumbled. " I wish I knew." 

SP I R I T S rose with the cl imbing 
sun, however. B y ten o ' c lock , 

when Craig sent Barnett across to the 
fa irgrounds infield to lay plans f or the 
a f ternoon events, no one raised the 
question of calling off the meet. 

A number of pi lots had arrived and 
their planes were staked out around 
the headquarters tent in the infield. 
A runway had been built, connect ing 
the school landing field with the fair-
grounds, to be used if cross-winds pre-
vented landing and take-off d irect ly 
in f ront of the grandstand. Other-
wise everything was to take place as 
close to the c rowds as possible. 

At ten Craig was in the hangar, 
watching Groundhog check the Eagles 
in somber silence. Suddenly they 
heard the bumbling drone of a plane 
overhead. Groundhog cocked an ear. 

" M o n o c o u p e , " he stated posit ively . 
" W a r n e r One-twenty- f ive , recently 
overhauled. Nice power plant, Nick . " 

T h e y went outside and watched the 
blue-and-white ship circle the field 
l ow and slide down onto the east-west 
runway with a groan of shock cords 
and a clanking grind of the tail-skid. 
It taxied around and up onto the apron 
in front of them. T h e motor blurped 
and died. 

A girl c l imbed out. Craig stared at 
her tall, trim figure, at coppery hair 
catching the morn ing sun above smil-
ing violet eyes. 

" H e l l o , " she said, str ipping off l ight 
gloves. " A r e you Nick Craig? I 'm 
Mona Lacy . . . . " 

She stopped, waited. A fleeting 
f r o w n touched her forehead. " W e l l , 
won ' t I do, or didn't you get my 
w i r e ? " 

" W i r e ? " Craig came out of his daze 
and slapped at his pocket . Stiff paper 
crinkled beneath his hand. " I f o r g o t 
all about it. Y o u see, it saved my l i fe 
last night when it came. In the exc i te -
ment I over looked it." He grinned at 
her blank bewilderment. " I t fel l off 
the desk. I leaned over to pick it up 
just in time to miss a load of buckshot 
aimed at my head. Since it isn't polite 
to read in f ront of guests, maybe you 'd 
better tell me what the wire said, Miss 
Lacy . " 

" I ' d better," she said with visible 
irritation. " I t was s imply a notice 
that I was coming in this morning to 
take charge of Thunderbird Fly ing 
Schoo l . I own it now. M y cousin, 
W i l l Glover, le f t it to me by the terms 
of the will that was probated the day 
be fore yesterday." 

Craig shook his head with genuine 
pity. 

"Lady , all I can say is that you 
picked a sweet time to inherit this 
flying schoo l . " 

" W h y ? Is—is anything w r o n g ? " 
Groundhog Ryan turned away to 

hide his unhappy expression. 
" O h no, miss—I mean Boss. Not a 

thing. Not a single thing at all. Every -
thing is just honky-gory . " 

C H A P T E R I I I 

Flaming Coffin 

TH E sun beat down fur ious ly on 
the Thunderbird county fair-

grounds and on nine thousand gap-
ing paid admissions, most of w h o m 
secretly hoped to see another mangled 
body come tumbling down out of the 
sky. Three hours had passed since 
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the air meet opened, with that morbid 
hope still unsatisfied. But the time 
had served to tighten, rather than ease 
the tension of Craig's nerves. 

For three hours he had paced the 
railed platform of the judges' stand 
like a caged panther, directing the air 
meet and shouting a description of the 
events into a portable mike that hurled 
his amplified voice into grandstand 
and bleachers. 

Planes had taken off and landed, 
roared up into the sky and screamed 
down again, raced and dog- fought and 
stunted. Pilots had chased floating 
balloons, had bombed a tar-paper 
shack in the infield with sacks of flour, 
had competed in dead-stick spot land-
ings and short-leg races. 

During that time Craig's own pri-
vate ship, a Hydra Bullet, had waited 
close to the stand, warmed and ready 
for action. The Bullet was one of the 
fastest jobs that ever split a cloud, 
literally twin flying engines with just 
enough silver airplane around and be-
tween to get them on and off the 
ground. Craig had figured that if any-
thing did happen, it would happen in 
or around the Thunderbird cloud. He 
was ready to rocket up into it at the 
first warning. 

By four o 'c lock the strain of watch-
ing and waiting and dreading had 
drawn his nerves out almost to the 
breaking point. He signaled Birdy 
Barnett over f rom the line-up to take 
his place at the mike. He dropped 
to the ground, where Mona Lacy sat 
in the shade of the stand. She greeted 
him with a tense smile and made room 
on the bench. 

" N o trouble yet," she said. "Sitting 
out here in the fresh air and sun, with 
the familiar sights and sounds all 
around me, it's hard to believe any-
thing as horrible as you described 
could actually exist. Maybe nothing 
more will happen." 

" I wish I could think that," Craig 
groaned, mopping his face. "Lord , 
how I wish it! But Teddy Ciper's 
still missing and we're still de fy ing 
the killer of his roommate. If I only 
knew what lay behind it, I wouldn't 
feel so helpless. But I've had lines 
out all morning and can't locate an 

enemy, outside of the mad hermit, who 
isn't clever enough for such a stunt. 
There aren't any competitors we might 
be hurting. Nobody's ever wanted the 
school badly enough even to try to buy 
it." 

" H o w about a personal angle?" 
Mona asked reflectively. "Maybe 
some personal enemy of those 
boys. . . ." 

"Then why attack Otto, too? And 
if Otto was the intended victim, why 
attack the boys? Before long there 
won't be anything left to believe but 
the crazy hermit's story." 

He broke off as a plane came bump-
ing up over the runway from the 
school field and taxied toward them 
down the line-up. 

" H e y ! " Craig shouted. "That 's 
a school Eagle, but who's in it? 
The students are supposed to be 
grounded." 

The plane swung close to them and 
stopped with the prop ticking over. 
Otto Rimmer climbed out stiffly. Ex-
cept for the bruise and the bulk of 
bandages under his shirt, he seemed 
normal enough as he came toward 
them. 

" D o c said it was okay," he fore-
stalled Craig's objections. "Nick, you 
had me scheduled for some stunts 
along about now. Let me go through 
with them, will y o u ? " 

l ^ ^ T C K C R A I G started. "You aren't 
fit for punishment like that yet, 

Otto. Even a pressure of three or four 
gravs on a pullout might be enough 
to pop those gashes open and start 
a hemorrhage. You'd better wait a 
day or two." 

"Nick , " Rimmer pleaded, "I 've got 
to go up. I'll take the stunts easy and 
I'm pretty well strapped up, anyhow. 
Nothing's going to happen. I've got 
to go up and—and prove I was only 
having a bad dream last night." 

Craig stared a moment; then nodded 
reluctantly. 

"Okay, if that's how it is, but take 
those dives easy. And stay clear o f — " 

But Rimmer was already climbing 
back into the Eagle and revving the 
motor to swing toward the take-off 
line. Craig leaned against the slip-
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stream, his nerves eerily cold. 
" I wish I hadn't said yes," he 

growled. "I 've got a fee l ing—" 
The rest was drowned in the surg-

ing roar of unleashed power as the 
speedy Eagle whipped down the in-
field and lifted into the air. Birdy 
was shouting into the mike, reading a 
description of the stunts Rimmer was 
scheduled to perform. The words 
boomed out into the packed grand-
stand and flatted back in crashing 
echoes. 

The Eagle banked and came back 
over the field, climbing steadily, get-
ting altitude. It vanished into the 
face of the sun and reappeared, higher 
and smaller. The roar of its engine 
dwindled to a high, distant drone. 

N o w the plane was no more than a 
speck, insignificant beneath the mon-
strous Thunderbird cloud, circling 
steadily up toward it. 

"Keep out of that cloud, you f o o l ! " 
Craig shouted, unaware that he cried 
the words aloud. 

At seven thousand the plane was 
suddenly swallowed by the floor of the 
cloud. A moment later its whispering 
drone was muted. Cold perspiration 
broke out of Craig's forehead and ran 
down his face. He stared up until his 
neck muscles ached. 

The dragging seconds were eterni-
ties while he waited for Rimmer's 
ship to reappear. A sudden sharp pain 
in his arm made him look down. Mona 
Lacy was unconsciously gripping the 
flesh with tense fingers, her face 
drawn and deathly pale as she stared 
upward. As if sensing an event out of 
the ordinary, the murmur of the 
crowd died away to tense silence. 

Suddenly the Eagle burst back out 
of the cloud. Craig started, let out 
his breath and then caught it again. 
Something was wrong. The ship was 
coming down in a narrowing spiral 
and the roar of its motor reached his 
ears as a thin, high, terrible scream. 
The spiral tightened until the nose 
was boring straight down and the tail 
assembly whipped behind in a deadly 
circle. 

"He's spinning!" Mona cried, half-
sobbing. "Stick ahead! Stick ahead 
and left rudder!" 

Somewhere nearby, a voice cried, 
"Oh, G o d ! Oh, G o d ! " over and over 
and groans burst f rom the packed 
stands. Down the field, men were 
racing toward the waiting ambulance 
and crash wagon. Craig tore his eyes 
away f rom the spinning ship and 
seized at Mona's shoulders. 

"Stay c lear!" he yelled. "Whatever 
happened to him happened in that 
cloud. I'm going up." 

BE F O R E she could protest, he was 
running across the sod toward 

the waiting Bullet, waving for 
Groundhog to race through the props. 

The Eagle was only a thousand feet 
up now, screaming down toward mid-
field beyond any possibility of escape. 
It struck at the instant the Bullet's 
warm cylinders caught fire. There 
was an earth-shattering roar and the 
Eagle vanished in a mushroom of 
smoke and dust. The mushroom was 
still growing when the first terrible 
tongues of flame spurted out from the 
wreckage to complete the destruction. 

Craig jammed both throttles ahead. 
The Bullet lunged for the runway, 
taking off heedlessly cross-wind in a 
thunder of incredible speed and 
power. Craig looked back and down 
only once, to see the black wave of 
the crowd burst its barriers and surge 
out toward the flaming coffin that had 
been a plane. Then he set his teeth 
and turned his eyes up toward the 
waiting black maw of the Thunder-
bird above him. 

At seven thousand feet the Bullet 
rocketed up into the cloud like an 
explosion with wings. The cold, gray 
wall of mist closed in around Craig, 
plucking at the wingtips with sentient 
fingers, shredding away from the slip-
stream in writhing coils. Hard-eyed 
and grim, he held the climb until the 
lighter gray of the cloud's ceiling 
showed over the Bullet's nose and the 
plane trembled near stalling speed. 
Then he levelled off and began to whip 
back and forth through the cloud. 

Craig had no idea what he might 
see. But Otto Rimmer had flown up 
into the dark belly of the Thunder-
bird and had come spinning out to 
flaming destruction. Something had 
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caused that spin. Craig couldn't be-
lieve it was caused by a thing that 
could not exist. Last night Petey 
Olson had fallen from this same 
cloud, apparently murdered by some-
thing. But until he could see and 
fight a supernatural being for him-
self, Craig still thought in terms of 
"someone," rather than "something." 

Cloud phantoms danced away from 
the plane's nose and shut in behind. 
Up and down, back and forth, Craig 
kicked the superb ship around and 
around, his head kept turning end-
lessly, searching the cloud walls. 
W h e n he burst up into the clear air 
above, he quickly dived down again. 

What had caused the spin? Unless 
Otto Rimmer had been unconscious or 
dead, he could have pulled out of it 
in ample time to land safely. Had he 
deliberately crashed, his overstrained 
nerves driving him to suicide? Craig 
dismissed that thought the moment 
it was born. Otto Rimmer was not 
the suicide type. Like Olson, Otto 
was murdered. 

Craig saw it at that instant and his 
nerves froze. It was only half-visible, 
distorted by the wraiths of f og and 
too far away to be clearly visible. At 
first glance he thought it was a gigan-
tic eagle winging its way through the 
cloud. The he saw that this was too 
immense for any natural bird. 

The vast wings spread twenty feet 
f rom the thick gray-black body, mo-
tionless as the impossible creature 
soared gently. Tucked up close to the 
great belly were two ugly talons, 
blood-red, as though freshly stained. 

But it was the head of the thing that 
made Craig yell aloud. For just a 
fleeting moment he saw an unmistak-
able human head and bearded human 
face above that bird-body. Then the 
weird phantom folded its great wings 
and plummeted down out of sight in 
the cloud mass. 

Cursing, sweating, trembling, Craig 
kicked the plane around in a tight turn 
and roared in pursuit. He tried to find 
the spot of the creature's disappear-
ance, but in the thick cloud all direc-
tions were the same. Though he sent 
the plane roaring back and forth for 
ten minutes, he saw nothing. The 

monstrosity, whatever it had been, 
had utterly vanished. 

Craig flipped the Bullet over and 
sent it screaming down out of the 
cloud, reluctantly abandoning the 
search. His palms were slippery 
against the rubber grip of the control 
stick and his knees trembled with re-
action. The thing he had seen could 
not exist, but he had seen it—the 
Thunderbird itsel f ! 

CR A I G dropped the Bullet onto the 
field, as close to the surging 

crowd as he dared, and tunneled his 
way through to the center of the mob. 

Chemicals from the crash wagon had 
beaten down the flames. Men with 
asbestos gloves and wet towels over 
their faces were tugging at the twisted 
wreckage to get at the pitiful bundle 
of charred rags that had so recently 
been the spitting, hissing core of those 
flames. The ambulance stood close by. 
Beyond it, a wrecker f rom the Thun-
derbird garage waited to hook onto 
the half-imbedded tangle of debris 
and haul it away f rom the sight and 
memory of those who must keep fly-
ing. 

Mona Lacy came out of the circling 
crowd and clung to Craig's arm, 
trembling violently. Barnett and 
Groundhog stared at him with white, 
sick faces and then looked away. 

Craig took Mona's arm and pulled 
her back out o f the crowd. W o r d -
lessly he boosted her into the Bullet 's 
cockpit and taxied across to the 
school, away f r o m the crowd and the 
wreckage. The sun was setting, a 
blood-red ball on the western horizon, 
painting the belly o f the Thunderbird 
cloud with dripping crimson as they 
climbed out on the apron and went 
into the office. 

"D id you find anything?" Mona 
whispered. 

"Yeah," Craig said flatly, and de-
scribed his experience. 

" N i c k ! " Mona clutched at his arm, 
her face stark-white. "Nick , what was 
it? What could it have been but the 
—the thing that can't exist? Nick, do 
you think there really i s—" 

" I don't know," Craig stated, his 
eyes blank. " I don't know. T w e n t y -
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f our hours ago, I 'd have called the 
booby-hatch on anyone w h o said a 
c loud could come to l i fe . T h i s morn-
ing I was ready to believe Olson 's 
b o d y was dropped f r o m a motor less 
gl ider , soaring on those thermals in-
side the c loud. It 's still possible, but 
a g l ider doesn't look like what I saw. 
I 'm finding it harder and harder to do, 
yet I must stick to reality. I 've got 
to keep thinking I saw on ly a clever 
trick of some kind." 

" I wish I could think so , " said Mona, 
shuddering. 

" S o do I , " he admitted. 

C H A P T E R I V 

Last Warning 

CR A I G sank into the chair behind 
the littered desk and dropped his 

face into his hands. His vo ice came 
muffled through his fingers. 

" I ' m almost ready to go up on Thun-
der K n o b and ask the hermit to sub-
lease part of his cave and accept m y 
apolog ies . " 

He raised his head and his dazed 
eyes fell on a sheet of paper propped 
against a plane model . He snatched 
it up, stared at the lines of crude 
printing in b lood-red paint that 
marched across the sheet, at the crude 
emblem of the Thunderb i rd that 
f ormed a signature. Mona came 
around and read it over his shoulder. 

Craig, this is your final warning. Call off 
the air meet at once. Unless you im-
mediately cancel the sea race scheduled for 
tomorrow afternoon and send the pilots 
away, you and every flier entered in that 
race will suffer the same fate as Otto Rim-
mer. The Thunderbird has spoken. Take 
warning and live. Disregard this and die. 

He crumpled the sheet as Mona 
turned away and walked to the win-
dow. She stood for a long minute, 
staring out at the crimson sunset. A t 
last she turned. Her face was white 
and drawn. 

" D o as it says," she ordered weari ly. 
"Call off the show and the big race. 
Take the money we put up for prizes 
and pay the expenses those pi lots in-

curred in coming here. It 's the only 
honest thing to do, Nick . W e can't 
g o on like this, murder ing innocent 
men and boys by our stubbornness. 
I ' l l g o back t o — " 

There suddenly appeared a hot flame 
in the depths of Craig 's eyes. 

" N o , we won ' t g ive u p ! If the 
Thunderbird exists, then giving up 
won ' t save others f r o m fac ing the same 
death another time. I f this is all a 
murderous hoax, quitt ing wi l l on ly 
help a killer accompl ish his sinister 
purpose. Give me a f e w hours to w o r k 
on this, Mona. I want to run down 
an idea or two of my own. If I haven't 
made any headway by morning , y o u 
can cancel ." 

" B u t what could a human killer be 
trying to ac compl i sh? " she ob jected . 
" H o w could anyone profit by making 
us call off a per fec t ly innocent air 
meet? Or is someone try ing to bank-
rupt the s c h o o l ? " 

"That ' s what I don't know. If I 
could guess that, I 'd have the whole 
answer. I checked this morning and 
couldn 't find any record of anyone 
every trying to buy out the school . 
W e aren't stepping on any competi -
tor's toes. A s far as I can find out, 
there's no trace of mineral wealth that 
would make anybody want the land 
here. A n d the equipment the school 
owns would just about pay off the 
current indebtedness at a forced sale. 
I don't see how anybody profits by 
these kil l ings." 

" N o ? " Groundhog Ryan said sav-
agely f r om the doorway. " Y o u should 
see that fat slug, Banker W e e m s , 
strutting around counting admission 
receipts. T h e biggest day the fair ever 
had before was four thousand people. 
T o d a y there was close to eleven thou-
sand. A f t e r this crash, there'll prob-
ably be twenty thousand jamming in 
tomorrow. A n d most of the profits 
go right into his pocket . " 

Craig sighed. " I f W e e m s could fly 
and hadn't been standing in plain sight 
all the while Otto was up, I 'd say y o u 
had something, Groundhog . " He rose 
wearily, his face deep-l ined and hag-
gard. " W h y don't y o u g o rest up a 
little, Mona? I 've got to arrange a 
couple of unpleasant matters. Pete 
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Olson 's b o d y has to be shipped home, 
and I 've go t to bundle up Otto 's per-
sonal e f fects and see if there are any 
relatives to be notif ied." 

W J ^ T I T H Mona in a r o o m at the 
w w dormitory and Groundhog off 

on an errand, Craig went back to the 
rear of the hangar and rummaged 
through the desk that had been Rim-
mer's headquarters between classes. 
He f ound nothing there bnt papers 
pertaining to school work . He left it 
to plod weari ly up to the room Rim-
mer had occupied in the dormitory . 
T h e students were gone and the place 
was a dark, empty shell in the deepen-
ing dusk. 

Out to sea, searchlights threw wink-
ing penci ls across the dark sky. Craig 
f r o w n e d at the unaccustomed sight. 
Then he remembered the Nazi U-boat 
supposedly lurking out there some-
where, cr ippled, and the destroyer 
squadron detailed to patrol the area 
Funny, he thought, h o w important a 
war seems until you get a little in-
significant murder or two close to 
home to c rowd it out of your mind. 

H e went up the echoing stairs, past 
the c losed door of the room where 
Mona was resting, and snapped on the 
l ight in Otto Rimmer 's cubbyhole . For 
twenty minutes he worked at his gr im 
job, pil ing an assortment of c lothing, 
books, letters and personal ef fects on 
the bed. He skimmed through some of 
the letters hastily in an ef fort to learn 
the names of relatives to be notified. 
A l l of them were business letters. 

A s he worked, Craig tried to think 
constructively of the tragedies and 
their possible cause, but his mind felt 
numb. He could see only visions of 
Otto Rimmer c l imbing into his ship 
for the last long flight, or stumbling 
across the misty flying field with the 
crimson symbol of the Thunderbird 
on his forehead. 

Abrupt ly Craig sti f fened and his 
breath whistled out. From the hangar 
next door came the sudden, shattering 
roar of a motor . W h o could be start-
ing a plane n o w ? Groundhog had 
gone to town and Barnett was sup-
posedly taking care of the wreck de-
tails. 

W h i r l i n g , Craig raced back d o w n 
the hall and out into the darkness. 
Light poured through the open hangar 
door, throwing a go lden rectangle 
across the concrete apron. A s Craig 
pounded toward that light, with terror 
clutching at his heart and strangling 
his breath, the roar deepened to an 
echoing thunder. 

A blue-and-white bulk trundled out 
of the open hangar door and across 
the rectangle of light. Craig yel led 
incoherently. For a single instant, 
the light had fallen on the familiar 
lines of Mona Lacy 's monocoupe and 
on the dark, shapeless figure in the 
pilot 's seat. Then the plane was be-
yond the light, racing out across the 
dark field with growing speed. 

The tail l i fted, then the wheels. T h e 
light plane hung for a moment, quick-
ly roared upward, its exhaust trailing 
a blue flame across the first winking 
stars of evening. T h e flame-trail cir-
cled back, turned and turned again, 
c l imbing in a tight spiral up toward 
the dark, sullen mass of the T h u n -
derbird overhead. Mona Lacy, flying 
her ship up into the deadly cloud. . . . 

" I t can't be M o n a ! " Craig cried 
aloud, a cold kni fe of agony in his 
heart. "Somebody ' s stealing her ship." 

He raced back into the dormitory . 
T h e closed door of her room slammed 
open under the impact of his frantic 
drive. He stumbled into darkness. 
His fingers found the l ightswitch and 
a sobbing breath tore f r om his lips. 

TH E room was empty. T h e bed still 
showed the faint imprint of her 

body . In the center of it lay a sheet of 
paper, covered with lines of b lood-red 
lettering. Craig snatched the paper, 
stared wi ld ly at the crude scrawl. 

Craig, send the pilots away and cancel 
the air meet at once, or you will never see 
her again. She is beyond your reach, in 
the kingdom of the Thunderbird. 

Snarling curses, Craig jammed the 
message into his pocket and raced out. 
Overhead, the m o n o c o u p e was faint ly 
visible in the twi l ight g l o w that still 
touched the bot tom of the c louds. 
Even as he f o u n d it, the ship whipped 
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up into the dark streamers of mist and 
vanished. A moment later the faint 
drone of the motor died, muffled by 
the cloud. 

Craig stood frozen, staring upward, 
clenched fists driving the fingernails 
deep into his palms, perspiration shin-
ing on his set face. Mona was gone, 
up into the cloud that had given death 
to two others. Suddenly Craig knew 
that her l i fe and safety meant the 
world to him, though he had known 
her less than twelve hours. 

T h e monocoupe came shrieking 
back out of the cloud, spinning down 
as Otto Rimmer's ship had spun, drag-
ging the tight spiral of its exhaust 
flare down through the deepening 
darkness toward the field below. Craig 
knew only vaguely that he was run-
ning across the field through the dark-
ness, yelling. 

The spinning plane struck a thou-
sand feet away f rom him with a crash 
that seemed to shatter his own heart 
to bits. 

This time there was no fire. Craig 
ran through the settling dust clouds 
and tore at the tangled wreckage. The 
impact had driven the motor back 
through the cabin, leaving a ghastly 
jumble of metal where the pilot's seat 
had been. He staggered back. 

The wrecked cabin was empty ! 
The crash wagon screamed up out-

s i d e. Searchlights illumined the 
wreckage. Craig straightened, his 
eyes deadly cold and his face grim. 
Groundhog Ryan stumbled around to 
grab his arms. 

"Nick , what happened? Where is 
she? Did she jump before the crash?" 

Craig shook his head. "No , she 
didn't jump. I was watching every 
minute. I 'd have been able to see a 
chute. A person jumping without one 
would have landed within a few yards 
of the plane. She went up, but she 
didn't come down." 

" A r e you nuts?" Groundhog shook 
him, his eyes worried. " W h e r e is 
she?" 

"Up in the Thunderbird." 
Trotting back across the dark field 

toward the hangar, with Groundhog 
mumbling and cursing beside him, 
Craig felt his horror-frozen mind be-

ginning to thaw and think again. Con-
structive, sane thoughts began to stir 
across the screen of his brain. 

"Get on the phone," he ordered 
Groundhog suddenly. "Locate Doc 
Ramon for me, wherever he is, and 
hold him until I get to the office. I 
want to talk to him, but I 've got to go 
up to Otto's room first. I 'm beginning 
to understand things I overlookd be-
fore." 

He pounded up to the room where 
Otto Rimmer's possessions still lay 
heaped on the bed. For a moment he 
pawed through the pile, his lips mov-
ing. 

"Undershirts, d r a w e r s , handker-
chiefs, socks, ties, shoe polish and 
brushes, comb. . . ." 

He whirled to the tin wastebasket 
and dug out empty cartons that had 
recently contained new tubes of 
toothpaste and shaving cream. He 
gasped, searched the room for the 
fresh tubes Otto had evidently just 
bought. W h e n he couldn't find them 
anywhere, he raced out the door. 

GR O U N D H O G surrendered the 
telephone as he burst into the o f -

fice. Craig snatched the instrument, 
digging in his pocket at the same time 
for the two wadded messages that had 
been left by the Thunderbird. 

"Doc , tell me something," he panted 
when a voice answered. "You remem-
ber that figure of the Thunderbird 
drawn in blood on Rimmer's fore-
head? W h i c h direction did it face— 
left or r ight?" 

" H u h ? " Dr. Ramon s o u n d e d 
startled. " W h y , let me see. . . .To 
the right, I believe. . . .Yes, to the 
right. W h y ? " 

"Te l l you later," Craig exulted and 
hung up. 

As Groundhog stared, he spread the 
two messages on the desk. The crude 
signature emblem on each, the rough 
sketch of a winged figure with its 
satanic human face, faced to the left . 

"That proves my theory ! " Craig 
said triumphantly. "Groundhog, do 
you know exactly where the hermit's 
cave is on Thunder K n o b ? " 

"Approximately. It's right under 
the edge of the cloud on this side. 
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Y o u can locate it by a big rock finger 
that juts up above it. Kids used to 
c l imb pretty near that high and ride 
d o w n the trail on their bikes until 
s omebody got hurt and the town put 
a stop to it. But the trail is good . 
W h y ? " 

" I s there room to land a ship on the 
k n o b ? " 

" N o t safely, but the top, up inside 
the cloud, is fairly flat and smooth. 
W i l l y landed there once on a bet, 
when he was tight, but I 'd hate to try 
it sober." 

"Get the Bullet out and warmed to 
go up right away. I'll be ready in ten 
minutes. H u r r y ! " 

He snatched up the telephone again. 
"Have you placed any long distance 

calls f r om this number in the past 
three days? Y o u have? Get me the 
name and address of the party right 
away. Then connect me with the 
F.B.I , in Washington , D. C." 

Several minutes later the Bullet 
chased the ye l low spears of its land-
ing lights across the dark field and 
thundered skyward in a relentless, 
soaring leap. Craig snapped off the 
l ights the moment he was in the air. 
He looked back along the tail surfaces 
to where the dwindl ing figure of 
Groundhog Ryan stood in the hangar 
door. 

He turned back, his eyes cold, and 
slammed the twin throttles full ahead. 
T h e engines exploded into roaring 
thunder and his shoulders pressed 
against the padded back rest of the 
seat. On the dashboard, the air speed 
needle went crazy. Craig slid the 
cockpit cover back and chill night air 
slashed at his exposed face. 

He threw the Bullet into a c l imbing 
turn and the sprawled lights of the 
fairground wheeled off the left w ing -
tip. Then the lights were gone and 
he was rocketing into darkness, f o l -
lowing the dark shadow of the 
Thunderbird overhead to a rendez-
vous with horror. 

The black hulk of Thunder Knob 
reared up beyond the plane's nose, 
cutting off the stars in its c l imb up 
into the hanging cloud. Craig eased 
back on the stick and the Bul let 
roared up the face of the rock and into 

the curtain o f gray mist above. T h e 
landing l ights snapped on and lances 
of l ight washed up over the we i rd 
tangle of rocks. 

Something moved in the l ight and 
was gone, too quick ly to be identif ied 
as man, beast or wraith. Craig 's l ips 
thinned and his eyes narrowed. H e 
touched the pocket of his flying coat, 
was c omfor ted by the flat bulk of his 
forty-f ive automatic. He no longer 
had any i l lusions about what he was 
go ing to meet. 

C H A P T E R V 

The Thunderbird 

TH E light puddle washed up, 
grayed by the thickening c loud, 

and swept out over the flat top of the 
Knob. Craig wheeled the plane, s tudy-
ing the rocky table. Landing was im-
possible f r o m three sides. On the 
fourth, he could only drop in and pray 
that the ship could be stopped b e f o r e 
it s l ipped off the far side into the 
depths below. 

He circled* and cut the motors to a 
burbling whisper, r iding the whist l ing 
night wind down over the hungry , 
reaching rocks, k icking right and le f t 
rudder alternately to kill f o rward 
speed. T h e Bullet , its stubby w i n g s 
built more f or speed than support , 
settled fast—too fast. He could never 
stop in time. 

T h e rock came up and met the wheels 
with a gr inding thud. He dragged the 
tail down hard, cut the switches and 
clawed at the brake lever. His breath 
whist led through set teeth as he saw 
the sharp rim of the far side racing 
toward him in the g l o w of the landing 
lights. He was go ing far too fast to 
stop in time, but too s l ow to regain 
support speed if he went over. 

Craig braced himself against the in-
strument panel with his le f t hand, 
kicked le f t rudder hard and jerked the 
le ft wheel brake ful l on. T h e Bullet 
lurched to the left , skidded s ickening-
ly and piled over s ideward onto its 
wingt ip in a desperate ground loop . 
Craig f ought the plane's e f forts to rol l 
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along the line of its initial progress. 
The ship struck a rock, bounded, 

came down with a crash of snapping 
strut and crumpling wing. It halted 
with one wingtip overhanging the 
black depths. 

Craig pawed perspiration from his 
forehead, unsnapped the webbed belt 
and climbed out. For a moment the 
solid rock underfoot seemed to heave 
with his reeling sense. He steadied 
himself, caught his breath and got a 
flashlight out of the cockpit. Then he 
moved across the flat table rock 
toward the edge that faced the flying 
school, toward the side where Kree-
vitz, the mad hermit, had his cave. 

Craig found a spot where the rocks 
were fairly open and a faint semblance 
of a trail led downward. Beside this 
trail, a pile of broken granite frag-
ments offered a shelter. He let him-
self down off the rim and crouched in 
pitchy darkness behind those boul-
ders, listening. 

He waited five minutes that seemed 
five hours before he heard the furtive 
scrape of footsteps on the trail below. 
There was no light, but the steps came 
on without hesitation or stumbling. 
Craig held his breath until a darker 
shape stirred against the stars, moving 
up the trail beside the rocks. Then he 
snapped on the light and sprang out. 

"A l l right, Kreevitz ! Hold it right 
there, or I'll use this ! " 

He let the sheen of the automatic 
show in the flashlight's beam. The 
madman shrieked and cowered back, 
dirty clawed hands pushed out before 
his bearded face to ward off the 
menace. 

"I didn't go back again," he whim-
pered, recognizing Craig. " I stayed 
away f rom your place, like you told 
me. It was the Thunderbird himself 
w h o — " 

" W h e r e is she?" Craig interrupted 
harshly. "Have you got her tied up 
in your cave? Take me there right 
away." 

The hermit squirmed back, shaking 
violently. 

" I don't know what you mean. I 
never went near your place." 

" I told you what this would do to 
you," Craig snarled, shoving the gun 

down into the light, waving it before 
the mad, glittering eyes. " W i l l you 
tell the truth, or must I show you 
what this will d o ? " 

" I ' l l te l l ! " Kreevitz shrieked. "She's 
there, in the cave. But I didn't take 
her. The Thunderbird brought her 
and told me to take care of her until 
tomorrow." 

W M 7 H I M P E R I N G and shaking, he 
w w scuttled away down the trail 

with Craig at his heels, swung in be-
hind a towering rock finger. Craig's 
flashlight showed the dark mouth of 
a cave. It was shallow, less than six 
feet deep. 

Mona Lacy lay bound and gagged 
against the rock wall at the back, be-
side the tangle of filthy rags that was 
the hermit's bed. Her eyes widened 
and lost their gleam of terror at the 
sound of Craig's voice. 

He pushed past the frightened luna-
tic and freed her with quick slashes of 
his jackknife blade. 

"Mona , are you all r ight? " he asked, 
sick with dread. 

" I 'm all right, Nick, only scared to 
death. But, Nick, I saw the Thunder-
bird ! Oh, he was a ghastly, hor-
rible. . . ." 

Her startled shriek sent Craig 
whipping around, grabbing for the 
gun he had put back into his pocket. 
He caught a glimpse of Kreevitz, 
shrinking back in babbling terror 
f rom a gigantic bird-thing whose 
great black body entirely filled the 
entrance to the cave. He saw one 
enormous wing sweep inward toward 
him. Then the knobby shoulder of 
that wing struck him and he want 
down into c loying darkness, with the 
shriek of the hermit's mad laughter 
in his ears. 

He regained consciousness moments 
later to find himself bound beside 
Mona on the floor of the flashlight il-
lumined c a v e . The Thunderbird 
towered in the cave's mouth. T h e 
mad hermit danced on the ledge be-
hind it, gesturing and babbling wi ld-

Craig could get a better look at the 
grotesque bird-creature now. He saw 
the bearded human face with co ld ly 
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glittering eyes above the bulk of dark, 
glistening plumage that formed the 
bird-body. The creature was sitting 
on the rock floor, its ugly stained 
talons drawn up close to its thick 
middle. 

The Thunderbird looked at Craig's 
open eyes and spoke in a thick snarl. 

"You were warned, Craig. What 
must happen to you and the girl now 
can only be blamed on your own stub-
bornness." 

Craig's lips twisted in a sneer of 
contempt. 

" W h y don't you take off the false 
beard and feathers, now that you've 
got us, Ot to? " 

Mona drew a sharp, sobbing breath 
beside him. 

"Otto? But Otto is dead. I saw 
nim die, burned in the plane crash. 

"Not Otto," Craig corrected grimly. 
"You saw the dead body of poor Ted-
dy Ciper being systematically burned 
beyond recognition. Am I right, Otto 
Franz Von Rimmer?" 

The eerie figure stirred. A human 
arm poked out from under one black 
wing and ripped away the tangle of 
black beard. The square face of Otto 
Rimmer twisted sardonically. 

"Very clever. How did you get so 
shrewd all of a sudden?" 

CR A I G kept his eyes on the pilot's, 
taunting face. 

" B y waking up to evidence I nearly 
missed. This morning you sliced 
yourself up very carefully and used 
some of your own blood to paint that 
Thunderbird on your forehead, before 
staggering back to the school to spread 
your terror build-up. But you made 
a little mistake, Otto. You used a 
mirror when you drew the Thunder-
bird. Naturally the mirror reversed 
the image, so you drew the emblem 
on yourself facing to the right. All 
the other Thunderbird emblems faced 
the left. That started me thinking. 

" I remembered how Clem Sone, the 
batman, used to play the fairs and 
carnivals, jumping out of a plane and 
gliding down a few thousand feet on 
big canvas wings, making himself a 
human glider. I figured the same 

stunt, with better wings, should en-
able a man to stay aloft on those 
strong thermals in the cloud. He 
could jump out of a plane that was set 
to crash and ride the air currents right 
back to the top of Thunder Knob, hid-
den in the cloud the whole way. 

" I could see how a man could do 
that, Otto, but not how he could 
swoop down to earth, snatch up a body 
and fly back into the sky. You claimed 
you saw the Thunderbird do that with 
Olsen's body. You wanted to make 
your story good, to build up plenty of 
fear, but you made it too good . Once 
that reversed drawing on your fore-
head set off my suspicions, I could see 
how wild your story really was. 

"Then, too, you were the one flier 
who was always missing when the 
mysterious happenings o c c u r r e d , 
though you probably figured on your 
own 'death' covering that. And you 
made one silly little mistake." 

" Y e a h ? " Rimmer s a i d heavily. 
"What was that?" 

" W h e n you got ready to disappear, 
you stuck your razor, shaving cream, 
toothbrush and toothpaste in your 
pocket, Otto. I wouldn't have noticed 
it if I hadn't been suspicious of you. 
But when I couldn't find any of those 
articles in your room, I was sure you 
had left with the intention of holing 
up somewhere." 

"Pretty smart," Rimmer snarled. 
"What else do you k n o w ? " 

" I know you dropped Olsen's body 
from a two-place glider that you 
probably launched over the rim of 
Thunder Knob, into the air currents. 
I also know you faked your own crash 
with Ciper's body. Y o u probably had 
it hidden in the Eagle, with gasoline 
spread all over it to guarantee a fire 
that would make the body unrecogniz-
able. 

" Y o u flew up, set the controls for 
a spin and jumped out to ride those 
plastic bird-wings through the cloud 
to the Knob, while we thought it was 
you crashing and burning. But w h y ? 
W h y did you have to kill those two 
k ids?" 

" I didn't want to kill anybody. I 
only wanted to scare the pilots away 
f rom the meet, but those two dumm-
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kopfs hiked up the ridge this after-
noon and saw the rails where I 
launched the glider. They were too 
far away to tell what they were, so 
they took pictures. They were going 
to tell you about it, study the pictures 
and then climb higher to investigate. 
I had to get them out of the way be-
fore they talked." 

" A n d you rode back, probably on a 
motorcycle ," Craig added grimly. 
"You flew Mona's ship up for a crash 
tonight, so I 'd think she was either 
dead, or a prisoner of the phantom. 
You took a chance, gliding back to the 
Knob in the dark on those trick wings, 
Otto." 

RI M M E R drew himself up stiffly. 

" I t was easy to one trained as I 
was in der Fuehrer's air service. I 
learned to fly in gliders. It was there 
that I developed these light plastic 
wings." 

" W h y did he do i t? " Mona Lacy 
asked bewilderedly. 

" I can guess," Craig said. "Tel l me 
if I'm right, Otto. You're a spy, aren't 
you—a Nazi Fifth Columnist, one of a 
number planted around air schools to 
keep track of the growth of America's 
air service?" 

Mona gasped as Rimmer glared 
without answering. From the mouth 
of the cave, the bearded face of Kree-
vitz, the hermit, gaped in. Craig 
rushed on desperately, focusing at-
tention on his words, while behind his 
back his hands frantically sawed the 
binding cords against a jagged sliver 
of rock. 

"Day before yesterday, the British 
crippled a Nazi sub a few miles out, 
but lost it when darkness fell. The 
authorities figured the sub would 
either make repairs in the night and 
get away, or head down toward the 
Indies where there's supposed to be 
a secret base. Destroyers patrolled 
the neutrality zone along the coast as 
a matter of policy. They didn't see 
anything. 

" I 'm guessing the sub didn't hit to 
sea at all, but took a desperate chance 
and came inshore to hide among the 
sand banks of Beam Shoals. Dis-
covery, of course, meant capture and 

internment and all sorts of nasty 
complications. The ship was too val-
uable to risk losing, though, so they 
took a chance and hid there. It was 
so far in that not even the Navy 
bothered to hunt those shoals. 

"I ' l l bet the sub is there, right under 
the course we were to fly in our race 
tomorrow. Isn't that right, Otto? 
Isn't that the reason you got sudden 
orders f rom Bund headquarters yes-
terday to stop our air race at all costs? 
I got a report of a call tonight that 
F.B.I. Headquarters tells me came 
from your Bund leader." 

Rimmer's eyes glittered and his big 
hands reached out in eager claws. 

" I t is there, but by tomorrow night 
they will have made repairs and put 
to sea! Meanwhile your swine of 
sailors do not credit its captain with 
the courage to come right in against 
your coast. They hunt him miles at 
sea. And when your bodies drop from 
the clouds in the morning, with the 
mark of the Thunderbird on your 
foreheads, there will be no race. Our 
ship will be safe." 

Craig's lips twisted into a grin. 
"Sorry to disappoint you, Otto, but 

that hum you hear out over the sea 
isn't a swarm of locusts. That's our 
swine of a navy on wings, Otto, cov-
ering the course of our race with flares 
and searchlights, backed by a destroy-
er or two below. I'm afraid your ef-
forts were in vain, as your Big Boss' 
plottings are going to be eventually." 

Wi th an incoherent snarl of fury, 
Rimmer launched himself at Craig, 
the bloody steel talons clenched in his 
hands. At the same moment a final 
jab severed the ropes that bound 
Craig's wrists. He twisted aside and 
the raking talons struck sparks f rom 
the rock where he had lain. 

Before Rimmer c o u l d recover, 
Craig lashed out with his still-bound 
feet. Hard heels caught the Nazi in 
the side and sent him staggering back. 
Craig used the moment of respite to 
haul himself erect. 

"Kreevitz ! " he shouted at the gap-
ing, bearded face. "Did you hear 
him? He admitted he isn't the Thun-
derbird, but an imposter. He's been 
fool ing you, profaning the real Thun-
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derbird. Get him! Destroy h im!" 
W i t h a roar of fury, Rimmer re-

covered and tore at Craig, shaking off 
smashing blows to slash at his enemy 
with the deadly talons. Searing agony 
tore across Craig's chest, lanced down 
his left arm in the wake of the knife-
edged claws. He reeled back, numbed 
by the blows. Rimmer then lifted 
the bloody steel for a killing slash 
at Craig's unprotected throat and 
face. 

AT that instant a raging whirlwind 
burst into the cave and landed 

on Rimmer's back. Kreevitz, the mad 
hermit, awakened to jealous rage by 
Craig's words, was attacking the des-
ecrater of his insane religion. Rimmer 
whirled, lunged and battered the 
ragged figure from his back against 
the rock wall. Kreevitz fell heavily, 
moaned and lay still. 

But the moment's respite gave 
Craig time to hop closer and set him-
self. Both fists lashed out with all 
his force behind them. One sank deep 
into Rimmer's middle. The other 
cracked like a pistol shot against the 
big man's jaw. 

Rimmer went backward, off-balance, 
the folded plastic wings dragging and 
tangling around his feet. He stag-

gered bl indly toward the ledge at the 
mouth of the cave, teetered for a 
single sickening instant. Abrupt ly 
he plunged from sight. 

There was a high, broken shriek, dy-
ing away into a single, crunching 
thud far below. 

Craig leaned against the wall, weak 
and dizzy. A t his feet, Kreevitz 
whimpered and scrambled to his feet, 
staring wildly . Apparently he was 
not seriously hurt. 

"Beat it," Craig panted. " I f I know 
Groundhog Ryan, he'll be swarming 
up here with the sheriff and about 
twenty deputies in a little while. If 
they catch you, it'll be too bad. Y o u 
helped me, so I'll help you. If you 
hide and promise never to attack any-
one again, I won't tell about your wor-
shiping a false Thunderbird. N o w 
scram!" 

He watched the pathetic figure 
scuttle away into the darkness. Then 
he turned and his gaze met Mona's 
eyes, g lowing at him f rom her drawn 
face. Some of the weariness went out 
of his shoulders. 

"Besides," he added, " I didn't want 
him around, gaping. I 've got a little 
business to attend to before the others 
come. Mona. . . ." 

" N i c k ! " 
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Officer Truce Didn't Like to 
K i l l - but He Forgot His 
Squeamishness W h e n His 

Partner W a s Trapped! 

A L L I N G Car Seventeen! 
Seventeen! Seventeen! 
Go to Ninth and Harvard! 

Ninth and Harvard! Burglary ! See 
the woman! See the woman! That is 
a l l ! " 

The voice came droning over the 
radio. John Loess, driving the car, 
snorted with disgust. 

"That 's us," he said. "Probably a 
cat got into the w indow box and made 
a noise, and the woman's out on the 
sidewalk in her nighty waiting for 
the coppers to hold her head for her 
until she gets over being scared." 

"It 's a yell for help, Jack," said 
Martin Truce, his co-prowler. "It 's 
our job to answer 'em. And maybe 
there is a robber, and you can kill 
s omebody ! " 

Thus Martin Truce effectually shut 
the mouth of complaining John Loess, 
who had just made headlines in all 
California newspapers by killing his 
third criminal in a gun-fight. They 
were beginning to say that he was a 
modern Wyat t Earpy, a streamlined 
W i l d Bill Hickok, and he was rather 
liking it—or so Martin Truce thought. 

John Loess snorted and gave the 
car the gun. It jumped under them 
both. Loess was a perfect driver, 
could handle any car, even in the Los 
Angeles traffic, probably the world 's 
toughest. That traffic, according to 



68 THRILLING MYSTERY 

L o s Angeles coppers, would whiten 
the hair of the best New York driv-
ers with its speed. 

John Loess knew every short-cut, 
every rule of the road. What he 
didn't know he could guess at. He 
never grazed anybody's fenders, never 
hit a pedestrian, but he scared plenty, 
and he came entirely too close to 
many cars for the comfort of their 
drivers. 

John Loess, at twenty four, was a 
hard, disillusioned young man who 
found little good in anybody, and 
none at all even in petty criminals. 
He liked Martin Truce, however, 
mostly because Truce, an older man, 
with vaster experience behind him, 
didn't hesitate to express his thoughts 
about Loess or anybody else. Martin 
Truce was a straight shooter with 
guns and words. 

The scream of rubber matched the 
wail of the siren. The prowl car took 
the turn into Harvard on two wheels. 
It just missed an old man who dis-
covered, at the last moment, that he, 
who hadn't walked without a cane for 
years, could still jump for his life. 
Martin Truce clucked disapproval. 

" W e l l , I didn't hit him, did I ? " said 
Loess. 

There wasn't a "woman" to see, but 
there was trouble on the corner. T w o 
men were fighting with one man. The 
one man was in pajamas, the two men 
in rough clothes. It was a commen-
tary on the speed of the police that 
Loess and Truce had arrived so hard 
upon the heels of the robbery, what-
ever it had been. The car swung in to 
the curb. The man in pajamas went 
down. The two men whirled toward 
the back of the house before which the 
fight was taking place. 

The man in pajamas, his head cov-
ered with blood, cried out as he col-
lapsed. 

"Don ' t let them get away! Don ' t—" 
The two officers didn't hesitate. 

Their gun hands were already rising 
as they ran across the lawn to the man 
in pajamas. The two guns spoke, at 
the same time. The two running men 
went down. One of them lay very 
still. The other writhed in anguish. 
His moans could be heard easily by 
the two coppers, who now knelt be-

side the man in pajamas. 
" A woman telephoned the pol ice , " 

said Loess, studying the situation. 
"One of the burglars caught her at 
it. Her husband, if that's w h o this 
gent is, then tried to grab and hold 
one or both of the burglars. T h e 
other joined it, and they used their 
'jacks on him." 

TH E Y left the man in pajamas, 
strode to the two men on the 

ground in the shadows between this 
house and its nearest neighbor. 

" I took the one that's still m o v i n g ! " 
said Truce quietly. 

Loess didn't say anything. He 
could sense reproof in the vo ice o f his 
partner. Truce took the weapon of 
the man whose knee-cap he had 
broken. Loess merely grunted. 

"That makes four, e h ? " said Truce. 
"It wasn't necessary. You're a crack 
shot. You could have brought him 
down, same's I did this one." 

" I f you'd done as I did, these lads 
wouldn't have had to be tried in court. 
I saved the county and state plenty 
of time and money." 

"You 've no right to kill every man 
who commits a crime," said Truce. 
" Y o u could have—" 

"I ' l l be commended for it," said 
Loess. " T h e man was a law-breaker. 
A n y other copper would have shot to 
kill." 

"7 d idn ' t ! " 
" Y o u don't think. You could have 

settled the whole case, and made sure 
that neither of these laddybucks ever 
prowled another house." 

"Jack, you're a natural-born k i l ler ! " 
said Martin Truce, soft ly . " Y o u don't 
belong in the pol ice f orce at all. 
You're using it as an excuse to kill, 
do you understand? I've been watch-
ing you, listening to your very heart-
beats. 

" Y o u like to read about yourself 
in the newspapers. So do all bigshot 
gangsters. You 're deadly. So are 
hired murderers. And you can't go to 
the chair, Jack—because you're an 
officer of the law! 

"You ' re using that fact to give 
yourself a right to hunt what some 
people consider the greatest game in 
the world—man! Y o u don't kill to 
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punish, you kill because, as an offi-
cer of the law, you can kill and get 
away with i t ! " 

The face of Jack Loess was white 
in the dim shadows of the alley be-
tween the two houses. He looked 
down at the man he had shot, touched 
him with his foot . 

" K n o w who he is?" he asked. "He 's 
Monk Gowan! Wanted for three kills, 
all done during house prowls. If I 'd 
met him two years ago he wouldn't 
have killed those three people ! He 
rates being killed." 

" T o o easy! " said Truce. " T o o 
easy! His punishment doesn't last 
long enough. Besides, you're keep-
ing an honest judge and jury out of 
work. And something else, far more 
important, you're making Jack Loess 
more of a killer than Monk Gowan. 
And I'm finished with it, Jack! I 'm 
asking for relief. I want to ride with 
a human being again, before I get car-
bunkles on my own consc ience ! " 

Loess stiffened, but his voice was 
calm. 

"Suppose we go on investigating 
this show we're o n ! " 

Truce put the bracelets on the man 
he had wounded, manacled him to the 
iron fence. Then both officers hur-
ried back to the front of the house, 
where the man in pajamas still lay, 
moaning, calling a woman's name. 

"Du l c i e ! Dulc ie ! Du l c i e ! " 
Loess and Truce exchanged glances. 

Then Truce led the way inside. They 
pushed open the outer door, then an 
inner door. The house was filled with 
silence. There were no lights. Truce 
was playing his flash ahead of him. 
He carried his gun in his right hand. 

The pencil of light f rom his flash 
suddenly struck upon a white face, a 
woman's face. It held there for a mo-
ment. Then Loess swung his own 
flash around, found the light switch. 
The room became bright as day. The 
woman on the floor beside the tele-
phone was a young woman, had been 
pretty. Truce knelt beside her, 
touched her heart. 

" D e a d ! " he said grimly. "She must 
have heard the burglars, got up to in-
vestigate, got caught phoning the po-
lice—and been killed by one of the 
thugs ! " 

The woman had been struck a sav-
age b low on the back of the head. It 
had knocked her sprawling. She had 
rolled to her back. She had not known 
what had struck her, perhaps. 

A frantic voice was coming out of 
the telephone, the receiver of which 
was dangling off the overturned 
stand. Truce put the receiver to his 
ear. 

"Th i s is the police," he said. "Give 
me headquarters." 

TH E experts would have to take 
it from here on. W h e n they be-

gan moving in, and Leslie Osman, the 
man In pajamas, started to tell the 
story of how his wife , Dulcie, had got 
up without waking him and walked to 
her death, the prowl-car cops were 
back on routine. 

"Now, Marty, what do you think?" 
said Loess. " I only wish I'd been 
there sooner to drill Monk Gowan. I 'd 
have kept him f rom braining Dulcie 
Osman. I killed him too late—except 
to keep him from killing someone that 
will now go on living. Don't you see? 
If every copper used his head, like I 
d o — " 

" I told you, before you knew what 
had happened there," said Martin 
Truce, "that I'm through. I want a 
human partner, not a killer, do you 
understand? Even the most ghastly 
murderer, Jack, is a human being. 
You're forgetting that. You need 
some dreadful shock to wake you up. 
I don't want to be around when you 
get it." 

" I t wouldn't be," said Loess, "that 
you're slightly jealous because I get 
all the publicity? Because nobody 
ever even writes that there are two 
men in this car?" 

"Pull over to the curb," said Truce. 
Loess did so. "You're going to swal-
low that, here and now," said Truce, 
"or I'm going to break your jaw, do 
you understand? I 'm not pulling 
away from you because you're a 
famous killer, but because you're a 
killer! Also because the honor o f a 
police force is based upon its value 
to the people, not on how many of 
them it can ki l l ! Your kind doesn't 
even belong in uniform." 

"The newspapers won't say s o ! " 
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" T h e y like sensations! But take a 
gander at the reporters themselves 
when they ask you questions. Half 
of them already have you marked as 
a killer who, sooner or later, will kill 
in such a way that you can't hide be-
hind a uni form! Their jobs, the re-
porters' jobs, are stories—but you 
don't see any of them asking you 
home, do you? And I'm waiting for 
that apo logy ! " 

For a long moment the two men 
locked glances. Truce stared into the 
chill black eyes of Jack Loess, study-
ing the man more deeply than he ever 
had before. Loess glared back, and 
for just a moment Martin Truce saw 
in his steel-gray eyes the thing he 
feared—murder. For just a split sec-
ond Loess thought even of killing 
Truce. Truce hoped to God he had 
been wrong, but he feared that he was 
not. He got out of the car then, 
slammed the door with finality. 

" Y o u can tell headquarters what-
ever story you like," said Truce. " I 
mean what I've just told you so much 
that I 'm risking my badge to keep 
from spending the rest of this cruise 
with you. That ought to mean some-
thing to you, but probably doesn 't ! " 

Martin Truce walked away. John 
Loess stared after him. Then he sat 
for a long time behind the wheel of 
the car, thinking—and finding him-
self becoming afraid. If there were 
one person on earth whom he re-
spected, it was Martin Truce, who had 
just walked out on him. W a s Truce 
right about him, Jack Loess? W a s 
he an innate killer? 

"Why don't I ever worry about the 
men I've killed?" he suddenly asked 
himself, and with realization that he 
never had, that he was untouched not 
only by his shooting of Monk Gowan 
tonight, but by the death of the wom-
an, Dulcie Osman, a chill hand of ter-
ror gripped at his heart. 

" I s Marty r ight?" he asked himself. 
" I f I weren't a cop would I, sooner 
or later, be like Monk Gowan?" 

He recalled that before becoming a 
cop he had wanted to join some for -
eign army, to get into war somewhere. 
Had that been because the urge to 
kill was in him? 

It was something he had to fight out 

with himself. A cold anger at him-
self, as Martin Truce for criticizing 
him in spite of the fact that he had 
slain in line of duty, laid hold of him. 
Whi l e it lasted, he did not hear the 
voice over the radio, or think of his 
uniform. 

It was as though a curtain of red 
had dropped over his thoughts. He 
drove the police car at a terrific speed. 
He seemed to be taking huge chances, 
though he was too good a driver for 
even on reflexes alone to be dangerous. 
He drove south on Harvard, traveling 
like the wind. 

l ^ ^ O T until he was in an area of 
1 * comparative darkness did he re-
alize that he had been fo l lowed, ever 
since he had left the Osman home, 
probably, by a car as well driven as 
his own. He set about losing that 
car. It clung to him doggedly . 

And then, when he had driven into 
a stretch of street where there was 
no danger of collision, he discovered 
that the other driver had an even bet-
ter, faster car. For it suddenly 
whipped in against him, on the left, 
and crowded him to the curb. 

He wouldn't have given an inch for 
anybody, but he had seen the muzzle 
of an automatic pointing at him, from 
the back seat of the pursuing car. 
There were several men in the car, 
three in the back seat. T w o in the 
front, including the driver. 

He could drill some of those men, 
certainly, but in the end they'd get 
him, if they wanted him so desperate-
ly that they were going to take such 
dreadful chances. Besides, he couldn't 
drive at such a high speed, trying to 
avoid collision all the time, and shoot 
with any degree of accuracy. 

He swung over to the curb, brakes 
screaming, rubber smearing the con-
crete. He jumped out, intending to 
take cover behind the car, fight it out 
f rom there. There hadn't been time 
to summon help. Nor was there any 
chance now. 

The other men knew exactly what 
they were doing and were will ing to 
pay whatever the price might be. John 
Loess was covered by four automat-
ics before he could even get into posi-
tion to start shooting. He swore bit-
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terly, not at his attackers, not at him-
self, but at Martin Truce. If Marty 
had stuck with him, instead of walk-
ing off like a sulking child, he'd have 
seen the pursuing car, and they could 
have made a fight of it. 

"Take it easy, copper," said a rasp-
ing voice. " T h e Boss wants you alive, 
see? We ' l l sort of shoot off a f e w 
arms and legs if we have to, but we're 
taking you in kicking, understand? 
He wants you bad. He's a great guy, 
the Boss. 

"Per fect ly wil l ing for three-four of 
his boys, os boys here, to get killed, 
just to get the 'modern Wyatt Earp', 
if necessary. And I'm sure you 
wouldn't want to kill any of us, would 
you? You never like to kill anybody, 
not real ly !" 

He should have started shooting, of 
course, but he hadn't. And now, when 
he thought of broken legs and arms— 
he knew without testing the knowl-
edge that these lads could put their 
bullets right where they wanted to 
put them—he didn't open fire. It 
wasn't lack of courage, but sound good 
sense. 

" Y o u can't kidnap coppers and get 
away with it," he said. 

" W e ' r e doing it," said the rasping 
voice. "Whether we get away with it 
sort of depends. Okay, Barbo, do 
something with the prowl heap. 
We 've got to get g o i n g ! " 

John Loess went into the back seat 
of the car which had run him down, 
captured him with such consummate 
ease. One of his captors, starting to 
sit down on one of the jump-seats, 
suddenly drove a savage right to 
Loess' jaw. He went out like a light. 

W h e n he regained cohsciousness he 
was in a huge room, tied to a chair. 
The room was brilliantly lighted. 
There was a large table in the middle 
of it. A man with snow-white hair 
sat at the head of the table. There 
were a dozen other men with him, 
ranged at his right and left. W h e n 
Jack Loess spotted that man with the 
snowy hair, and noted the faces of 
his "guests," his heart sank. 

" W h i t e y Gargan!" he ejaculated. 
No wonder everything f rom petty 
pilfering to bank robbery was picking 
up in this burg, he thought. W h i t e y 

Gargan was a big-time crook for 
whose talents no j ob was too large, 
and none too small. 

" Y o u killed one of my men tonight, 
Loess," said Gargan, interrupting. 
"That makes the fourth man you've 
killed since you became a copper. I 
don't mind matching wits with the 
coppers. It's part of the fun of being 
W h i t e y Gargan. 

"But I don't go for coppers who 
kill everybody who happens to be on 
the wrong side of the law, because 
they can do it in line of duty ! Crime 
is a game to me, and not one that's 
played the way you play it. Even a 
murderer in this country has a right 
to trial by jury." 

" M o n k Gowan killed a woman to-
n ight ! " 

^ ^ W ^ I D you know that when you 
M W drilled him in the back? 

Nope, you didn't. The woman's an 
afterthought. And a copper like you 
makes my men nervous, understand? 

" S o I have to do something about 
It, or I lose control of a city before I 
even get it, or know the names of its 
principal streets—and I don't like 
that. 

"I 'm here to coordinate crime, and 
you're a distinct bit of discord, Loess. 
So I've brought you here to tell you 
so—and if you don't change a bit, to 
break a rule of my own and simply 
have you shot ! " 

"Change?" said Loess. " W h a t do 
you mean?" 

" A c c e p t enough of my dough so 
you can't squeal, then go back to your 
job, see? But use a little judgment 
after this. Don't drill everybody you 
see." 

" A n d the alternative i s? " 
"You 're done for. Time enough, 

too. Your personal publicity makes 
things too tough for men like me and 
the lads I run. It calls too much pub-
lic attention to the state of the city 's 
morals. Wel l , what do you say? 
You're a killer already, you shouldn't 
mind accepting a bribe, if it's big 
enough! " 

A cold fury, the same cold fury that 
had entered him when Martin Truce 
had called him a killer, settled in the 
pit of Loess' stomach. He met the 
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cobra-like stare of the leader of this 
newest California mob forced out of 
some Eastern city—with the desire in 
his heart to rip him apart with his 
bare hands. He longed to be free 
among his fel lows with two gats, one 
in each hand, so that he might fight 
until he dropped. The faces of Gar-
gan's men made him like that. All 
were wanted men. There were mur-
derers among them. All were men 
who would rather commit murder 
than earn their living honestly. 

" W e l l ? " persisted Gargan. " W h y 
make a show of hesitating? If you 
had the guts to refuse, you'd have the 
guts to take criminals alive. You'd 
have had the guts to fight my men 
when they ran you down a couple of 
hours ago. So quit stalling." 

"You can go plumb straight to ha-
des ! " said John Loess. " I 'm one egg 
you can't buy, or handle in any way 
at all. If you'll just turn me loose 
with a couple of guns—one gun—" 

A rasping cackle came from Whi tey 
Gargan. 

"Brave talk, Loess. Turn him 
loose, gents, and go to work on him. 
Maybe we can soften him up a bit. 
If we can't—" 

The alternative was plain. One of 
the men who had captured Loess in 
the first place, the same one who had 
knocked him cold, kicked over his 
chair. His head crashed against the 
floor. Someone brought out a knife, 
to cut his bonds. Somebody else gave 
him a sickening kick in the ribs. 

He had no idea where the house was 
in which he had found himself. He 
took it for granted that nobody knew 
where he waB. Whi tey Gargan hadn't 
spent all his devious l i fe out of prison 
without planning every step he took 
in advance. 

The situation was this. He, John 
Loess, was going to have to become 
Whitey Gargan's man, as so many 
other men in so many other cities had 
become Whi tey Gargan's men, or else 
Whitey was going to have him killed 
—as he fancied Whitey had had many 
another copper killed. 

He never for a moment considered 
giving in to Whi tey Gargan. Nor did 
he for a moment intend to take the 

last rap lying down. Maybe this mob 
would fix him up, all nice and pretty 
for the morgue, before they were 
done, but they wouldn't hear him 
squawk, and if he had any chance at 
all, he'd take somebody with him. 
Failing in that he'd leave his marks 
on as many of them as he could. Natu-
rally. they weren't going to give him 
guns—even one gun. 

TH E Y were just going to "soften 
him up." Whitey Gargan could 

always use a man on the force if he 
could manage it, and it would be 
rather nice to have the man who was 
so famous for killing crooks. It 
would give Whitey prestige among 
his own men. Whitey didn't overlook 
things like that. Loess knew. He'd 
read a great deal about Whitey , in 
magazines — things could be said 
about Whitey, but couldn't be proved 
in a court of law. 

They got the ropes off Jack Loess, 
and allowed him to get to his feet, 
but no further than that. Obviously 
these men of Gargan's had had a great 
deal of experience, softening people 
up. They went at it like men who 
knew every move. They used fists 
and gun muzzles—as a matter of rou-
tine precaution, he figured. 

They could slug a man, but if he 
turned out to be tougher than they 
had expected, they could always shoot 
him. Loess didn't approve of any-
thing about these men of Whi tey 
Gargan's. Much less did he approve 
of Whitey Gargan himself. 

He began to express that disap-
proval both verbally and with his fists, 
feet, head—everything about him that 
could express disapproval. But he 
had no guns. He didn't know what 
had happened to them. And he still 
felt as he always had felt about 
crooks. 

So, Whitey Gargan was trying to 
"take over" Los Angeles. The law 
didn't know it, or Loess would have 
known it. There had been an increase 
of all types of crime, that was all. 
Whitey usually started small, worked 
up. Whi tey was almost an institu-
tion, and the policeman, or dick, or 
police force that got him, finally, 
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would be doing a vast public service. 
The men of Whi tey Gargan lined 

up. One of them, the one who had 
slugged Loess first, in the kidnap car, 
slugged him again. Loess went spin-
ning down a line of husky looking 
thugs, everyone of whom smashed at 
him either with a gun muzzle or a fist. 
His head swam with the ache of the 
blows. He had never been hurt so 
much and so often, with so little 
chance to fight back. 

He sprawled on his back, panting, 
blood dribbling down both jaws from 
smashed lips. His pain-filled eyes fo -
cussed on the man who had hit him 
in the car, and several times since, 
and he started crawling back up. 
Maybe he'd never get his hands on 
that baby, but he couldn't be killed 
for trying—or at least wouldn't be, 
right away. 

He flung himself forward. A man 
moved out at him. He sent a left to 
a fat face, felt the hand sink into soft 
flesh, heard a man swear. His eyes 
were still glued to the face of the man 
who had slugged him the most. He 
must get to him, smash him once, at 
least once, for luck. There wasn't 
much sense in it, maybe, but the urge 
was there—and a copper didn't just 
up and quit. 

The man he wanted most wasn't 
unwilling. He came to meet John 
Loess, and he moved as if he knew a 
great deal about fighting. He had 
cauliflower ears, too. 

John Loess got one hand on this 
man. Then he went down from a 
righthander that almost tore his head 
from his shoulders. He didn't have 
a chance against the man with the 
cauliflower ears — so what chance 
could he possibly have against him 
and as many others as Whitey Gargan 
cared to turn loose on him? 

He staggered and fell to his knees 
when he tried to get up to resume 
the struggle with Cauliflower Ears. 
But through the sick fog which en-
veloped him he could hear the voice 
of Gargan. 

"Don't you realize you can't get 
anywhere, Loess? Suppose you forget 
it? My doc'll fix you up, you take a 
little hush money, be Whi tey Gar-

gan's man, and we'll call this thing 
off . " 

" Y o u remember where I told you 
to go, Gargan?" said Loess, through 
smashed and bleeding lips. His voice 
sounded crazy even to him because 
it appeared that teeth were also miss-
ing. 

"Wel l , the door is still open, as far 
as I'm concerned. There are a lot of 
things I wouldn't do with Gargan 
money. I wouldn't take it even to 
save my teeth and lips and whatever 
else your cannibals want to chew o n ! " 

" T r y him some more ! " said Whi tey 
Gargan. 

TH E Y were closing in on Loess, 
who was on his feet, getting ready 

to take some more, when a voice that 
Loess couldn't believe was real, 
sounded in the room. 

"That' l l be all for now, gentlemen. 
The law has moved in ! " 

There wasn't much of the law that 
had actually moved in. It was just 
Martin Truce, who would have two 
guns, no more, and no chance to re-
load either of them. Martin Truce, 
the man who didn't believe in killing 
criminals for any reason! And while 
one of these gents lived and could 
think, he would keep right on shoot-
ing. They were whirling now, to take 
a crack at Martin Truce. 

Bullets began to hum in the place, 
to kick splinters out of the floor, to 
break windows, to create a terrible 
bedlam. 

Loess tried to help all he could. His 
erstwhile attackers had turned their 
backs on him to get a crack at Truce, 
who had somehow managed to fo l low, 
get in, and break up the "softening-
up" process. Loess didn't ask how. 
Maybe Whitey had been too sure of 
himself, hadn't thought sentries nec-
essary. In any case, here was Martin 
Truce, his guns flaming. 

Cauliflower Ears went down. He 
fell right at Loess' feet and Jack 
looked down at. him. There was a 
hole in the bridge of his nose, with 
blood oozing from it. Whitey Gargan 
was yelling commands. The room 
was shambles. 

"Hey, Jack," yelled Truce, " ca t ch ! " 
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One of the weapons came spinning, 
end-over-end, to Jack Loess. Then, 
with fist and gun muzzle, Jack was 
fighting his way to stand beside Mar-
tin Truce. He saw Whi tey Gargan, 
scrambling for what appeared to be 
a door. He used two shots on Gargan, 
saw him go down. Loess grinned to 
himself. It was good to have a gun 
in his hand again. 

There were soon plenty of guns. 
Loess shot a couple out of men's hands 
himself. And he sent bullets into 
them in plenty of other places. There 
were dead men scattered around. 
Martin Truce was fighting now with 
one hand only. His left arm hung 
limp at his side, and blood dripped 
from every one of his fingertips. He 
must have taken a slug through the 
elbow. The arm seemed to be broken. 
But Truce was doing very well with 
the good arm. 

Men were breaking for the doors 
now, going down as though they were 
being tripped by an invisible wire. 
Bullets were coming close to Loess 
and Truce still, for Loess' legs both 
felt numb, and he wasn't sure that he 
could stand on them much longer. If 
he went down this time, he wouldn't 
get up again. 

Martin Truce, the man who had 
called him a killer, was shooting to 
kill. He must have changed his mind. 

Loess was feeling giddy, even silly. 
He wanted to laugh at the whole fool -
ish business. The smell of powder, 
the odor of blood and the constant 
taste of his own blood all added up 
to pure nonsense. Just because he 
had killed a man in line of duty, and 
got into an argument over it with 
Martin Truce, a lot more men had 
been killed, and more were going to 
be killed before this nest of thugs was 
wiped out. But Whitey Gargan, 
whatever happened, was through in 
Los Angeles, before he had even got 
started. 

If Gargan did the usual, of course, 
some friend of his would haul him 
out before the police fol lowed the 
sounds of shooting right into his hide-
out. 

N o w and again, in the midst of the 
shooting, Loess turned to see whether 

Gargan was getting away. He wasn't, 
so far. He was writhing, probably 
cussing, yelling commands to his gun-
men, but he wasn't getting away. 

Nor did he. 

TH E officers from a lot more prowl 
cars came in, just as the first of 

Whitey 's men started out through the 
door, and Loess yelled to a sergeant 
that Whitey Gargan, no less, was the 
man on the floor, near the far door. 
They got Whitey, then, in a hurry. 

This done—and the rest of the gun-
men collared, Loess and Martin Truce 
looked at each other. Then they 
looked down at the dead men scat-
tered about. Loess shook his head 
and made clucking sounds with his 
mouth. 

"Shame on you, Marty ! " he said. 
"You've killed some people ! I shot at 
legs and arms. That's why we've got 
Whitey Gargan to send to the gas 
chamber. I'm surprised at you, 
Marty, after all you said to me. Right 
here, in no time at all, you've killed 
more men than I killed in months of 
what you called hunting !" 

Truce's face was very white. There 
was no hint of a smile on it. 

" I regretted what I had said," he 
explained, "and started to go back to 
the car. I saw you haul away from 
the curb. I commandeered a car I 
thought was fast enough to catch you. 
I saw that other car swing in behind 
you. I fol lowed, that's all." 

"And will finish in tomorrow's pa-
pers by being the man who captured 
Whitey Gargan," said Loess grinning, 
"and rescued the 'modern W y a t t 
Earp!' Then you come in here, you 
who argue against killing, and shoot 
five men to death. You toss me a 
weapon, but I don't kill anybody. I 
just break a bunch of bones. H o w do 
you add all that up, Marty? A m I to 
be the critic hereafter, and you the 
killer?" 

"Maybe," said Martin Truce, "we're 
neither one of us so good alone. 
Maybe we make a better team, after 
all. But I don't know. W h e n I 
came in here, and saw them work-
ing on you I—well , maybe there's a 
bit of killer in every one of us." 
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"Only my killer, Marty," said Loess 
quietly, "is, and always will be, on the 
side of law and order. No one I have 
shot bothers me, you understand?" 

Martin Truce looked down at the 
gunmen he had shot, 6hook his head. 

"Funny, " he said, " I don't feel any-
thing, either. Maybe it's because they 
were working on somebody I liked, 
someone very close to me. Maybe 
that makes the di f ference?" 

" T o a cop," said Loess, "every man, 
woman and child he's supposed to pro-
tect is as important as a loved one. 
That's why I'm a cop. I feel that way. 

Sometimes it gets in the way of 
'sportsmanship' and I shoot a man, but 
when I think of Dulcie Osman, lying 
there by her dangling telephone." 

"That ' l l do," said Truce, swaying on 
his feet. "I ' l l never preach to you 
again!" 

Loess grinned. 
"Suppose we put it this way, as 

partners should," he wagged his head. 
"You preach at me when you feel like 
it. I'll preach at you when I feel like 
it. It'll help to pass the time." 

"Between shoot ings?" 
"Between deserved shoot ings ! " 
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WH E N Alice saw the tall man 
with the dark hair and the 
sunburn approaching the 

first tee, her fingers tightened around 
the shaft of her driver. She thought 
that for the first time in her l i fe she 
was going to pass out. 
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He came toward the three of them 
awaiting him to make up the foursome, 
slowly, a little 6tiffly, idly swinging 
his driver at the heads of low-growing 
clover blossoms in the grass. His 
sports suit was tight at the waist, the 
trousers a little too narrow. A s he 
drew closer, Al i ce could see that it 
was ersatz material, shabby imitation 
tweed. 

Beside her, her husband, Rene, was 
quiet, but her sidelong glance saw and 
read the half-hidden smirk that 
quickly faded into vacuousness. On 
her other side, Curt Schmidt, massive, 
Teutonic , and Nazi, l i fted an arm in 
salute to the approaching man. The 
four soldiers of the Army of Occupa-
tion who had been impressed as cad-
dies stood woodenly at attention. 

"Greetings, Herr Colonel von Rie-
ger," snapped Schmidt as the man 
came near. "Department Superinten-
dent Curt Schmidt at your service." 

Von Rieger acknowledged the in-
troduction curtly, looked curiously at 
Rene, appraised Al i ce to the tips of 
her worn golfing shoes. 

"Permit me," said Schmidt, with a 
bow toward Al i ce and her French 
husband. " T h e Marquis d 'Ambricourt 
and the marquise. The marquis has 
been of great assistance to the occupy-
ing forces. The marquis is an Ameri-
can. They , with you and me, Herr Col-
onel, will make up our foursome to-
day." 

"Charmed," said von Rieger. " I 
have been looking forward to this 
recreation for many months. There is 
so little time for it now." 

His French was excellent, but a 
trifle throaty and rigid — schoolboy 
French. He bent low over Alice 's 
hand. 

" Y o u f o o l ! " she thought. " Y o u 
crazy, terrible f o o l ! " 

She felt Rene's hand tighten about 
her arm while von Rieger's face was 
hidden in his low bow. 

TH E very name, von Rieger, was 
a travesty. Looking quickly at 

his face she thought of sand dunes 
on the English coast, of a debutante 
party in Manhattan, of long automo-
bile rides in placid countrysides. And 
she wondered what T o n y Carter, of 

London and Devonshire, was doing 
here, on a run-down golf course in 
Le Touquet, in the shoddy guise of 
a Nazi Gestapo chief . 

Not by a flicker did he betray recog-
nition as he smiled at her. Nor did 
he reveal his awareness of Rene, 
though the two had almost come to 
blows over her not too many months 
before—months that might have been 
ages ago so distant were they through 
a curtain of war. 

Nor did Rene show signs of giving 
him away. The smirk, the hand tight-
ening on her arm told her that her 
husband had not gone suddenly blind. 
What waS he going to do? 

She no longer knew what Rene 
thought, had not known for more than 
a year. He had accepted the Nazi oc-
cupation with docil ity, almost with 
eagerness. As he was a person of con-
sequence, the d 'Ambricourt chateau 
had not suffered from the war. Other 
people went hungry, but not the 
d'Ambricourts. More often than not, 
important Nazis graced their board. 
Al ice had grown thin, though, for she 
had long since lost her appetite. 

She drove first, miserably, slicing 
her used ball into deep rough. The 
entire course needed a shave for that 
matter. The once-smooth fairway was 
almost a rough, the greens were so 
pitted and worm-eaten. 

Whatever the danger of his posi-
tion, this masquerading T o n y Car-
ter seemed blithely unaffected. He 
sent a long ball straight down the mid-
dle a good two hundred and fifty 
yards. Rene matched h inv and Curt 
Schmidt, a formless player, half-top-

?>ed a ball that died in the overgrown 
airway a hundred and fifty yards 

from the tee. 
There was no talk until they 

reached the third tee, their caddies 
marching stolidly behind them. Then 
Rene, before addressing his ball, 
smiled at the Englishman whom Curt 
Schmidt fatuously believed to be 
Nazi. 

" I have a f e w bottles of cognac my 
great-grandfather laid down a hun-
dred years ago," be said. "Perhaps 
you, Colonel, and Herr Schmidt would 
jo in us after the match." 

"Del ighted," said von Rieger-Car-



78 THRILLING MYSTERY 

ter. " W e can get down to business 
after dinner, what, Schmidt?" He 
turned to Al ice stiffly. " I t is what 
you Americans call a nineteenth hole, 
is it no t ? " 

"That 's right," she said, wondering 
if the pallor her compact mirror re-
vealed was not giving this strange 
show away. 

Rene drove long and straight again, 
and she felt sick. What was he going 
to do to Tony later? She hated her 
husband's sophistication that once had 
been so fascinating. She knew now 
the egotistical purpose that lay in his 
acceptance of the inevitable. Watch-
ing his smile as he turned from the 
tee, she thought inevitably of a cat 
with a mouse. He was playing with 
T o n y cruelly, making him suffer the 
anguish of suspense. 

Tony was feeling it, she knew. 
W h e n she caught his glance it ex-
pressed the polite disinterested ad-
miration of a stranger for a pretty 
girl. But when her back was toward 
him, she could feel his fear in her 
soul. 

A G O O D golfer , she never played 
more poorly. L u c k i l y Curt 

Schmidt was not a good player, so 
the match was close. For Tony and 
Rene were playing a grim best-ball 
duel as if their lives depended on the 
outcome. As if anything could really 
affect the outcome! Al i ce set her teeth 
and tossed back her golden hair be-
fore cutting savagely at her trapped 
ball with a rusty niblick. 

How had it happened? H o w had 
Tony managed to step into the mas-
sive shoes of Colonel Heinrich von 
Rieger, ace Gestapo organizer, and 
liason man between Himmler and the 
army. 

Oh, she knew about the real von 
Rieger. She knew a great deal about 
the Nazi machine. Rene, a prominent 
convert to the New Order she in-
stinctively loathed, was accepted as 
a host by the high officials of the oc-
cupied area. 

She knew von Rieger had been ex-
pected for some time with anticipa-
tion and awe by Curt and other lesser 
gauleiters. He was a shadowy emis-
sary, a man who took "vacations" in 

various parts of Europe. And after 
such trips, drastic things happened. 
He was supposed to have come to Le 
Touquet on such a "vacation" now. 

The suspense continued, almost un-
bearably, throughout the match. Near 
the finish, gunfire sounded in the dis-
tance, from the anti-aircraft batteries 
in the so-called invasion ports that 
were straffed night and day by the 
R.A.F. 

Such of her friends as were able 
to get in contact with Al ice told her 
she was a fool to stay in such perilous 
country. But the chateau itself was 
safe enough. It was miles f rom any 
military concentration large enough 
to draw extensive bombing raids. 
Perhaps that was why so many high 
Nazi officials used the chateau or the 
little village beyond its gates for their 
meeting places. 

Anyway, where would Al ice go? 
She was Rene d 'Ambricourt 's wi fe . 
And she seemed to care little, for the 
events of the last two years had left 
her somewhat apathetic, incapable of 
initiative, living from day to day. It 
took the shock of Tony 's dramatic ap-
pearance to shake her inertia, make 
her realize how much she had come to 
hate the man she had married. 

Thanks to a fluffed approach by 
Alice, she and Rene lost the match on 
the final green. They paused there to 
sign score cards and light cigarettes, 
while the soldier caddies stood wood-
enly by. 

" I t is an honor," said Rene, holding 
a match for Tony, "to have the privi-
lege of being host to such an eminent 
apostle of the new united Europe as 
yourself , Colonel. As it is an honor 
to have dueled with you on the links." 

"From a player of your calibre, that 
is flattery," said Tony gravely. 

Alice wanted to scream. The drama 
was slipping perilously close to the 
lip of farce. Talking like this, like 
strangers—and they had only opposed 
each other at Pine Valley, Piping 
Rock, St. Andrews and Bournemouth 
in days gone by. 

It was worse at the chateau. The 
precious brandy had survived three 
wars and three generations of change 
that had scarred the face of the world, 
tasted like some unplesant medicine 
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of childhood to Alice. The men 
laughed and chatted, unbending un-
der the pleasant influence of the 
brandy, but she barely heard what 
they said. 

"Perhaps," she heard Rene say fi-
nally, "you gentlemen would honor us 
by staying for dinner. You can discuss 
business if you wish. The marquise 
and I will be glad to withdraw." 

TH E invitation was accepted with 
alacrity, for the d'Ambricourt 

chef was famous. 
Alone with Rene in the great hall of 

the chateau, Al ice stopped him as he 
sought to move past her toward the 
main entrance. 

" W h a t are you going to d o ? " she 
asked tensely. 

" I am going to the village," said 
Rene quietly. " I f I should be late for 
dinner, go ahead without me. Tell 
them I'm ill. Make some excuse." 

"But, Rene, that's Tony in there!" 
" I s i t?" he said coolly. 
" Y o u know it is! You're being 

cruel." 
"These are cruel times, my dear." 

His voice, as he spoke, was low, his 
face grim. Alice clutched at his arms. 

"You're not—" she whispered. 
" I am going to the village, cherie. 

Do as I ask and nothing will happen 
to you." 

His lips brushed her cheek, and he 
was gone. 

Alice stared after him, shattered. 
In some way she could not figure out, 
he was going to betray Tony . She'd 
had come within a breath of marrying 
Tony more than once. He had been 
devoted to her for years. He was— 
well, Tony . She couldn't let it hap-
pen. She must not let anything hap-
pen to T o n y ! 

W h y hadn't Rene betrayed T o n y 
openly to Curt as soon as he had 
showed up on the links as von Rieger? 
That would have been the obvious 
move. But no, Rene had to have his 
subtle revenge on an erstwhile rival 
who had been delivered into his hands 
by Fate. Perhaps he thought Curt 
Schmidt was too decent for a Nazi, 
would have been too easy on Tony. 
For Curt, in his lumbering, fanatical 
way, was decent. 

In a quick tide of panic, Al ice went 
f rom the chateau to the garage. Rene's 
car, a special favor conceded him by 
the Nazi overlords in return for his 
privileged cooperation, was gone. The 
other cars had been appropriated by 
the German armies more than a year 
before. 

She mounted the gardener's bicycle, 
ignoring the way its bar tugged at the 
skirt of her ye l low afternoon frock. 
The soft twilight breeze fluttered the 
camel's hair topcoat she had thrown 
on hastily as she left the house. 

Somewhere, two miles ahead, Rene 
was on his mission. She had to get to 
the village in time to stop him, to 
save the man she had almost married 
from—her husband! 

At the rim of the little cluster of 
houses and stores with their vine-cov-
ered walls and ancient chimney-pots, 
she left the bicycle and proceeded on 
foot . It would never do for the mar-
quise to be seen searching for her hus-
band on a wheel. But she could always 
walk, couldn't she? 

Casual villagers, moving home be-
fore the curfew, bowed to her as she 
walked through the main street. But 
she did not return their nods. Her 
whole being was concentrated on find-
ing the car, on finding Rene and she 
did find it. 

It was standing outside the cottage 
where Curt Schmidt l ived! 

She moved cautiolsly to the door. 
Inside a quartet of brown-shirted Ges-
tapo men were playing cards. They 
saw her and rose, clicking their heels. 
It is part of the Nazi credo to recog-
nize nobility, especially cooperative 
nobility. 

"The marquis will be out shortly, 
Madame," said one of them. " H e is 
on an errand for Herr Schmidt. I did 
not know you were with him." 

"I wasn't," she managed to say. " I 
was just taking a walk and saw the 
car. I'll wait out there." 

SH E got into the front set delibera-
tely and removed the ignition 

key, slipping it into her stocking. 
Rene was not going to move the car 
until he had told her what he was 
doing. 

He came out, hurrying, with a 
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cheery word for the guards. Her 
hatred exploded inside her. How 
could he, a Frenchman of honorable 
lineage, be such a traitor to his coun-
try and to every standard of his birth! 

He saw her with a quick look of 
alarm. 

"A l i ce , " he said quickly. "You 
shouldn't be here! W e ' v e got to get 
back to the chateau." 

"So you can watch Tony arrested?" 
she asked softly. 

Her smile was grim as he looked for 
the key, saw it was not in the lock, 
and began to go through his pockets. 

" I threw it away," she said defiantly. 
"You 're not going to do any more than 
you already have." 

" W h e r e did you throw i t? " he 
asked, his face a mask of alarm as he 
peered at her in the twilight. 
" W h e r e ? " 

"You 're a heel, Rene," she said. "A 
twenty-four carat, unmitigated insect 
of the seventh water." 

"Get out of here—quickly!" he 
snapped. 

"Oh , no you don't," 6he said, her 
voice still low. " I 'm not one of your 
Continental wives. I 'm American, and 
I have as much right here as you." 

W i t h a sudden quick gesture, he 
tossed her f rom the car. She landed 
on gravel, shocked and hurt in body 
and spirit, and with her stockings 
torn. At that moment, watching his 
set, almost pinched face, she wanted 
to kill him. 

In miraculous answer to her unut-
tered wish, a thunderbolt spoke from 
the skies. 

They must have been flying high, 
must have come in out of the sunset 
with motors cut, for there was almost 
no warning. The sudden drone of their 
racing motors was numbing as they 
came hurtling toward earth at five 
hundred miles an hour. There were 
three, six, nine of them, and they 
swooped over the little headquarters 
cottage with unerring accuracy. 

The world exploded in fire and noise 
as bomb after bomb struck ground and 
cottage with explosive impact. Blind-
ed by the flashes less than a hundred 
yards away, A l i ce was barely aware 
of the grinding of brakes and hurried 
movements behind her. 

Then the bombers were gone, and 
men in Nazi brown and Reichwehr 
Feldgrau were running past her in ap-
parent confusion, seen on the red 
glare of the blazing cottage. Her vis-
ion came back, and she could make 
out figures and faces. 

And then she saw T o n y again! 
His tie was torn off , and he had a 

gun in his hand. She stood up, scream-
ing at him to get away, but he came 
grimly toward her. 

Then a brawny arm ripped off her 
coat, went around her neck, a big hand 
grabbed her wrist. A brownshirt be-
side her blazed away at the Engl ish-
man, and she saw him stagger. 

"In with her!" she heard a familiar 
voice. 

It was Curt Schmidt, and he was 
dragging her into an armored car. 
She screamed, but could not hear her 
own voice. 

"Qu i ck ! " cried Curt in German. 
"She'll make a hostage if the others 
get away." 

HER heels bumped the door sill 
of the heavy vehicle as the Nazi 

dragged her inside. 
Then, almost in her ear, a pistol 

exploded, deafening her. The brown-
shirt who had hit T o n y crumpled at 
her feet. The grasp around her neck 
was relaxed, and she slid to the sharp 
gravel. The pistol exploded again and 
again over her head with unerring ac-
curacy. Two more Nazis dropped. 

Tony was there, one side of his head 
bright with blood, and again urgent 
arms dragged her inside. There was 
the clang of a heavy steel door, and 
the motor roared. 

"Are you all right, T o n y ? " a low 
voice asked when they were out of 
range and speeding toward the beach. 
It was Rene, bending grimly over the 
wheel. 

"I think it's just a graze," said Al i ce , 
bending over the Englishman on the 
jolting floor. T o n y managed a grin. 

"It 's okay," he said. " I had blood 
in my eyes. How's brother Schmidt?" 

Brother Schmidt, in the back of the 
vehicle, did not answer. He was sound 
asleep with the dent of a pistol butt 
in his scalp. And Al i ce was suddenly 
happy. She didn't know what had 
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happened or was going to happen, but 
somehow everything was all right. 

Later, in the tiny cabin of the E -
boat that was taking them with their 
prisoner across the channel to Eng-
land, A l i ce looked up at Rene, whose 
arm was tight around her shoulders. 
Across the cabin, Tony was nursing 
a bottle of Navy issue rum. 

" I called you a lot of names, darl-
ing," A l i ce said to Rene. "But you 
earned them for not telling me any-
thing." 

"You ' re too honest, cherie," said 
Rene, smiling at her and ruffling her 
golden hair. " T o n y and I agreed we'd 
have to keep you in the dark from 
our first meeting." 

" I thought you'd become one of 
them!" A l i ce wailed. 

" I 'm a good actor," said Rene. "May-
be, after the war, I can go to Hol ly -
wood and be another Boyer . " 

"He ' s all right at that," said Tony . 
" T h e lucky stiff ." He toasted them 
with the bottle. 

"Please, somebody, tell me what it's 
all about," begged Alice . 

" A l l right, cherie," said Rene. " Y o u 
can know now. Before the evacuation 
last year, T o n y came to see me. He 
told me that the British were getting 
out, asked me to stay. He wanted to 
take you, but it was safer then for 
you to keep out of the battle area. So 
you had to stay too. I've done what I 
could since. It hasn't been much." 

"It 's been plenty, Rene," said Tony. 
"Listen, Al ice—he's passed more tips 
along about concentrations and sup-
ply dumps than any other agent. W e ' d 
still want him at the chateau if it 
weren't for the Russian affair." 

"Friend Curt has charge of coast 
defense for the whole section," said 

Rene. " H e made Ambricourt his head-
quarters because it was out of the way. 
But with Hitler tied up in the east, 
the time for counter-blows has come. 
W e needed the plans for planning a 
move, needed them up to date." 

"So you arranged the von Rieger 
v is i t?" Al ice asked. 

" V o n Rieger arranged that," said 
Tony. " W e merely waylaid him. 
Luckily for us, he's a secretive chap. 
Not many people would know him." 

"But why that terrible game of 
g o l f ? " Al ice moaned. 

RE N E grinned faintly. 

" Y o u remembej- we signed 
scorecards," he said, "i l ly card was a 
trick one with another paper under-
neath. In signing, Curt signed an 
order for me to get the papers from 
his safe and bring them to von Rie-»» 
ger. 

" O h ! " said Alice, and her voice was 
small. "And I — " 

"And you nearly wrecked it, not to 
mention almost getting yourself 
killed. And you've made your hus-
band very jealous of an Englishman 
named Tony . W e arranged the bomb-
ing to cover the theft. I had just time 
to get away when you threw away the 
key to the car." 

" I 'm so sorry, darling," said Alice. 
"It 's all right, Al i ce , " said Tony. 

" W h e n I found you'd gone after Rene, 
I ran the two miles after you on foot . 
And Curt got wise and came after me 
in his blitz buggy. But have some 
rum. We ' re entitled to a nineteenth 
hole if anybody ever was." 

"No , " said Rene, pouring a tot of 
the heavy liquor for Alice, "in view 
of the game we've finished, I think we 
can call this the twentieth hole." 
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An Auction in New England Starts a Bloody Roman Holiday— 

and Maynard Goes Into Action to Stop a We i rd Slaughter Plot 

C H A P T E R I 

Mine Alone! 

AU C T I O N S usually are festive 
occasions in rural New Eng -

^ land, opportunit ies f or the 
whole countryside to get together for 
a semi-picnic, semi-entertainment and 
all around gossip visit. People look 
forward to them, flock to them eagerly 
in a holiday spirit. 

But they didn't flock eagerly to the 
Effie Currier sale. Not that it wasn't 

well advertised. W a r d Bradshaw had 
given it plenty of newspaper publ ic i ty 
and had scattered handbills featuring 
the antiques all through the county 
and even farther. There was a fine 
turnout, don't mistake that. But there 
was something missing, something 
wrong . 

W e sensed that as soon as we 
reached the big, severely prim house, 
which now looked s t r a n g e l y 
disheveled with its furniture spi l l ing 
out over the wide porch and onto the 
lawn beyond. W e caught it in the 
eyes that greeted us uneasily as we 
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mingled with the uneasy throng. 
"You 'd think this was a funeral in-

stead of an auction," T o m Leavitt 
grunted, but I noticed that he also 
spoke little above a whisper. 

That was it—there was no laughing, 
no joking. The voices around us were 
6ubdued, guarded, aB if a sternly 

watching eavesdropper might be close 
by. The furtive glances, too, seemed 
to be searching for a lurking some-
body who was not there, yet who must 
be there. 

The sober-faced, unsmiling, eccen-
tric old woman who was almost a part 
of that house seemed to stare f rom 
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every chair, to peer disapprovingly 
f r o m every shadowy corner. The un-
carpeted rooms seemed to echo with 
her crisp tread and her sharp, decisive 
voice. But old Effie Currier was not 
there. 

She was twenty miles away, in the 
State Hospital, where the court had 
temporarily confined her. She was 
gone, but her shadow seemed to hang 
over the musty old house and cast a 
chill over the neighbors who had 
known her so long. For years they 
had known that Effie was becoming a 
little queer, had realized that sooner 
or later she would not be able to take 
care of herself. But now that she was 
gone, now that the home she had 
guarded so jealously was to be broken 
up in her absence, the occasion did 
not lend itself to light bantering. 

JE A N and I had come in the hope 
of picking up some little odds 

and ends to help furnish our little 
place. W e had been in New Hamp-
shire only a year and there was plenty 
we needed, plenty more we wanted. 
But this air of semi-bereavement 
made me feel like a ghoul covetously 
eying the furnishings at a funeral. 

And Jean caught it, too. I could 
tell by the way her fingers tightened 
on my arm, by the way she stayed 
close at my side, instead of leaving 
me flat to wander through the furni-
ture-piled rooms. 

" W o n d e r if Bradshaw had anything 
to do with this," Tom Leavitt specu-
lated as the four of us—Jean and I and 
T o m and Ruth, his wi fe—stood a bit 
to one side and watched the curious 
behavior of our neighbors. " I t would 
be just like him. He's the slickest 
auctioneer in the State. If he can 
start them feeling weepy enough, he'll 
get double the prices out of them." 

Tom Leavitt was our reason for be-
ing in Halstead. He and I had gone 
to college together. When his father 
died, he inherited t h e Halstead 
Herald. I turned out to be a novelist, 
or wanted to be, anyway. It was his 
inspiration that we move to Halstead, 
so I could give him part-time as-
sistance with the paper and have the 
rest of the time for my writing. So 

far it had seemed to work out fine. 
" W a r d Bradshaw didn't have nar-

thin' to do with it," a high-pitched 
nasal voice interrupted. I turned to 
find a pale-blue-eyed, gray-haired old 
fe l low at my elbow. "Fo lks feels the 
way they do because they know 'tain't 
right to sell out Effie this way. The 
town oughta take care of her proper. 
That's the least they owe the sheriff. 
He gave his life servin' them and now 
they turn his widder out." 

Bert Howard was a man of medium 
height who managed to look small and 
tired. His shoulders drooped, his eye-
lids drooped, his mouth drooped to 
complete a picture of perpetual wear-
iness. He lived in a little shack be-
hind the Currier house and had at-
tended to the manual labor around the 
place for the old woman. 

"Effie's better off where she is," 
Leavitt told him. "Her property will 
be administered for her and she will 
be well taken care of . She's much 
better off, Bert." 

"Uh-huh," Bert Howard grunted. 
"Maybe so. M a y b e the sheriff 
would've been much better off if he 
hadn't bothered about Ed Dawson. 
Ever stop to figger that?" 

Sheriff John Currier and the Daw-
son gang were a part of Halstead his-
tory that had become almost legen-
dary. It was the one time the little 
town had figured briefly in the metro-
politan newspapers. I had read all 
about it in the back issues of the 
Herald, but there was no stopping 
Bert Howard once he was started. He 
recalled the details avidly. 

Edward Dawson had been a notori-
ous gangster of nearly twenty years 
before. He and his outfit had raided 
throughout New England and had 
climaxed their depredations with a 
daring jewel robbery in Boston. Flee-
ing with their loot, they had stopped 
in Springfield and held up a bank. 
They separated after that and made 
their way into New Hampshire and 
Vermont. 

Sheriff John Currier had gone out 
after them when they were reported 
in his neighborhood. He had closed 
in on Dawson and killed him. That 
had brought Currier salvos of pub-
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l icity, but it had brought him some-
thing more. The rest of the Dawson 
gang began swarming around him. 

Shortly after Dawson's death, a kill-
er named Henry Potter had tried to 
ambush Currier in his own home. He 
fo l lowed his chief when Currier's gun 
blazed a death warrant. But several 
weeks later it was the sheriff who 
went down with a bullet in his brain. 

AB L A Z E of big-time killings in a 
sleepy little New England town! 

A two-gun sheriff against city gang-
sters! It had been a momentary sen-
sation in the metropolitan dailies. 
Within a few weeks, though, it had 
been forgotten—by all but Bert 
Howard. 

" W h a t became of the rest of the 
gang, the ones who killed Currier?" I 
prompted as Howard came to a reluc-
tant finish. 

" W e couldn't prove nothin' on 
them." He shook his head regretfully. 
"Massachusetts caught them and sent 
them away for long terms. L i fe al-
most for two of them. Guess they're 
in jail yet." 

" A n d their loot, how about that?" 
"Dawson only had a few hundred 

dollars on him when the sheriff killed 
him." 

"That was nearly a score of years 
ago and that's the last job Bert ever 
had." T o m Leavitt grinned as the old 
fe l low left to answer the auctioneer's 
summons. " H e used to be Currier's 
deputy. Since then he's been retired, 
' looking after' old Effie." 

By now the auction was well under 
way. Ward Bradshaw was a master at 
his trade, but I felt sorry for him as I 
saw how prodigiously he was labor-
ing. His best gags died. His favorite 
tricks fell flat. Time and again he 
seemed on the point of giving up in 
despair when he was forced to knock 
down articles at prices that must have 
wrenched his pride sorely. But the 
stuff was moving, at least. Though 
there was something strange and un-
natural abroad in that crowd, they 
were New Englanders and they were 
not passing up bargains. 

In the midst of the selling I heard 
Jean's voice call out a bid, heard her 

frantically trying to conceal her ex-
citement as she topped someone who 
raised her. Again and again she 
raised. And for the sum of eight dol-
lars we became the possessors of a 
parlor organ. 

That was only one of her achieve-
ments, she told me proudly as she led 
me up to Clem Trow, the clerk to 
hand over the cash and have my name 
recorded b e s i d e the purchased 
articles. The other was a fine old 
spinning wheel to place beside our 
open hearth. 

Those were the highlights of the 
auction for us, until Bradshaw was 
nearly finished. He stopped in front 
of a platform rocker with a worn 
carpet back and seat. His face bright-
ened hopefully. 

"Sheriff Currier's old rocker, good 
as on the day it was made! No, sir, 
they don't make rockers like this any 
more. What am I bid for it? What 
am I b id? " He picked up a bid. " T w o 
dollars, two dollars. W h o will make 
it three? Three dollars? Three dol-
lars from a man who knows comfort 
when he sees it! Three dollars, three 
dollars. I have three dollars. Who ' l l 
m a k e it three-fifty? Three- f i f ty ! 
There we are, I have three-fifty. 
Three-fi fty, three-fifty. W h o will 
make it f our? " 

"Four dollars!" came a high and 
clear voice from the far end of the 
room. 

When the autioneer grinned and 
turned to identify the new bidder, the 
grin wiped from his face. His jaw 
dropped and his eyes stared. He 
moved his lips soundlessly, staring at 
a thin, straight-backed figure framed 
in the doorway. It was an old lady 
in a black dress, with a gray shawl 
draped over her shoulders and held in 
front by a pin. She had white hair 
that divided in the middle and was 
tied in a bun at the back of her head. 
But that hair was no whiter than her 
ashen face. 

"Ef f i e ! " Bradshaw finally found his 
voice. "Effie, how did you—you can't 

»i 

"Four dol lars!" rang again in the 
suddenly hushed room. 

"But, Effie," the disconcerted auc-
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t ioneer floundered, " y o u can't bid 
here. I can ' t—" 

" D o n ' t stand there and tell me what 
I can't do , W a r d Bradshaw," Effie 
Currier cut in scornfu l ly . " I am bid-
d ing f o u r dollars for that chair. Close 
the biding. A n d then you can start 
this auction all over again. I could 
not get here sooner." 

FO R an instant we were even more 
tongue-t ied than Bradshaw. W e 

stood there and gaped at her, open-
mouthed, while the chills, shivered up 
and down our spines. It was as if we 
looked at someone who had risen f r o m 
the grave, and indeed she looked like 
a reanimated corpse. H o w had she 
got there? H o w could she be there? 

Then the spell broke and her 
f r iends flocked around her. T h e y 
tried to soothe her, attempted to lead 
her f r om the room. A t first it seemed 
that they would succeed. She started 
with them to the door, but suddenly 
she whirled and was out of their hands 
be fore they could grasp her. W i l d l y 
she dashed through them, her eyes 
blazing f rom her ashen face, straight 
to where W a r d Bradshaw stood with 
one hand on the rocker. 

" F o u r dollars and the b idding is 
c l o s e d ! " she screamed. " I t ' s mine ! 
Everything here is mine. D o you 
hear? They ' re my things and nobody 
else will have t h e m ! " 

Thrust ing Bradshaw aside, she 
seized the rocker, c lawed her fingers 
into its back and seat cushions and 
ripped with savage fury . T h e o ld 
carpet tore into fragments. Padding 
and springs spilled out on the floor. 
But the sight of the destruction she 
wrought seemed only to add to her 
rage. Grabbing the wooden frame, 
she tugged and wrenched, pulled it 
apart with berserk f renzy . She jumped 
on it until the arms were reduced to 
kindling, until nothing but the rock-
ers and the p lat form remained intact. 

A n d still her seething fury was not 
satisfied. 

Like a maddened animal she threw 
herself upon the battered wreckage 
and tore at it with superhuman 
strength. Grabbing one of the rock-
ers, she ripped it, pried it f r o m its an-

chorage on the platform, until the 
overstretched spring snapped with a 
crack l ike a rifle shot. It flew through 
the air and thudded against her 
temple, cut through the almost trans-
parent skin and sank deep into the 
flesh beneath. 

B l o o d bathed her face, but even 
be fore she col lapsed on the twisted 
skeleton o f the demolished rocker, the 
wi ld l ight faded f r o m her eyes. Effie 
Currier was dead. 

C H A P T E R I I 

Fear 

f f T H E head wound did not cause 
* her death," a hastily summoned 

physician soon announced to the tense 
crowd. " T h e shock o f it contributed, 
perhaps, but she died f r o m a stroke." 

T h e strange drama of Effie Cur-
rier's startling appearance and sudden 
death reached out and gr ipped our 
imaginations, held them with chill 
fingers that sent something like super-
stitious fear seeping into us. H o w 
she had managed to get there? 
Miraculous as that at first seemed, we 
were soon reminding one another of 
the notor ious laxity at the State Hos -
pital. For one o f Effie's determina-
tion and cleverness, escape f r o m the 
institution was not too difficult. 

K n o w i n g that her be long ings were 
to be auct ioned off that day, Effie 
s imply had evaded her guards and 
come home, and there her choler ic 
temper had resulted in a death stroke. 
That was all there was to it, yet her 
passing settled over us l ike a pall that 
was heavy with scarcely concealed un-
easiness. 

In the momentary panic that f o l -
l owed her death, it seemed that the 
auction wou ld break up. M o r e t imid 
people started to leave, but W a r d 
Bradshaw quick ly took charge. H e 
urged the rest to remain until he was 
finished. 

Bert Howard go t busy with a 
broom, c learing away the mess in the 
center of the l iv ing room. In a f e w 
minutes w e were ready to proceed , 
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just as a new arrival drove into the 
yard. 

I was near the door and turned to 
look at the truck as it braked to a stop. 
It belonged to Eli Weston, an antique 
dealer f rom below the Massachusetts 
line. A man came hurrying out f rom 
behind the wheel, a smallish, hunch-
shouldered man with close-set eyes 
and a pinched, curiously ratlike face. 
Instead of the worn gray suit he was 
wearing, he should have been clad in 
black, I thought instinctively. He 
looked like an undertaker, but he did 
not talk like one. 

" T o o late, ain't I ? " he demanded as 
he strode up to the door. 

Be fore I could answer him, a flood 
of profanity poured from his lips, di-
rected at the steaming truck. 

It seemed that Mr. Weston had had 
trouble a-plenty. The truck had 
broken down not once, but three times 
on the day he had wanted it to per-
f o rm perfect ly . Due to these mishaps 
he was tragically late. He had heard 
about old Effie's possessions and had 
intended to be on hand in plenty of 
time. 

He brushed past me and pushed his 
way inside. There I heard him wrang-
ling with Ward Bradshaw, which held 
things up a bit longer. Finally Brad-
shaw got going again, only to find that 
Clem Trow, the clerk, had lost his 
sales sheets during the confusion. 

Jean and I left after that. W e tied 
the spinning wheel over the hood of 
our car and strapped the organ onto 
one of the running boards. W e got 
our new possessions home without 
difficulty. 

They were an improvement for our 
place, I had to admit. Jean placed the 
organ at one end of the living room, 
where it filled an empty space nicely, 
and the big wheel went beautifully be-
side our wide stone hearth. 

Three days later I had become so 
accustomed to them that it seemed as 
if they always had been there. 

IN those three days the furor caused 
by Effie Currier's death had sub-

sided. But the auction remained a 
lively topic of conversation, especial-
ly since Eli Weston was still in town. 

He was stopping at the hotel and f rom 
there was campaigning f o r various 
articles he had missed at the sale. 
Antiques that increased in value over-
night appealed to our thrifty Hal-
steaders. He picked up many of them 
and made offers on a lot more. 

I had just watched him drive by the 
Herald office when a car drew up at 
the curb and a w o m a n c a m e 
scrambling out. Scrambling is the 
right word, for she almost fell as she 
slid out f rom under the wheel and ran 
across the sidewalk. Lucy Draper, I 
identified her, a middle-aged, level-
headed farm woman who lived a f e w 
miles out on the road beyond the 
cemetery. 

Before I could open the door for 
her, she was inside. She clutched the 
edge of a high-topped desk and stared 
at me with terror-rounded eyes, while 
her trembling lips twitched sound-
lessly. 

"Effie Currier!" she managed to 
gasp at last. " I just saw her—on the 
road—out near the cemetery! I saw 
her, I tell y o u ! " 

From a barely audible gasp, her 
voice had risen to a shout, to a shriek. 
It carried all through the office and 
brought T o m Leavitt running from 
the print shop with several of the men 
at his heels. 

"But Effie was buried yesterday 
afternoon," I tried to soothe her. " Y o u 
must have been mistaken. You must 
have seen someone else who looked 
like Effie Currier." 

" I know she was buried yesterday 
afternoon," the woman chattered. " I 
was there—I dropped earth on her— 
but I just saw her and I wasn't mis-
taken! I know Effie. I know that 
black dress and that gray shawl. She 
was walking toward the cemtery. I 
passed within twenty feet of her. See-
ing her that way made me so scared, I 
almost lost control of the wheel. 
When I got the car back on the road 
she was gone. She had just disap-
peared—but I know she was there ! " 

This was nothing but a case o f hys-
terical imagination, I assured mysel f . 
And yet there was a positiveneas, a 
sense of unshakable convict ion about 
her that was strangely convincing. 
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Despite mysel f , I caught myself won-
dering. T h e little hairs at the nape of 
my neck began to assume individual-
ity and stand on end. 

" M r . Maynard is right, Lucy . " 
Leavitt stepped forward and tried his 
hand at reassuring her. " H e has to 
be right. You must have seen some-
one else. I tell you what. We ' l l drive 
out there with you and convince you. 
W e ' l l go to the cemetery and see that 
nothing has been disturbed." 

"Yes , " the Draper woman agreed 
doubtful ly . "Yes ,—but—" 

I knew what she was thinking. So 
did Leavitt. Be fore she could ob-
ject, he cut her short and started her 
toward the door. But there he paused, 
turned to the workmen who were go-
ing back to the shop. 

"Charlie, maybe you and Buck bet-
ter come with us," he invited. 

W h e n I tried to catch his eye, he 
avoided me. 

So there were four of us who drove 
out to the cemetery with Lucy Draper. 
It was late afternoon. Dusk was just 
beginning to gather, making the 
shadows of the trees deeper, the sur-
rounding hills more impressive, more 
lowering. W e left the car at the road 
and went through the iron-grille gate-
way beneath which Effie Currier had 
been carried little more than twenty-
four hours before. 

SI L E N T L Y we stepped up to the 
new grave and stood looking 

down at the floral pieces that were be-
ginning to wilt. Their funeral odor 
was heavy in our nostrils. Nothing 
had been disturbed. Everything was 
just as it had been left yesterday. 

" Y o u see, it was just y o u r — " T o m 
Leavitt began. 

The words died on his lips. W h e n 
I glanced at him, I saw that he was 
looking beyond the graveyard, off up 
the road to where a thick column of 
black smoke was bi l lowing upward. 

"That 's the Fisk p lace ! " he shouted, 
and we broke for the car. 

W e could see the flames even be-
fore we reached the doomed building. 
They had broken through the roof of 
a one-story ell that formed the 
kitchen. N o w they were l icking up to 

the second story of the Cape Cod 
structure. It was too late to save the 
building, we knew, but we might be 
able to salvage some of the Fisk's 
furnishings. 

When we stopped at the roadside 
and glimpsed the front yard, sudden 
fear gripped us. No furniture had 
been dragged outside. There was not 
a sign of l ife around the place. George 
Fisk would be in town, at work in the 
garage at this time of day, but his w i f e 
ought to be there. 

The kitchen was a roaring blaze 
when we reached it, but the same 
thought was in the minds of all of us 
as we raced to it. Ada Fisk might 
have been trapped in there. The 
fierce heat drove us back twice. 

T o m Leavitt led the way around to 
the back, where the flames were not 
quite so fierce. W i t h our coats 
wrapped over our heads, we ran to a 
window that had not yet been broken 
by the heat. T o m smashed it with a 
pole and we stared into a raging in-
ferno. 

"She's in there—on the floor!" T o m 
gasped. 

W e staggered back and mopped our 
scorched, sweat-drenched faces. W e 
knew that we could do nothing for 
her. It would be too late, even if we 
were able to reach her. Nothing could 
have remained alive in that fearful 
blaze. W e were looking at Ada Fisk's 
funeral pyre. 

" I t was that gasoline stove did i t ! " 
panted Buck, the pressman. " I saw 
parts of it in there, all blown to per-
dition. George Fisk was telling me 
last night that they bought it at Effie 
Currier's sale." 

For a moment there was not a sound 
but the roar and cackle of the flames. 
Then Lucy Draper spoke through the 
clamor in a voice that was a hoarse 
whisper. 

"She said nobody else would have 
her th ings ! " 

W i t h the fire-truck came scores of 
cars. In a f ew minutes hundreds of 
people were gazing at the huge bon-
fire, and f rom mouth to mouth leaped 
the reason for the fire. They were 
gripped by that chill ing sense of help-
lessness that is always produced by 
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the sight of roaring flames raging un-
checked. 

But they were gripped by some-
thing more. In their eyes, as they 
turned away from the smoldering em-
bers, was a glint of ancestral fear. I 
saw naked the inescapable dread that 
envelopes man when, f or a brief mo-
ment, the somber veil that cloaks the 
grave stirs ever so slightly. . . . 

There was nothing mysterious or 
inexplicable about this tragedy, com-
mon sense told me as I drove back to 
town. Ada Fisk had been using a 
stove she did not know how to handle, 
a dangerous type of stove, and it had 
blown up. That was all, yet I could 
not banish the tenaciously persistent 
doubt that gnawed at my brain. 

"You ' re getting to be as bad as Lucy 
Draper, seeing ghosts walking in 
broad daylight," I told myself angrily. 

One thing was certain. N o intima-
tion of this hysteria must be allowed 
to creep into the Herald's account of 
the Fisk fire. I sat down and wrote 
that account carefully, but I might as 
well have spared my pains. 

Before I was finished, another story 
had burst upon the town. This one 
whipped up the spreading fear like a 
whirlwind, and it was a story that I 
did not know how to write. 

It came from Melvin Allard's house. 
Allard was a member of the volunteer 
fire company. He had been at the Fisk 
blaze and had driven home, eager to 
tell his wi fe about it. But when he 
reached there, stark tragedy awaited 
him. 

" I suspicioned there was something 
wrong as soon as I came in the back 
door ," he sobbed to his neighbors. 
"Dora wasn't in the kitchen, fixing 
supper like she should've been. I 
called her and there was no answer, so 
I went through the dining room and 
the living room. And there she was, -
lying at the foot of the stairs, all cov-
ered with b lood ! 

"I ran over and picked her up, but 
it was too late. Her throat was cut 
bad with broken glass. Her head was 
smashed in where the mirror must 
have landed on top of her before it 
went to pieces. I told her to leave 
that stuff downstairs till I got home 

tonight. But she must've tried to 
carry it up by herself, the mirror and 
those two big pictures. She must've 
lost her foot ing and tumbled over 
backward." 

The gruesome evidence bore him 
out. The wall along the stairs was 
scraped and gouged. On the blood-
soaked floor at its f oot was a jumble 
of broken wood and glass. That 
splintered wreckage had been two 
large framed pictures and a heavy 
wall mirror—Dora Allard's purchases 
at the Effie Currier auct ion! 

C H A P T E R I I I 

Vulture's Flight 

IN V O L U N T A R I L Y my gaze 
darted to the old parlor organ, to 

the spinning wheel beside the fire-
place, when I came home that eve-
ning. They were just as they had 
been when I left earlier in the day. 
During the intervening hours, though, 
they had undergone a strange meta-
morphosis. Something about their 
homeliness had disappeared, to be re-
placed by a half-sensed menace. 
Whatever it was, it made me squeeze 
Jean to me more tightly than usual, 
made my kiss more ardent. 

For a moment I held her so close 
that she gasped and looked up at me 
in surprise. She little suspected that 
I was resolutely thrusting out of my 
mind the sudden, appalling vision of 
poor Melvin Allard clutching the 
blood-drenched body of his dead wi fe . 

A great weight l i fted from my heart 
as I held her, warm and soft in my 
embrace. I breathed more easily and 
relief surged through me. Jean was 
reality. Jean was sanity. There in 
my own home I knew that the things 
I had been thinking were ridiculously 
impossible. 

And yet they flooded back into my 
mind a f ew hours later when a car 
stopped in front of the house and a 
caller rang our bell. 

It was Eli Weston , the antique deal-
er. Now, when he took off his hat as 
he stepped inside, his sleek gray hair, 
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cl inging close to the skull, made him 
look more than ever like a rat with 
hungry, acquisitive eyes. They darted 
almost instantly to the spinning wheel 
and to the organ. His sharp-featured 
face brightened momentarily before 
he masked his eagerness. 

" I came to see you about that spin-
ing wheel and perhaps the organ, Mr. 
Maynard," he explained. " Y o u just 
bought them, so they can't have a 
sentimental value for you. You ought 
to be willing to sell them at a profit 
eh?" He cocked his head to one side 
and eyed me with a leer that was In-
tended to be knowing. " T h e y have 
no great value, of course, but it hap-
pens that I have a customer who is in 
the market for articles of this sort. I 
might be able to take them off your 
hands if you will name a price." 

I was not interested in naming a 
price, but Eli Weston was. He named 
one that was twice as much as we had 
paid for the things and he was willing, 
almost eager to go higher. Jean 
stopped him. 

" W e are not interested in any offer 
you may make for them," she blurted 
impulsively. " W e don't want to sell 
them." 

She turned and slipped her arm 
around me. I knew that Eli Weston 
was going to do no business. He 
knew it, too, and the pretended 
friendliness dropped away from him. 
His close-set eyes frosted over and 
glinted malevolently. 

"Very well," he grunted. "You 're 
the boss. You know what you want 
to do, or maybe you don't. Maybe 
you'll change your mind. In case you 
decide you want to get rid of the stuff, 
I'll be staying at the hotel for a couple 
of days." 

I had not liked the man at first 
glance and now his thinly veiled hos-
tility made me like him even less. I 
took a step toward him, but he turned 
his back and walked to the door. It 
was not until after he had gone that 
the significance of his remarks began 
to dawn upon me. 

"Maybe you'll change your mind." 
What had he meant by that? W h y 
might I change my mind? Because of 
what had happened to Ada Fisk and 

Dora Al lard? Because of the sentient 
fear that was beginning to seep 
through the whole town, or because of 
something more—something that he 
knew was coming? 

SU D D E N L Y , as I sat staring into 
the fire and mulling that over in 

my mind, my scalp prickled and I 
could fairly feel eyes staring at me. 
Eyes seemed to be peering in at me 
out of the darkness. 

I whirled and for a fract ion of a 
second I was certain that I gl impsed 
a face at the side window. A thin, 
white face with hard, staring eyes, 
with gray hair drawn back severely 
over the ears. That could not be Effie 
Currier's f a ce ! 

My blood was like ice in my veins as 
I ran to the door on queer, hol low-
feeling legs and plunged out into the 
darkness. The night was dark and 
still and empty. There was nobody 
at the window, nobody anywhere in 
sight. I strained my ears. The only 
sound I could catch was the low 
threnody of the insects. 

W e t with perspiration, I went back 
indoors and tried# to avoid Jean's 
anxious, questioning eyes. I was be-
coming jumpy as a cat, I told her, and 
did my best to let it go at that. But 
she knew me too well to be so easily 
deceived. Several times during the 
rest of the evening I caught her 
watching me surreptitiously. 

W h e n we finally went to bed, I 
knew that my jitters had affected her. 
There was fear in her eyes—fear of 
something she could only sense, could 
understand no more than I. . . . 

I was not due at the office until past 
noon the next day, but T o m Leavitt 
telephoned me shortly after breakfast. 

"There 's the devil to pay again, 
Fred. Out at Justin Skinner's place, 
on the Standish road. He's dead and 
I hear the place is a mess. I 'm going 
out there now." 

Twenty minutes later I jo ined him 
and walked through the awe-stricken 
crowd that milled around the house of 
death. Skinner, a widower who lived 
alone, lay where he had been found on 
the floor of his l iving room. 

At first glance it seemed that every-
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thing in that room had been wi l ful ly 
hacked to pieces. Then I saw that 
litter of springs and cushion padding, 
of torn fabric and splintered wood , 
represented what had been only two 
chairs, a large overstuffed easy chair 
and a horsehair sofa. 

They had been demolished so com-
pletely that it was difficult to recog-
nize what was left of them. Evident-
ly Skinner had ripped and slashed the 
upholstery to bits with a knife and 
then had attacked the frames with an 
ax. His task had been almost finished 
when the steel head must have flown 
from the helve. It had caught him in 
the forehead and had split his skull, 
killing him before he realized what 
had struck him. 

" H e knew that stuff had a curse 
on it," I heard an appalled voice ex-
plaining to a newcomer beside me. 
" H e tried to bust it up, but it got him 
before he could finish with it. M y 
wi fe bought a couple chairs at old E f -
fie's sale, but I lugged them out to the 
barn last night. Today I 'm gonna 
burn them far away from the house. 

Old Effie's sale. . . .The hushed 
words echoed in my brain. Again that 
vague, nameless dread left me with an 
empty, all-gone feeling in the pit of 
my stomach. Now I remembered that 
horsehair sofa. I had been sitting on 
it with Jean during the auction. It 
had been right behind Effie Currier 
when she had launched herself on the 
plat form rocker and hacked it to 
pieces. 

"Everything here is mine. Do you 
hear? They 're my things and nobody 
else will have them! " 

Her wild scream rang in my 
memory. I felt the warm blood rush 
into my cheeks when I caught 
Leavitt's eyes fixed upon me, studying 
me curiously. 

f f W J ^ H A T do you think of it, 
w w T o m ? " I asked as we walked 

out to my car and started back to the 
office. 

He hesitated uncertainly. 
" I don't know. Last night I was 

wil l ing to believe — " 
"Yes , I know," I interrupted im-

patiently. " T h e Fisk fire might have 

been an accident. T h e Allard case 
might have been another accident. 
Though why any sane woman would 
try to carry two heavy pictures and a 
mirror up a flight of stairs at one time 
is beyond me. And this might have 
been an accident, too, conceivably. 
The first two I was wi l l ing to accept 
as no more than a strange coincidence. 
This one you might say is not even 
that. It seems to f o l l o w somewhat 
logically after the other two, but I 
don't believe a word of it." 

" Y o u think—" he prompted as I 
lapsed into silence. 

" I think there's a bloodthirsty 
murderer running loose in this town," 
I snapped. "Some ruthless devil is 
deliberately spreading panic to fur -
ther his own ends." 

"But why, Fred? W h o would kill 
people who have never done anyone 
any harm in their l ives?" 

"Someone who stands to benefit by 
ruining this town with disastrous 
public ity ," I gritted savagely. "Some 
dirty hound who figures to line his 
pockets in some way that I haven't 
been able to figure out yet." 

The moment I said it, Eli Weston 's 
ratlike face flashed into my mind. At 
that time we turned a corner and the 
antique dealer's truck was almost In 
front of us. He was coming out of old 
Granny Nutting's house, carrying a 
desk. He added to the chest of 
drawers that already stood on the 
sidewalk, the center of a hard-eyed, 
scowling audience. 

I pulled over to the curb and 
watched him pile his purchases into 
the truck. W h e n he was through he 
climbed up onto the seat, with no more 
than a grin for the nasty remarks that 
were being thrown at him. But the 
instant he started away from the curb, 
stones and anything else that came to 
hand took the place of the insults. 
Angr i ly the crowd pelted the van, ran 
after it, hooting and brandishing 
their fists. 

" T h e cheap grave-robber!" one of 
the old lady's neighbors shouted. 
"Last night Granny turned him down, 
but this morning he was here bright 
and early with the news about Justin 
Skinner. Y o u can't tell me that dirty 
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buzzard ain't got something to do with 
what 's happening in this t o w n ! " 

I recogn ized those wi ld lynch 
s y m p t o m s all too easily. Already in 
the gr ip of unreasoning fear, these 
men were eager to find something 
concrete on which to vent their rage. 
T h e y had f ound it. Soon the whole 
t own was buzzing with angry denun-
ciation of Eli W e s t o n . From anger 
they passed swi f t l y to threats. 

B y mid -a f ternoon a howl ing mob 
stoned the truck right up to the hotel 
door and then surrounded the build-
ing, demanding t h a t W e s t o n come 
out. 

TO M Leavitt took a hand. W i t h 
a deputy sheriff and several other 

level-headed citizens, he went inside 
and warned the dealer to get out 
of town be fore he precipitated a riot. 

W e s t o n was thoroughly scared now. 
I could see that as he scurried out of 
a back door and c l imbed into the cab 
of his truck. Crouching over the 
wheel like an old vulture, he drove 
out through the lane we opened for 
him and fled beneath a barrage of 
missiles. 

That was the last we wou ld see of 
El i W e s t o n and g o o d riddance, I told 
myse l f . B u t scarcely half an hour 
later we heard that his wrecked truck 
was a t t h e bottom of T h o m p s o n ' s 
Gorge . 

Leavitt and I were among the first 
to arrive at the scene of the accident. 
W e s t o n had been dragged out of the 
wreckage, battered so badly that he 
was hardly recognizable . T h e gorge 
is deep and steep. His truck must 
have turned over half a dozen times 
before it reached the bottom. Its con-
tents were reduced to kindl ing. Not a 
piece of Effie Currier 's furniture re-
mained intact. Most of it l ooked as 
if a steam-roller had gone over it. 

" T h e j inx got h i m ! " I heard awe-
striken mumblings a l l a r o u n d me. 
" O l d Effie wouldn ' t let him get away 
with her t h i n g s ! " 

Certainly there was plenty of evi-
dence to bear them out. T h e side of 
the road, where it passed the gorge , 
was well protected by a stout cable 
fence , but W e s t o n had left that intact. 

He had picked out the one possible 
spot, just b e f o r e the f ence began, to 
lose contro l o f t h e machine and 
plunge d o w n the hillside. 

C H A P T E R I V 

White-haired Menace 

IT wasn't until the second time we 
looked at the mangled b o d y that 

T o m Leavitt pursed his l ips in sur-
prise. In the same instant I saw what 
had caught his attention. W e s t o n ' s 
hat was gone and his head was badly 
battered. But it was not the sleek, 
gray-haired head he had uncovered in 
my living r o o m ! N o w he was almost 
bald, the round skull covered by a 
close stubble no more than a quarter-
inch l o n g ! 

"That ' s a prison haircut if I ever 
saw o n e ! " T o m whispered. H e bent 
over the b o d y and went through the 
coat pockets . That search revealed 
nothing of consequence , except the 
f o lded sales sheets Clem T r o w had 
lost so myster ious ly at the auction. 
T h e address had been marked down 
beside the name of each purchaser 
and item after item had been checked 
o f f as W e s t o n had bought them up. 

T h e g o r g e was still c r o w d e d with 
the morb id ly curious when T o m and 
I drove back to the office. T h e r e we 
got busy on the te lephone. In less 
than an hour we had added cons ider -
able in format ion to El i W e s t o n ' s 
obituary. 

In the first place, we had discovered 
that he was not El i W e s t o n at all. 
T h e antique dealer had gone out o f 
business some months b e f o r e and had 
sold his truck to a second-hand man, 
who had not bothered to paint out the 
name be fore resell ing it. In the sec-
ond place, we had learned that the 
Massachusetts State Penitent iary au-
thorities were scour ing the country 
f or a trusty w h o had escaped less than 
a week ago. 

That trusty w a s a m a n named 
P fe i f f e r — a f o rmer member of E d 
Dawson's g a n g ! 

[Turn to page 94] 
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" S o there's your answer," Leavitt 
summed up as he leaned back in his 
swivel chair. "P fe i f f er must have read 
a newspaper notice of the auction. It 
was so important to him to get hold 
of Effie Currier's furniture before it 
was scattered all over town that he 
broke out of jail and rushed up here. 
He got here too late. There was noth-
ing he could do but buy up whatever 
he could and commit murder to get 
his hands on anything that was re-
fused him. W h y ? Now that he's 
dead, your guess is as good as mine." 

But I wasn't even guessing. Relief 
surged through me and left me feeling 
weak, spent. M y forehead was wet 
with perspiration and the palms of my 
hands were clammy. I realized what 
our refusal to sell an old spinning 
wheel and an organ might have meant 
to Jean. 

I had already called her and knew 
that she was safe, but now that did 
not satisfy me. I wanted to see her, 
to hold her in my arms. T o m nodded 
quickly when I said I was going home 
and offered to drop him off on the 
way. 

He invited me in when I turned into 
his drive and put him down at his 
front door, but I wasn't stopping just 
then. I wanted to get home. 

I slipped the car into gear, started 
away. Before I reached the road, 
Tom's frantic yell brought my foot 
down on the brake. He was standing 
on the porch, waving to me franti-
cally. Something a b o u t h i s face, 
uncfer the porch light, prickled my 
scalp. 

I did not wait to back up. I leaped 
out and ran to the porch, across it and 
through the front door. I froze there, 
transfixed with paralyzing horror. 

There on the floor lay Ruth, pinned 
down beneath the wreckage of a tall 
grandfather c lock—the very same 
c lock she had bought at Effie Currier's 
auct ion! 

T h e heavy top had crashed down on 
her head, had crushed her skull and 
battered one side of her face to a 
b loody pulp. But she was still alive. 
T o m had gathered her up in his arms, 
was holding her close against him 
while tears streamed down his writh-

ing cheeks. And out of that twisted, 
blood-dripping mouth came gasping 
words that were scarcely audible. 

"Effie — Effie C u r r i e r — she 
knocked me down — she — 

The gasping stopped and Ruth 
Leavitt was dead. 

ST A R K horror made my body an 
insensate lump of flesh, my hands 

and feet icy cold as I got back into my 
car and drove home. W i t h breath-
taking suddenness the grateful relief, 
the fine security we had built on the 
bogus Eli Weston 's death had been 
shattered. Ruth could not have been 
attacked more than a few minutes be-
fore we arrived, long after the mas-
querading criminal had plunged into 
the gorge. 

And with her dying breath she had 
whispering Effie Currier's name. She 
had accused a woman whose disinte-
grating corpse was lying in its grave. 

Effie Currier . . . That name, echo-
ing in my brain, spawned an unholy 
terror that was beyond endurance. I 
could hear her high, sharp voice ring-
ing in my ears as I got out of the car. 
I raced to my front door. But no, 
that wasn't her voice. It was the 
organ Jean was playing in the living 
room. 

That o r g a n and spinning wheel 
were cursed, devil 's toys. They were 
a menace, a peril to Jean every mo-
ment they were in the house. Blind 
rage against the hideous objects swept 
through me. My hands balled into 
hard fists, my j a w s clenched. I 
wanted to smash them to bits, to hack 
them to splinters t h e w a y Justin 
Skinner h a d fallen upon tne over-
stuffed chair and sofa. 

But when I stepped into the l iving 
room and saw Jean sitting at the mel-
odeon, when she turned and smiled 
happily at me, it wa6 as if a bucket of 
cold water drenched me. That j o y f u l 
shock restored my sanity and chilled 
me w i t h t h e realization o f how 
strongly this horror was preying on 
my mind. A little more and I would 
go berserk, just as Skinner must have 
done. 

" I have a j ob for you, Fred," Jean 
told me as I crushed her in my arms. 
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"The organ needs f ix ing. Some of 
the reeds aren't working. A f te r sup-
per maybe you can take it apart f or 
me. 

And when I saw the eagerness in 
her e y e s , I could not muster the 
courage to suggest that we throw the 
thing out. She a l w a y s wanted a 
parlor organ like her grandmother's. 
Now that she had this one to play, it 
would break her heart if I insisted on 
disposing of it. I nodded noncom-
mittally, then told her what had hap-
pened to Ruth Leavitt. 

That cast a pall over our evening. 
Jean wanted to go right down to the 
Leavitts', but there was nothing we 
could do there. T o m had asked me 
not to stay and I knew how he felt. 

W e had our s u p p e r in silence. 
Though we tried to forget the tragedy 
that had struck so close to us, it was 
in our eyes every time we met each 
other's glances. Desperately I cast 
about for something to take our minds 
off it. It was then that I thought of 
the organ. Whi l e I was with Jean, 
knowing I could f ight to protect her, 
my mind g r e w m o r e realistic. I 
wanted to inspect Effie's late posses-
sions carefully. I was beginning to 
suspect that I understood the reason 
for the murder, but I wanted to be 
sure. 

Moving it out into the center of the 
room, I unscrewed the back and l i fted 
it free. As Jean watched, I took off 
the keyboard cover, unfastened the 
front panels to get at the reeds. I 
started to take them out to clean them. 
One w a s tightly jammed. I bent 
close, trying to pry it loose. And 
suddenly she screamed. 

"E f f i e ! " 
Just that one piercing shriek, but 

it was so fraught with terror that it 
seemed to stop the beating of my 
heart. 

I whirled, started to spring upright, 
even as I heard the quick rush of feet 
behind me. I was too late. Be fore I 
could raise a hand to protect myself , 
something crashed / iown hard on my 
head. I dropped straight to my knees. 

Blindly I groped, trying desper-
ately to get back onto my fee,t. The 
second blow seemed to split my skull 

wide open. A thousand kleig lights 
blazed at me and then winked out into 
smothering blackness. . . . 

CH O P P I N G and pounding rang in 
my aching brain, as if it were a 

beating drum. The sound brought 
me back to consciousness. I opened 
my eyes and stared at Effie Currier. 
I closed them again, shook my throb-
bing head. This must be hysteria or 
madness, I told myself as I tried to 
rally my dazed senses. 

But the banging and smashing went 
on and now there was another sound. 
I heard a low sob that I knew was 
Jean's. 

I opened my eyes again and there 
was no mistake about it. That was 
Effie Currier standing over the nearly 
demolished organ. That black dress 
and gray shawl, that tightly drawn 
white hair gathered in a bun at the 
back of her head — she looked exactly 
as she had when she had hurled her-
self upon the platform rocker. 

The organ was in little better con-
dition than the rocker she had torn 
to pieces. Not satisfied with taking 
it apart, she was using an ax upon it, 
reducing it to splinters. 

That much I saw as I got my eyes 
back into focus. And then I saw Jean. 
She was propped up in a chair, her 
ankles and wrists tied together with 
ropes. She was sitting there, watch-
ing the old woman as if the devil him-
self was at work in our familiar living 
room. 

Not until then did I realize my own 
plight. I was lying on the floor a 
f ew yards from what was left of the 
organ. My ankles w e r e lashed to-
gether so tightly that the blood had 
been stopped. R o p e w a s wound 
around my torso from my shoulders 
to below my waist, binding my arms 
close against my sides. I tested those 
bonds experimentally. The result was 
discouraging. 

" I t ain't here." A voice f rom the 
shattered wreck of the organ froze me 
into immobility. My eyelids almost 
closed. "Just like I thought, you 
found it before I got here, heh?" 

Effie glowered at Jean. But that 
wasn't Effie! It wasn't Effie's voice. 
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N o w that the head was raised, so that 
the l ight fe l l more fu l l y upon the 
features, I saw that it wasn't Effie's 
face. It was made up to look like 
Effie and to be deceptive at a distance, 
yes, but it wasn't g o o d enough to stand 
c lose scrutiny. 

Neither the face beneath the white 
wig , nor the worn pair of men's shoes 
beneath the hem of the black dress! 

C H A P T E R V 

Death of the Dead 

^ W ^ O U found it, but it won't do 
ML- you no g o o d , " the man dis-

guised as Effie Currier threatened as 
he stepped toward J e a n . "You ' r e 
gonna hand it over to me. Oh, yes, 
you are ! " Her lips had c lamped to-
gether and she tried to shrink back 
f r o m him. " Y o u ' r e gonna tell me 
where it is. I got lots of ways of 
makin' you talk. Fire and knives and 
slivers of w o o d jabbed up under your 
fingernails l i k e t h e Indians done. 
You ' l l talk quick enough." 

At that instant I knew who he was. 
Small observations that had seemed to 
have no signif icance now made ghastly 
sense. In the sudden f l o o d of bl ind-
ing rage that rushed into my brain, I 
lost my head complete ly . 

"Ber t H o w a r d ! " I shouted at him 
and could have bitten my tongue off 
the moment the name left my lips. 
"Let her alone ! Y o u can't get away 
with th i s ! " 

But my vo ice gagged in my throat 
when he turned and looked at me, 
his face alight with devil ish satis-
faction. 

" S o y o u w o k e up, heh? " He 
grinned malevolently. "That ' s fine. 
You got some sense, so you know that 
I ain't b lu f f in ' . I want that paper, 
Maynard. Hand it over and you won ' t 
neither of you be hurt." 

" W h a t paper? " I parried, trying 
to draw him out. 

T h e grin left his face. 
" T h e paper you took out of the 

organ." 
" I didn't see any paper. I didn't 

take anything out of the organ. W h a t 
kind of paper was i t ? " 

"You ' r e a l iar ! " he flung at me. 
" W h y did you take it apart then? T o 
f ix it? Sure ! You ' re a liar. I k n o w 
what you was after. Y o u got w ind o f 
it somehow and you f o u n d it b e f o r e 
I got here. But you ' l l hand it over, 
all r ight." 

Reaching down, h e took hold of 
Jean's skirt and tore nearly a f o o t of 
material f r om all around its hem. De -
liberately he fashioned the material 
into a gag, thrust it into her mouth 
and fastened it there. I c y terror 
wrapped i t s paralyzing tentacles 
around my heart. 

" D o n ' t be a f o o l , Maynard , " he 
warned as he stood over her. " Y o u 
know I ain't b lu f f in ' . I go t three 
parts of that map now, but they ain't 
no good without the piece y o u f ound . 
I had to kill five people to get this 
far. You oughta know I ain't gonna 
stop now." 

" W h a t map are you talking a b o u t ? " 
I sparred desperately for time, any-
thing to keep his f iendish hands off 
Jean. 

" T h e map the sheriff got f r o m E d 
D a w s o n ! " he f lared. His impatience 
abruptly turned to rage. " T h e map 
that shows where Dawson buried the 
stuff they stole. T h e sheriff tore it in 
four pieces and hid it in his furniture. 
Y o u know that. I f ound the first piece 
when I was cleanin' up the mess after 
Effie bust up his rocker, so I started 
huntin' f o r more. 

" O n e was in one o f the picture 
frames Al lard bought . Another was 
in the big c l o ck the Leavitts bought . 
A n d you found the last piece r ight 
here in that organ. I been through 
your pockets already and didn't f ind 
it, but you 've got it and you ' l l hand 
it over . " 

Into my mind f lashed the details of 
Sheriff Currier 's clash with the Daw-
son gang. I had suspected that Ed 
Dawson had buried his loot when 
the pursuit b e c a m e too hot, that 
Currier had taken f r o m him the map 
showing its locat ion. That explained 
why Henry Potter had taken what had 
struck me as a senseless risk to break 
into Currier 's home and search f o r the 
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map. Af ter that visit the sheriff had 
done what I thought — quartered the 
map and hidden the pieces to protect 
it for the county. But he had died 
with the secret locked in his breast 
when the survivors of the gang had 
trapped him. 

" T h e county never done right by 
the sheriff and they never done right 
by m e ! " Bert Howard raged. " I 
been takin' their guff for years, but 
now I'm gonna get mine. You ain't 
stoppin' me, Maynard." 

As he spoke, he picked up the ax 
and a piece of wood from the wrecked 
organ. He began trimming fr ightful , 
sharp-pointed slivers. Those slivers 
were going to be driven up under 
Jean's fingernails! 

HO R R O R g r i p p e d me by the 
throat and threatened to stran-

gle me as I realized my helplessness. 
There was nothing I could do to con-
vince him that I did not have his map. 
Finding me there with the organ half-
dismantled was too circumstantial. He 
was certain that I had beaten him to 
it and Jean's agony would not dis-
suade him. 

If only I had the map, I would give 
it to him and let him kill us quickly, 
for I knew now that we were doomed. 
But I could not even save Jean from 
a fiendish torture that made me writhe 
at the very thought of it. 

Frantically I struggled against the 
ropes, fought and twisted in every 
possible way. It was useless. At 
last, though, I managed to inch the 
lower coils up a bit by bending at the 
waist, succeeded in working them up 
so that the lower two-thirds of my 
forearms were free. W i t h that came 
an inspiration. 

Drawing up my knees so that my 
hands could reach my shoe tops, I 
pretended to be thrusting something 
into one of them. Howard was on me 
like a flash. He ripped off the shoe 
and eagerly searched inside o f it, 
shook it. In that moment I jack-
knifed myself up so that I could get 
my hands on him, was able to grab 
hold of him and cling desperately as 
I struggled to f r e e my imprisoned 
arms further. 

Howard straightened and got to his 
feet, but I clung to him like a bulldog. 
I clung to him until he shook one of 
his arms loose and drew it back for 
a blow. His fist smashed full into my 
face and l i fted me off my bound feet, 
to hurl me into the spinning wheel. 

My hundred and seventy pounds 
smashed it to pieces as if it had been 
made of toothpicks. The wheel, legs, 
treadle, distaff, shuttle and framework 
flattened beneath me and scattered in 
every direction. And from some-
where inside of it a little roll of 
brown paper dropped out o n t o the 
floor! 

W e both saw it at the same mo-
ment, but Bert Howard had it before 
I could even move my bound body. 
A mouthing like a growl of animal 
satisfaction broke from his lips as he 
spread out the paper. His eyes blazed. 
Eagerly he thrust his hand under 
his black dress and brought out three 
similar pieces. 

I knew that our fate was sealed, our 
minutes numbered. 

Carefully he folded the pieces to-
gether and put them back into his 
pocket. W h e n his eyes flashed to 
Jean and then to me, they mirrored 
cold-blooded murder. H e glanced 
speculatively around the room — at 
the ax, at the fire — and I could read 
his thoughts. He was going to bash 
our skulls and burn the house down 
over us. . . . 

W e didn't have minutes left now. 
Only seconds remained, but each of 
those terror-fraught seconds was like 
an eternity. My brain worked with 
frantic speed. There was only one 
slim hope, a single mad chance, I 
told myself . 

I took it. 
I was lying on the edge of the 

hearth. I hitched closer. Then it 
took only a coordination of muscles, 
a thrust and a twist, to roll over into 
the flames. 

I had figured that roll to the inch. 
It left me face forward, with my left 
shoulder and arm and part of my side 
against the foremost of the burning 
logs. I had figured that, had expected 
pain. But I had not even approxi-
mated the fearful agony t h a t con-
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vulsed m y seared flesh as the flames 
ate through my khaki shirt. My jaws 
c lenched, ground together so that it 
seemed m y teeth must break as I 
f ought back the groans that welled up 
into my throat. 

MY nostrils f i l led with the sick-
ening odor of my own roasting 

flesh, but Bert Howard smelled it also. 
On that I had gambled desperately. 
He whirled around and instinctively 
made a dive to pull me away before 
the ropes burned through. 

I was ready for him. I grabbed 
him with both hands, clung to him 
fiercely as I f ought to stay there, 
while flaming doom was raging at my 
back. 

That struggle helped. My straining 
muscles, taxed to their utmost, swelled 
against t h e fire-eaten r o p e s and 
snapped some of them. The rest loos-
ened, gave way, and my arms were 
almost f r ee ! 

Not until then did I let Howard 
yank me clear of my agonizing bed 
and then I came away with a speed 
he little expected. Be fore he knew 
what was happening, m y l e f t arm 
wrapped around his neck and I l i fted 
myself clear of the floor. My dan-
gl ing weight pulled him off his feet. 
W e fell heavily together, floundered 
there until my groping right hand 
closed on what my fingers were so des-
pairingly seeking. 

T h e distaff of the smashed spinning 
wheel was made of hard wood and 
tipped with a sharp metal point. In 
m y terrible extremity it offered a 
heaven-sent weapon. Half-tied and 

agoniz ingly burned, I cou ld save Jean 
and mysel f f r o m the murderer only 
by seriously w o u n d i n g or ki l l ing him 
with my only weapon, and that had to 
be done quickly . 

Gripping it like a dagger , I swung 
it up and p lunged it into his throat, 
drove it into his neck, into his chest 
again and again. T h o s e deep stabs 
carried all my rapidly fa i l ing strength 
behind them. I was de luged with the 
blood spouting f r o m t h e deadly 
wounds they made* 

Bert Howard screamed in terror. 
He struggled wi ld ly to get to his feet, 
but the black dress hindered him. It 
entangled him, tr ipped him, rolled 
him closer to the flaming hearth. 
There his struggl ing suddenly ended. 
Blood gurgled up into his throat and 
throttled his fear -maddening cries. 
He sat back l imply and I thought he 
was dead. 

L i fe had not yet quite l e f t him, 
though. His eyes were glazing, but 
abruptly his hand came out f r o m amid 
the rumpled f o lds of Effie Currier's 
black dress. It flicked toward the 
hearth and four scraps of frayed 
brown paper dropped on the burning 
logs. For an instant they curled, 
charred. Then, with a puff of flame, 
they were gone. 

" I t ' s m i n e ! " came f r o m his b lood-
frothed lips in a dy ing gasp. " N o -
body else will have it ." 

I had been expec t ing it every sec-
ond, yet I was vaguely surprised when 
I toppled to the floor in a faint. The 
last thought that flashed through my 
mind was that Jean was safe, and she 
was worth a mi l l ion buried treasures 
or rewards. 
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DEAD MAN'S EVE 
By MARY ELIZABETH COUNSELMAN 

Author of "Drifting Atoms," "The Accursed Isle," etc. 

The financier screamed and sprang to his feet , his f a ce a mask of fear 

WI T H remarkable strength of 
will, the dying man raised 
up suddenly on his elbow in 

the narrow charity ward cot. He 
laughed. Harsh, bitter laughter pealed 
out, silencing the chatter of other pa-
tients beyond the screens that hid his 
bed from sight. The two interns, 
bending over him, recoiled and 
thought of straitjackets. 

But the dying man was quite sane. 
His bright brown eyes looked up at 
them with intelligence, his mouth still 
twisted in an ironic smile. 

"So , " he whispered weakly, "now he 
wants something else that's mine. I 
didn't think he'd left me anything de-
sirable! My wi fe—he took her when 
he had me transferred to the tropics. 
M y ambition, my sense of humor, then 

H a m m e r h u r s t Thought 
Anything Could Be Bought 
-Unti l He Discovered That 
a Corpse Has Pos i t i ve ly 
No Use for A n y M o n e y ! 

my health. Whi te men don't last long 
in fever-country. And finally my 
honor, when he made everyone believe 
I had stolen money and had me kicked 
out of the company. A l l that Mr. J. C. 
Hammerhurst took f rom me. N o w 
you come to me on my deathbed and 
tell me I must give him my left e y e ! " 

He fell back on his pil low, shaking 
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with harsh laughter until the tears 
ran down his wasted cheeks. The 
older intern coughed. 

"Mr . Smith, there are no relatives 
to claim your body. It would go to a 
potter's field. I was sure you would 
be will ing, in return for . . . a decent 
funeral. Mr. Hammerhurst would be 
quite generous, I think." 

"Generous?" the little man retorted. 
" A gol f ball hits him in the eye 
at his swanky club and destroys the 
cornea. Fever and heat have killed 
me by inches. A fancy tombstone, in 
return for my left eye ! Yes, that's the 
kind of honest bargain J. C. always 
did o f f e r ! " 

A fierce, defiant light flared up in his 
eyes. Once more, with a terrific effort, 
he raised himself on an elbow and 
glared up at the two doctors. 

" N o ! " His whisper shrilled with 
intensity. "Let him buy some other 
guinea-pig, if he can. My eyes are 
my own. They were born with me. 
They grew up with me. Now they'll 
die and be buried with me. They 're one 
thing he can never o w n ! Tel l him— 
I said—" 

A rattle in his throat cut him short. 
"Mr . Smith," the charity patient with-
out a name, fell back on his pillow, 
dead. His clear brown eyes were wide 
open. The younger intern bent over 
him swift ly , felt the pulse. He 
straightened with a shrug. 

"Gone. Poor old guy, he was crazy 
as a coot. Persecution complex. What 
are we going to do about that cornea? 
Stevens starts operating in fifteen 
minutes." 

The other intern scowled. 
"Yeah. This poor guy must have 

been out of his head at the end, blam-
ing all his failures on the first rich 
man we happened to mention. Ham-
merhurst may regain his full eyesight 
by having a new cornea grafted on. 
What 's an eye, more or less, to this 
poor devil n o w ? " 

HO U R S later, in an expensive 
room on Third, called by hospi-

tal employees the "Royal Suite," a 
stocky, florid man in silk pajamas lay 
with his eyes bandaged. He was con-
scious now, queasy f rom the anesthetic 
and resentful of the hushed noises go-
ing on about him. 

"Stop whispering and shushing 

around! " he roared suddenly. "Get 
me a cigar. Get me the afternoon 
paper and read me the stock reports. 
I never saw such complete ineffi-
c iency ! Stevens, you can cancel those 
plans for the annex. I 've thought bet-
ter of it. W h y should I promise a 
hundred thousand dollars to you pack 
of foo ls just for doing your j o b ? " 

"Yes, Mr. Hammerhurst." 
The surgeon's quiet vo ice cut 

through the tirade with studied pa-
tience. Across the tycoon 's bed, he 
and the special nurse exchanged a 
look of weary understanding. The 
financier muttered under his breath. 
A smug look of satisfaction came into 
his face. 

"So the operation is a success, is i t ? " 
he grunted. " W e l l , why not? I 'm 
paying for success, not failure. Y o u 
say I'll regain the use of this eye 
completely ?" 

" I have every reason to think so, 
Mr. Hammerhurst," Stevens answered. 
He hesitated. "That new cornea was 
taken from the body of a charity pa-
tient who died this morning. The 
interns assured him that you would 
be generous in the matter of a decent 
funeral, if he—" 

"Charity patient?" the financier ex-
ploded. " W h y should I? His family 
should take care of that. What 's his 
name?" 

"He gave the name of Smith. They 
usually do." The doctor shrugged. 
"Then you won't give anything toward 
his funeral?" 

"Certainly n o t ! " J. C. Hammerhurst 
bellowed. " W h a t difference does it 
make to a charity patient where they 
dump his remains? Bring me a cigar, 
nurse! H o w many times must I ask 
for something around here?" He 
chuckled, raising a hand to his ban-
daged eyes. "So I'll be seeing the 
world after this through another man's 
eye. A dead man's eye. Very amus-
i n g ! " 

Stevens looked at him, sickened. 
Without another word, he strode f rom 
the room. . . . 

Hammerhurst's eye healed rapidly, 
for he was a man who had taken ex-
pensive care of his body. Be fore a 
month passed, he was back at his busi-
ness, with only a dark lens in the left 
side of his glasses to remind one of 
his accident. 
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Dr. Stevens called almost daily to 
inspect his handiwork, fearful of what 
this tyrant could do to his profes-
sional reputation if anything went 
wrong. In Hammerhurst's inner sanc-
tum, two weeks after the operation, 
fear touched his spine as the tycoon 
roared: 

" Y o u told me I could see out of this 
eye as clearly as the o ther ! W e l l , I 
can't. W h e n e v e r I try, everything 
blurs and I get a v ic ious headache. 
See here, you told me in the presence 
of witnesses—" 

Stevens held his temper with an e f -
fort . 

" I did say I thought you 'd be able 
to see inside two weeks. But any doc -
tor can miscalculate, Mr. Hammer-
hurst. Take off your glasses f o r a mo-
ment, please. I ' l l draw this shade a 
bit. N o w shut your right eye and 
open the left . F o c u s on m y face . " 

Hammerhurst, seated in a chair of 
dark red leather, scowled petulantly. 
Then with a grunt he obeyed. He 
took off the glasses, shut both eyes. 
Squinting painful ly , he opened the 
left . 

T h e b lood ebbed f rom his florid 
face. A strangled sound escaped him 
as his left eye stared up at the sur-
geon. A tremor went over him and 
he leaped to his feet , grabbing at 
Stevens' arm and shutting both eyes 
convuls ively . His vo ice was harsh, 
unsteady, t inged with a deep horror. 

"Stevens, I — I — M y God, what a 
ghastly i l lus ion ! " 

TH E doctor sprang to his side, 
f o r ced him into the chair. 

" T a k e it easy, Mr. Hammerhurst. 
You ' re all r ight. T h e optical nerve 
is a tr icky thing sometimes. Be 
calm. It's nothing. Te l l me, what was 
it that you thought you s a w ? " 

T h e financier had slumped in his 
chair, quivering. T h e b lood flowed 
back into his face, which darkened 
with anger. Putting on his glasses 
again with the one dark lens, he g low-
ered up at Stevens, fur ious at being 
comforted by a weaker, less clever 
man. 

"Certainly I 'm all r i ght ! Just a 
momentary dizziness. But let me tell 
you this. I 'm through with your dis-
tinguished services. T o m o r r o w I 'm 

(Continued on page 108) 
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By CHAKRA 
Famous Mystic 

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

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

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free! 
Send in Coupon on Page 106 

REQUIEM 

TH E R E have been many stories of 
beautiful music having been heard at 

the moment of death. No one can explain 
it. To add to this collection, here is a 
letter just as it was received from Mrs. 
Anna C . . . of Elizabeth, N. J. 

Dear Chakra: Having been interested 
in your Mystery-Scopes for many years, 
I want to tell you of the strange thing 
that happened in my home last night. 

My mother has been ill for several 
weeks. In her younger days in Poland, 
she was a pianist and had been compli-
mented on her playing by Ignace Paderew-
ski, whom she adored. Naturally, she 
taught me to play the piano, but I do not 
play as well as mother who up until her 
sickness would be at the piano every day. 

Being confined to bed, she missed her 
music terribly, so I have played for her 
each day whenever I could find time from 
my housework and caring for my children. 

Last night it was very hot, so I did not 
retire early. In fact, shortly after eleven 
o'clock, my baby woke up, and it took 
me considerable time to quiet him. 

Finally at 11:30 (I remember looking at 
the clock) I sat down in the living room 
before going to bed. I looked at the 
piano and had a strange desire to play. I 
almost started to, when I realized it was 
too late and might wake the baby and 
mother. So a few moments later I put out 

the light and stepped into mother's room 
to see if she was all right. 

But she wasn't asleep. She looked up 
at me and smiled joyously as she said: 
"You played beautifully just now, Anna. 
I could have believed it was Paderewski." 

Believing she had been dreaming, I 
patted her and soon she was asleep. It 
was 11:40 when I put out her light. 

Perhaps I would have forgotten the in-
cident had I not picked up the newspaper 
today and read: "Ignace Jan Paderewski, 
80, world famous pianist and Polish states-
man, died last night at 11:35 in New York 
City. As he passed away, his fingers 
seemed to be moving as though he were 
playing his own requiem. They will never 
play again." 

DEATH WAITED AT THE 
CROSS-ROADS 

A V I S I T O R from the middle west re-
ported this story. His name is A1 

Levans. He claims that his friend, Tom 
Gruber, a police sergeant, answered the 
phone late one night at police headquar-
ters and distinctly heard a deep voice say: 
"Tom, better go out to the cross-roads on 
Route 22. A car turned over. Driver 
needs help." Then the caller hung up. 

Sergeant Gruber, always suspicious of 
false alarms when people refuse to give 
their identity over the phone, hesitated a 
moment. But finally he decided to investi-



gate. It wasn't far away—about three 
miles out—a bad crossing and near a curve. 
Should have a light anyway. 

A few minutes later, Gruber arrived in 
hig car. But there was no sign of activity 
at the cross-roads. The place was de-
serted, no wrecked car in sight. 

"Some college kid trying to be funny," 
thought Gruber. "But no—that was an 
old man's voice. Sounded something like 
Dad's." His father had been dead a year. 

Then Gruber sat in his parked car awhile 
and pondered. Just what had the man 
said? And the more he thought about it, 
the more vague it seemed. Maybe he had 
dreamed it. He had been dozing off all 
evening. Then he began to laugh. "Guess 
I'd better go on the day shift," he mut-
tered, and started his car back to town. 

He had driven less than 200 feet when 
he heard screaming brakes at the curve 
behind him. Then a crash. He looked 
back. A car had turned over. 

In a moment he was beside the wrecked 
car. It was beginning to blaze. He pulled 
the lone driver out in time and rushed the 
man to the hospital. The face was bloody. 

Not until Gruber reached the hospital 
did he recognize the driver. It was Tom 
Gruber's own brother—Douglas of Chi-
cago, who, after he had been revived, not 
being seriously hurt, said he had decided 
to visit Tom on his way South. 

Dream or no dream, that weird phone 
call had enabled Tom Gruber to save his 
brother's life. 

How do you account for it? 

DEATH BOMB 

nERE is a story vouched for by Ed 
Bodin, New York literary agent for 

Captain Kenneth Brown Collings, world 
war aviator, adventurer and author. A 
substantiating witness is Henry Mackey 
of Nutley, N. J. 

Early in April, 1941, Captain Collings 
came into Bodin's office and handled the 
agent a manuscript. It was an article 
about the late "Socko" Reagan, the Amer-
ican marine flyer who originated a style 
of dive-bombing many years ago. Col-
lings had flown with Reagan. 

Collings told Bodin that he was going 
to Canada the next day to sail for Eng-
land where he would ferry plane from 
English factories to combat zones. Bodin 
smilingly asked: "Are you coming back, 
Ken?" 

Collings shrugged his shoulders and 
looked at his own framed photograph 
which hung on Bodin's wall. 

"Well," said the famous flyer, "if I 
don't, I'll look up Socko Reagan, and we'll 
get permission of Saint Peter to dive-
bomb hell." 

And then he added: "Anyway, you'll 
hear from me one way or the other even 
if I have to drop a bomb on your office 
to tell you I'm still around." 

It was the afternoon of April 30th. 
Bodin was sitting at his desk talking to 
Henry Mackey. Suddenly, without appar-

[Turn page] 

N E W ! 

F R E E O F F • R I 
This beautiful Sportaman tlmulated 
leather carrying case with 
•trip » ( I n n FREE to 
while this Introductory 
to hurry I 

offer lasta. 

Candid-Type 
CAMERA 

A M A Z I N G I N T R O D U C T O R Y O F F E R 
TO READERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 

FOR ONLY 

The MONARCK 
$ ] _ 0 0 

NATIONALLY-FAMOUS CANDID-TYPE CAMERA 
We are presenting at a •eniatlonally low price the greatest camera of 
the year, becked by a 100t full guarantee. This earner*, being 
offered to reader* of this magaxlne at an t inning Introductory Priee 
of $1.00, possesses features formerly round only ln much higher 
priced cameras. 

TAKES 16 SHARP, CLEAR PICTURES 
MONEY-SAVING FEATURE—THIS CAMERA TAKES l« 
P ICTURES ON ANY LOW PRICE STANDARD ROLL OF 
F ILM, WHICH CAN BE BOUGHT EVERYWHERE . 
Just think I Each picture with your Monarck Camera rests you only 
a lit! " Ittle omt 1c tpleoe—And here are other outstanding ft* 
genuine Qraf, ground and polished Precision Lens. Eye berel View 
Finder, adjustable for snapshot or time eipoaure. Stream 11 nod -
Doslgned Plastic Case. Imagine all theae features ln a camera far 
only $1,001 

SEND NO MONEY! 
Just nn out coupon. Pay postman only $1.00 plus C. O. D. charges on 
delivery, or send $1.00 with couiKjc and we'll pay ail postage cbarges. 
You'll be both amaaed and pleased when you reoelre this marvelous 
Candid-type camera. If you are not perfectly satisfied. return camera 
and csie. and we'll gladly refund your dollar. You must hurry, far 
out stock Is limited. Clip the coupon and get your camera and free 
carrying case at oocel 

— — — 

1 THE CAMERA MAN. Oe»t. T-| 1 
139 N. Clark Street, Cklcaso. Illinois. 
• Send Camera and free carrying case. I l l pay postman $1.00 

plue postage. 
• ENCLOSED 18 $1 00 for Camera and free carrying case, you 

to pay all postage charges. 

Name 

Address 

Town or City State. 
Take advantage of this big Aim buy! i 
rolls ol Ala <80 a laturn) for only $1.00) 

I • Enclosed find $1.00 for 5 rolls of Olm. 

103 



Increased 

production 

means more 

Jobs for MACHINISTS 
and bigger pay for men who 

Know their work 
Alii hgros-tiady cause dm TOO th« practlcsl fact* on modem milillTW. m>-tu date methods you need to sdrsnte In machine shop Tito ndnntsje of the other man'i oiportanon u found In M l to sofTe root problems. luriuo your efficiency, with 

The AMERICAN 
MACHINISTS' LIBRARY 
i volmm—2348 poqn—3516 l l l i i lnt ioM 

( A c o m b i n e d home i l i d y c o u r s e a n d r e f e r e n c e l i b r a r y ) 
This library of midline ihap prartios wmi written for practical m m . 

Jt flrsn yoc tbe best method! for erery kind of roarfclne shop work, t fully explains Istbae. drill*, end other maehlno tools and their operation, automatic screw machines, speeds and reeds, feu deslcn and production. Jl*i and fixtures, puncfc and dls work, metal surfac-ttm. etc.. etc. Plainly written—completely Illustrated—the beat kind 1i help to the machine ihop man who wanti to advance himself. No money down—special price—easy payments. 

! EXAMINATION COUPON ' 
j M C G R A W - H I L L BOOK C O . . 3 3 0 W . 4 2 n d S t . . N e w Y o r k 
* Send me far ten days' examination tbe American Machinists' 

Library, 6 roLs If satisfactory I will aend you $1.50 In 10 daya 
and S3.00 monthly until the prtoe of 119 50_ls paid. If not 
wanted. I will return tbe books po j postpaid. 
shipment write plainly and All In all lln< 
Name 

(Te Iniuro prompt L) 
Hmie Address 
City and State 
Position 
Name of Cwnpeny T I 1 - 1 M 1 

INVENTORS i Protect your Idea with 
l I'stent- Don't delay. 
Get Free "Patent Guide." 
No chs i fe for prellmlnsry 

toformstloc. CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN—Re«lstered 
PUmt Attorney, IL8 Admit Bids.. Washlnfton. D. c. 

M A N Y 
STYLES 

TO 
SELECT 

FROM 

16 DAYS TRIAL 

SEND NO 
Adrian 8peotscl» 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
or Money Back Attractive styles. Low prices. 
BROKEN 0LA88E8 REPAIRED. 

Just said yoar name for 
FREE Circular tod*y. 

Co.. 557 8. Dearborn, Dept. T-ll. Chlouo 
MONEY 

TYPEWRITER. 
•TANOARO OFFICE MODELS 

AkMrt Vk M F R t . ORICL Ml ICC 
• s r z i z r T O ? * WEEK 

AU models completely rebuilt like brand 
rUH. 2-Y1AR OUARANTII 

IkMowy Down—II Day Trial 
M X COUnSl IN TYPINQ IMCLUDCD 

for r esr price unashlnc llUrstiw* In 
folcrs. Frilly <McrlM and i t a n all models. -
See our I IWratur* before you UiySIND TOD AT. 
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCH. B«t U88 231 W. Ho*roa 8L. Cklcng*. Ill 

T H E B I G 9 U A R T E R ' S W O R T H 

BEST CROSSWORD PUZZLES 
N O W O N S A L E A T A L L S T A N D S 

ent cause (no one was near it) the large 
photograph of Captain Kenneth Brown 
Collings crashed to the floor. 

Both Bodin and Mackey jumped from 
their chairs. " W o w , " said Mackey—"that 
doesn't look good for Collings, does i t? " 

Bodin repaired the frame and dismissed 
the matter as coincidence. But a week 
later he was shocked into horrible realiza-
tion when Henry Mackey brought in an 
evening newspaper reading: "Captain Ken-
neth Brown Collings killed at sea along 
with ten other American flyers when their 
ship was torpedoed in mid-ocean April 
30th." 

GRATEFUL PIGEON 

A QUEER story has been reported at 
a certain chemical laboratory in New 

Jersey, where chemists are experimenting 
on new type gas-masks. 

It seems that John Hickson, one of the 
chemists was very fond of pigeons, having 
raised them as a boy. A few pigeons 
would flock around his laboratory window 
each day, and Hickson would feed them. 
He bought a 100 pound bag of cracked 
corn just for the birds. His colleagues 
would ridicule him as being a softie, but 
Hickson didn't mind. His smiling answer 
would be: "Pigeons bring good vibrations 
and luck." 

One morning in May Hickson was feed-
ing his pigeons. They were eating out of 
his hand. His main pet was a big gray one 
who flew on his shoulder readily. He was 
interrupted by one of the engineers bring-
ing in a new gas-mask and ordered Hickson 
to test it in the gas-chamber. The most 
deadly and powerful gas was to be used. 
The engineer assured Hickson that the 
gas-mask was flawless and he need have 
no fear. 

Hickson put on the mask and fastened 
it securely. When he was satisfied of its 
perfection he headed toward the gas-
chamber across the court-yard. 

As he reached the open he looked up at 
the pigeons circling above him. He won-
dered if his pet pigeon would recognize 
him with the mask on. 

Before he could realize what had hap-
pened, his pet pigeon had swooped down, 
its claws and beak fighting the mask. In 
a moment a section of rubber was ripped, 
rendering the mask useless. Never be-
fore had the pigeon acted this way, and 
Hickson had worn masks many times test-
ing them in the same manner. 

As the chemist took off the mask, he 
was angry. He knew the engineer would 
be furious. He could imagine his col-
leagues saying: "I told you so. You 
would pamper rat pigeons." 

With all apologies he reported what had 
happened. There were some ugly words 
on part of the engineer until he looked at 
a section of the rubber. Then the engi-
neer exclaimed: "Good God, man—look 
at this eye-piece—there is a flaw in the 
glass. It's a good thing you didn't give 
this the A test. You would have been 
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dead. I don't know how this was over-
looked. It must have been due to the 
shadow which was not noticeable from 
the outside." 

When Hickson went back to find his pet 
pigeon and give the bird some extra corn, 
it had disappeared. It has not been seen 
from that day until the time of this writ-
ing. Everyone at the laboratory admits 
there was something uncanny about the 
whole thing. They remembered how that 
pigeon never associated with the others. 
Its eyes had been different. 

Had it fulfilled its earthly destiny in the 
saving of Hickson? He thinks so—and 
he's a practical chemist. 

THE HOLLOW TUBE OF MAGIC 

A STRANGE tale of magic has been 
reported by John Greenwood, who 

recently returned with his wife and daugh-
ter from a visit to Mexico. 

It seems that Mr. Greenwood had 
taken a trip on account of his daughter, 
Margaret, who, sometime ago, began to 
show signs of insanity. Greenwood had 
spent a large amount of money taking 
his only daughter to specialists and psy-
chiatrists; but none could help her. She 
was developing a dual personality—a Dr. 
Jekyll and Hyde complex. At spells she 
would talk like an old hag or witch and 
cackle in glee especially when someone 
was hurt or a chicken was killed. 

These spells would last for several 
hours and she had to be strapped for fear 
of doing harm to herself and others. She 
had no recollection of her actions while 
under the control of what seemed like a 
demon. 

Mr. Greenwood was desperate. He 
didn't want to send his daughter to an 
asylum. It would be torture to her in 
her rational moments. 

One night, in talking to a world traveler, 
he was informed that there was an old man 
near Mexico City who had cured many 
insane people by "drawing the demon out 
of their bodies through a hollow tube." 

Scientists naturally laughed about this 
story; but Greenwood was in such a state 
of mind that he would try anything in 
order to save his daughter from a fate 
worse than death. 

So, without telling his wife his mission, 
he arranged for a trip to Mexico. The 
so-called witch-doctor was located and, 
after certain arrangements, Greenwood 
took his daughter to the old man's hut. 
Mrs. Greenwood nearly fainted when her 
husband revealed what was about to take 
place. But he convinced her and she sat 
by, terrified. The daughter thought it 
was just a funny examination. 

Here is what Greenwood reports: 
"The aged man stripped my daughter to 

the waist. Then he took a hollow black 
wooden tube, about 12 inches long, and 
placed one end of it against her chest 
above the heart. She closed her eyes at 
the witch-doctor's command and she 
seemed to be hypnotized. Then the old 
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Send U ; If not, it's Frers 
Write me for your treat-
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R U P T U R E D ? 
Get Relief This Proven Way 
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man put the other end of the tube to his 
mouth. Suddenly my daughter began to 
twitch. Then as my wife and I were 
growing almost frantic and ready to stop 
the man's actions—a horrible scream filled 
the hut. But it did not come from my 
daughter's throat because her mouth was 
closed. I shall never forget that scream 
as long as I live. It sounded like a crea-
ture being burned alive. The scream 
gradually faded. My daughter opened 
her eyes and smiled. She said she 
had a horrible dream that someone was 
throwing her in a fire, but then an angel 
came to her rescue and carried her way 
up in the sky. Instinctively I knew by 
the expression on her face that she was 
cured. She has been her true self ever 
sihee." 

Was it blacjc magic? Here is what the 
famous Dr. Thomas L. Garrett of New 
York, says in his latest book: 

"It is interesting to note that the ritual 
of the Congo savage, the Haitian voodoo 
or other primitives may produce thera-
peutic results that are practically iden-
tical with those of modern psycho-therapy. 
However, the treatment given by the prim-
itive medicine man was usually concluded 
by pretending to suck what might remain 
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of the demon out of the body through a 
hollow tube." 

Yes, "there are stranger things in heaven 
or earth. . . . " 

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 

Dear Chakra: 
Is it believed that siamese-twins have 

but one soul? 
Grace Himmer. 

D e a r M i s s H i m m e r : T h e r e a r e t w o s e p a r a t e 
c o n s c i o u s n e s s , i n d e p e n d e n t o f e a c h o t h e r . 
P h y s i c a l d e f o r m i t y h a s n o t h i n g t o d o w i t h 
s o u l - c o n s c i o u s n e s s a c c o r d i n g t o m e t a p h y s i -
c i a n s . 

Dear Chakra: 
Has any medium ever satisfactorily 

described the appearance of a spirit? 
George Mackman. 

D e a r Mr. M a c k m a n : A c c o r d i n g t o H a r r y V l l -
l e r s , c e l e b r a t e d m e d i u m , t h e v i s i o n is s i m i l a r 
t o f o r m s o n e o f t e n s e e s j u s t b e f o r e f a l l i n g 
a s l e e p . 

Dear Chakra: 
Are there any predictions as to when 

U. S. will have its next war? Is it due 
in 1941? 

Henry Todd. 
D e a r Mr. T o d d : T h e y e a r s in w h i c h U. a 

e n t e r e d a w a r , all a d d e d to an e v e n n u m b e r . 
T h e r e f o r e It is I n d i c a t e d In 1942 o r 1 9 4 4 — n o t 
1941 o r 1943. F o r i n s t a n c e : 1T76 a d d e d to 20; 
1812 a d d e d t o 12. 1S45 w a s 18; 1861 w a s 16; 
1898 w a s 26; a n d 1917 a d d e d t o 18. W a t c h 
A p r i l , 1942. 

Dear Chakra: 
Who is considered to be the greatest 

mystic that ever lived? 
Hazel Breunning. 
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DEAD MAN 'S EYE 
(Continued from page 101) 

writ ing Trumbaur to come and take 
over the case. You 're noth ing but 
a c lumsy quack, a chisel ing veteri -
nary ! Get out of my o f f i ce ! Get out 
and don't come b a c k ! " 

Dr. Stevens stood erect. H e gave 
the financier one steady look . Then 
with a faint sigh of resignation he 
walked out. 

For a month thereafter, Stevens 
felt Hammerhurst 's pressure in his 
work at the hospital. T w o weal thy 
patients demanded another surgeon. 
The hospital head became exact ing 
and suspicious. W h e n the board of 
directors met, on ly his record of fine 
service kept him f r o m los ing his place 
as head surgeon. 

The doctor fumed, but could do 
nothing against a man like J. C. Ham-
merhurst. Men who incurred the ty -
coon 's disfavor went down like wheat 
before the scythe. Stevens could on ly 
wait and pray for a lucky break. 

It came when Trumbaur called at 
the hospital and asked to see him one 
morning. T h e noted surgeon 's f r iend-
liness and admiration for the A m e r -
ican doctor undid all the harm that 
Hammerhurst had accompl ished in 
the eyes of the hospital director. For 
it was about J. C. himself that T r u m -
baur had come to consult with 
Stevens. 

" A strange case," the famous doc -
tor stated at once. "Stevens, you did 
a beautiful j o b on that cornea. A s far 
as the X - rays show, there are no com-
plications whatever and no in jury to 
the optical nerve. But something is 
out of f ocus about that eye. Frankly 
I 've never seen a man so horr ibly 
nervous and fr ightened. He 's mor -
tally afraid to use that le ft eye of h is ! 
A lmost psychopathic about it. W e a r s 
an eye-flap over it every waking hour. 
That 's absurd. T h e eye has healed 
per fec t ly . " 

" B u t he can't see out of i t ? " Stevens 
f rowned . " I t pains him, you m e a n ? " 

" N o . " Trumbaur averted his eyes, 
then looked back at the other surgeon 
with a queer expression. " N o , it 
doesn't seem to pain him at all. 
There ' s just something w r o n g with 
the way it receives visual impressions. 
He sees things with it that he doesn't 
see with his other eye. T h o s e are his 
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own words. I've asked him what 
things, but he won't tell me. Can't 
seem to bring himself to put it into 
words." 

Stevens' f r o w n deepened. 
"Sees things? H e isn't go ing in-

sane, is h e ? " 
" H a r d l y . " Trumbaur shrugged. 

" T h e man has a remarkable mind, 
s trong personality. No, he's quite 
normal, except f o r these hallucina-
t ions of the le ft eye. It isn't unique. 
I 've had some peculiar experiences 
with the optical nerve. Mult ip le 
sight, blind spots and so on. There 
was one patient of mine who imagined 
that everyone she saw had only one 
eye. T h e vision of two objects , you 
see, just came together and made one 
with her distorted f o cus . 

" T h e r e are numbers of ups ide-down 
sight cases. I asked Hammerhurst if 
his i l lusions were similar, but the way 
he laughed at me ' was insulting. 
Much as one might laugh at a child 
inquiring about the fourth dimen-
s i o n ! " 

T h e American doctor whistled, rub-
bing his chin thought fu l ly . T r u m -
baur cleared his throat. 

" A n d then," he blurted abruptly, 
'yesterday he came to me and begged 

me to take out his le ft eye, or the 
grafted tissue, and put in another one ! 
Stevens, this sounds like madness, but 
I assure you Hammerhurst was quite 
normal otherwise. He said his le f t 
eye was dead!" 

ST E V E N S blinked uncomprehend-
ingly at him. 

" D e a d ? Meaning it hasn't adjusted 
to the other t issue?" 

"That , " Trumbaur answered oddly , 
" i s not what he meant, I think. W e l l , 
I 'm go ing home tomorrow. There 's 
nothing I can do, as I told him. One 
doesn't take out a man's eye and put 
in another when it's per fect ly healthy 
and unimpaired. Your operation was 
a complete success—medical ly . Ham-
merhurst 's trouble must be neurotic . 
Good day, sir. It 's been a pleasure 
and an honor to be associated with 
you . " 

Stevens bade him farewell in a g l o w 
of gratitude and went back to his 
w o r k with new enthusiasm. But all 
day he was thinking of the financier 
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and his eerie obsession. A f t e r operat-
ing hours, out o f cur ios i ty he cal led 
the two interns into his office and 
questioned them, hop ing to find some 
angle to dispel Hammerhurst 's morb id 
fear. But what he heard about the 
dy ing charity patient, Stevens de-
cided, was nothing to soothe any neu-
rotic . 

" I f Hammerhurst was told about 
the man's hatred of h im," he said to 
the interns, "that might be the cause 
of his neurosis. But he wasn't , y o u 
say? Noth ing more than m y request 
f o r the funeral m o n e y ? A n d he 'd f o r -
get that at once. Oh, wel l , it 's no 
longer m y case, so what am I w o r r y i n g 
about ? " 

But that evening, at his bachelor 
apartment on A r g y l e Circle , p o u n d i n g 
on the door startled him f r o m a m u c h -
needed nap. W h e n his servant opened 
the door , a disheveled figure shoved 
past and almost fell into Stevens ' 
study. It was J. C. Hammerhurst , 
wearing a black velvet flap over his 
left eye. 

Stevens gaped at him, shocked that 
any man could have lost so much 
weight and taken on so many years 
in a month 's time. T h e man was hag-
gard, sal low and so nervous that his 
hand shook, s loshing out half the 
brandy the doc tor o f fered him at once . 
He stood there, breathing hard like 
a spent runner, that one eye of his 
flitting over the room constantly as 
he spoke in a pleading rush of words . 

"Stevens, I 'm sorry f o r all I — I ' v e 
done to you, or tried to do. Y o u ' v e 
got to help me. You 've got t o ! You ' r e 
the only o n e — " 

T h e Amer i can surgeon looked up 
at him co ld ly . A t the abject humil i ty 
in the tycoon ' s face, his anger van-
ished. Gent ly he led Hammerhurst to 
a chair, eased him into it. 

" T r y to get a gr ip on yourse l f , " the 
doctor murmured soo th ing ly . " T h e r e . 
Lean back and relax. Te l l me all about 
it . " 

Hammerhurst stared at him, his one 
eye glaring we ird ly , filled wi th a hor-
ror so plain that it drove every other 
express ion f r o m his face . His fingers 
p lucked at the chair arm. It was the 
on ly sound in the quiet room. 

"Stevens , " the financier blurted, 
" I ' l l bui ld you that hospital annex. I 
—I'l l g ive y o u a gram of radium, or 

no 



any other equipment you need. Name 
your price, i f—if only you'll—take out 
this left eye of mine and replace it 
with a—a live one. No other surgeon 
in town will take my case. And I — 
just can't stand it any longer!" 

Collapsing, he buried face in hands 
and began to sob weakly. Stevens 
rose, walked to his side and laid a 
steadying hand on his heaving shoul-
der. 

"There , now. Don ' t give way like 
this, Mr. Hammerhurst . H o l d your 
head up a minute. Let 's take a l ook 
at that eye . " 

T h e financier recoi led vio lently , 
j erked away. 

" N o ! " he rasped. " I can't take off 
the flap! I — I can't let i t — " 

Tf HE surgeon paid no attention to 
him. Ski l l fu l ly he r ipped off the 

velvet flap. Ho ld ing his patient's head 
steady, he turned back the c losed le f t 
lid and examined the eyeball. It was 
clear and healthy, on ly a little b l ood -
shot f r o m disuse. But Hammerhurst 
screamed like a wounded horse and 
c lapped a hand over the eye. 

" N o . . . no . . . n o ! " he moaned. 
" O h , don't make me look at i t ! Don ' t , 
d o n ' t ! " 

" A t w h a t ? " Stevens demanded 
quietly . " Y o u must tell me what you 
see, or I can't help you . " 

T h e financier trembled under his 
hand. 

" H o r r i b l e — h o r r i b l e — " he breathed. 
Stevens' grip t ightened on his 

shoulder commandingly . 
" T e l l me," he repeated gently . 

" Y o u must . " 
Hammerhurst shuddered again. 
" I . . . I ' l l tell you , " he whis-

pered sharply. " Y o u won ' t think I 'm 
insane ? I see it, Stevens! I really see 
it with this le ft eye ! It 's dead, you 
know. A dead man's eye. A n d it—it 
sees exact ly what his other eye is see-
ing, not what my r ight eye sees." 

He l i f ted his face s lowly, a white 
mask of horror and despair and sleep-
less nights. Stevens, though accus-
tomed to the sight of suffering, was 
appalled. 

" T h e walls are moldy . T h e furni -
ture is shabby and broken and eaten 
by termites, rotted away by age. I can 
see you as a rott ing corpse, Stevens, 
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with m y le f t e y e ! W i t h his l e f t eye. 
It 's dead, y o u see. That 's w h y I — I 
want it o u t ! " 

" M y G o d ! " Stevens gasped, g r ip -
ping his patient 's arm. " Y o u poor 
devil, I had no idea you were suf fer ing 
f r o m a neurosis l ike th is ! I t ' s on ly 
a neurosis, Mr . Hammerhurst . Y o u 
should have gone to a nerve specialist , 
not to me. Y o u must go t o m o r r o w . " 

T h e faint look o f hope in the ty-
coon 's face died s l owly as he spoke. 
Stevens watched it go out l ike a 
candle, but he talked on. 

" T h e r e ' s nothing to this. It 's all in 
your own mind. Y o u need a rest in a 
g o o d sanatorium. There ' s not a thing 
wrong with your le f t eye. It 's healed 
per fec t ly . I couldn ' t undertake an 
operation on a healthy eye. Y o u must 
see that. Next time it might not be a 
success. Y o u might face a fu ture o f 
partial bl indness." 

T h e laugh that escaped the finan-
cier was wi ld , bitter and despair ing. 

" Y o u think I haven't been to a psy -
chiatrist? I 've seen three ! T h e y can't 
do a thing for me. T h e trouble is in 
this dead eye, I tell y o u ! But you 
refuse, t oo? That 's your a n s w e r ? " 

Stevens nodded, shrugged. Ham-
merhurst 's mouth twisted. He rose 
jerk i ly , s l ipping on the eye-flap with 
hands that shook. 

" I see," he said harshly. " P r o f e s -
sional integrity. I — I thought every-
one could be bought , Stevens. B u t — 
G o o d night . " 

H e ended abruptly and strode 
toward the door , s tagger ing like a 
drunk. 

"Have you t r i e d H o t c h k i s s ? " 
Stevens called after him. " H e ' s the 
best nerve man in the state." 

But the slam of the apartment door 
was his on ly answer. 

W ^ T H E N the morn ing paper came, 
w w he read the headlines and 

cursed himself f o r not running after 
his ex-patient and having him hospi -
talized f o r observation. H e was mad, 
of course. N o sane man w o u l d have 
taken the c igarette l ighter f r o m his 
car and burned out his o w n eyeball 
with it. . . . 

His own eye? Stevens paused and 
the printed co lumn blurred b e f o r e 
his vision. He was thinking suddenly 
o f what those two interns had told 
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him. A fever-wasted little man, dying 
in the charity ward, had whispered 
in a last burst of defiance: 

" M y eyes are my own. They were 
born with me, they grew up with me, 
and now theyll die and be buried with 
me! They're one thing he can never 
own!" 
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DIDN'T EVEN 

KNOW 

MY NAME 

" H E SAID he remembered seeing me around, 
but he didn't even know my name until the 
I. C. S. wrote him that William Harris had 
enrolled for a course of home study and was 
doing fine work. 

' " W h o ' s William Harris?' he asked. 
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad 
to see I was ambitious. Said he'd keep his 
eye on me. 

"He did too. Gave me my chance when 
Frank Jordan was sent out on the road. I 
was promoted over older men who had been 
with the firm for years. 

"My spare-time studying helped me to 
get that job and to keep it after I got it. It 

certainly was a lucky day for me when I 
signed that I. C. S. coupon." 

• • • 

One reason employers recognize the value 
of I. C. S. trainfng is that many of them are 
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that "today's I. C. S. students are tomor-
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wish you had? 
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] Woolen Manufacturing 

] Railway Poetal Clerk 
G Saleemanahlp 
G Secretarial Q 
G Showcard and Sign Lettering 
G Traffic Management 

• Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management. Catering 

A.0* . .Address.. None—....... 

CU> State Pretent Position. -
Canadian rerldmti tend coupon to International Correspondence Sekoois Canadian, Limited, Montreal. Ci 

British residents lend oowxm fo / . 0. 8., 71 Klngtwat. London. W. 0. ». Bnelaad 



MY! YOUR NEW DUO-THERM 
IS CERTAINLY THE 

HANDSOMEST HEATER 
^ T R / EVER SAW! 

R I G H T . . . . AND IN 
THESE TIMES 

DUO-THERMS 
FUEL-OIL SAVING 

MEANS A LOT/ 

Amazing New-Style Heater Keeps Tour House 
Toasty Warm . . . And Conserves Oil at the Same Time 

BEAUTY' E f f i c i e n c y ! E c o n o m y ! 

T h a t ' s what D u o T h e r m offers 
y o u , in heating with clean, s p e e d y , 
c o n v e n / e n l , money sav infj fuel oil.' 

You gst heat foil . . e v e n o n t h e 
frostiest mornings because D u o 
T h e r m ' s n e w , e x c l u s i v e p a t e n t e d 
Power Air Blower forces a flotxl of 
uniform warm air com fort t h r o u g h 
your whole house into every 
nook nnd corner Irom floor to 
i-eiling And Power Air is adiust 
able, t o give y o u just the amount o f 
c irculation desnr-d 

A n d remember . . . only heat that 
is forced by power goes everywhere 
it's needed Heat that is not power 
dr iven rises to tbe ceiling and "loafs" 
there. 

N e w D u o - T h e r m P o w e r - A i r 
l o v t i up to 2 5 % in fue l oi l ! N o w , 
more than ever txrlorc, fuel oil e c o n -

o m y is vitally i m p o r t a n t ! Actual 
tests have proved that D u o T h e r m , 
with its patented Power Air b lower , 
gives you flrxir t o ceiling c o m f o r t 
P L U S up to 25' , saving in fuel 
oil over a heater without P o w e r -
A i r ' A D u o - T h e r m with P o w e r -
Air gives you more h o m e c o m f o r t 
. . and makes every d r o p of oil go 
farther! 

Marvelous new burner! M o d e r n e n -
gineering brings a new peak of effi-
c iency to D u o T h e r m ' s unproved 
Dual-Chamber Burner ' Y o u now 
have comple te flame-control at all 
settings more heat jx-r gallon o f 
cheap fue l ' And D u o Thcrrn is clean, 
silent a n d safe . all m o d e l s a r e 
listed as standard by the Underwri t -
ers' Labora t o n e s 

Look of these features! A s i m p l e 
turn o f the Handy Front Dial gives 

y o u just the degree of heat y o u want 
a n d Coordinated Control in -

sures proper draf t for perfect c o m 
bustion 1 Open the Radiant Door 
and en joy a flood o f cheerful warmth 
Special W a s f e - S t o p p e r saves fuel 

Small d o w n payment ! A s k y o u r 
nearest dealer today t o show y o u the 
m o d e r n D u o T h e r m s — t h e m o s t 
beautiful, most efficient heaters 
ever m a d e ! M a n y models . Capac i t ies 
1 to 6 r o o m s Ask about e a s y terms! 
A n d mail the c o u p o n be low now, for 
c o m p l e t e descr ipt ive i n f o r m a t i o n ! 

HH KADIANT-CIRCULATOK, 

MODEL 3 7 5 -
M 3 9 9 5 

N e w All-Weather 

DUO-THERM 
The Most Popular Fuel-Oil Heater in America 

Model 575-2 Duo-Therm is the beet 
answer for room heating comfort . Radi-
ates and circulates. 

Coer. 1WI. Motor Wh..l Corp. 
I TfAR OUT AND MAIL — TODAYI , 
I D U O - T H E R M D I V I S I O N 

Dept.T*l-4A.Motor Wheel Corporation, Lansing, Mich. 
I Send me, without obligation, complete information 

about Duo-Therm Heaters. I am alao interested in Duo- I 
Therm F u r n a c e s • . . . Water heater a • . . . Trailer 

| Heaters O . . . Ranj0.1 • 
Na rne 1 

Street 

City County State 
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*or FKE£ 
CATALOG! 

WOOD 
Hi Aim 

w j > . j v f V _ 

R ^ l . t f i v - * 

fcJ 

r o x i AMD w o o o iAHC.n 

Fresh from the press-this new 1942 KALAMAZOO 
CATALOG —FREE to you. Mail coupon today! 

newest s c r c a m l i & c d s t y l e s — s e e a m a z i n g n e w fcarures 
— s e e h o w e.sM' r«:> o w n u n e w rang**—as little as d o w n 
o n s t o v e s . C h o o s e f r o m 1 0 6 s t y i c s a n d s i a c s o f R a n g e s , 

H e a r e r s F u i u a i e S . M a u v i l l u s t r a t e d i n f u l l c o l o x . 

C a t a l o g f u l l o f n e w i d e a s — M o r e b a r g a i n * t h a n in 
20 A t O f e * — ( r a s Rari£e.tk C o m b i n a t i o n D i m l - O v f i i 

R a i t ^ r ^ T u f a n i l C < » 1 , tot a m i O i l , f o r J - k x ? r n . i f v 

a n d C o n i ; ( _ o a i a n d W o o d R a n g e s . O i l R a n g e s , O i l 

H e a t e r s , C o a l a n d W o o d H e a t e r s , F u r n a c e s . M a i l C o u p o n 

b e J o w t o d a y t o r F a c t o r y P r i c e s . 

I t i b u n i r t * * * 4 1 y e a r s — K a l a m a z o o h a s b e e n i n b u s i . 

t k s > y e t r \ . W ' e s e l l m i l l i o n s o i d o l l a r s w o r t h o t s t o v e s 

a n d t u r n a c c s ( v u y y e a r . ; , ? i x > , u < J < J S a i L s l i e d U s e r * . > 0 

d a ^ s free T h a i . F a c t o r y G u a r a n t e e . F a c t o r y P r i c e s . 

2<i h o u r s h i p m c m s * S e n d f o r t h i s b i g F R E E 

C A T A L O G . S a v e m o n e y . M a J l C o u p o n t o d a y ! 

Alt Kalamazoo Gas Raage* unJi *>mbin*ti*n Run #91 
approirc/ by American Cat Atfo<i<ition for \Ai-
URAL, MANCFACfUKFD or llO'ITLED GAS. 
Now over 250 Kalamazoo Stores in 15 
S t a t e * . A i k u i f o r o d d r e s i o f n e a r e s t s t o r e . 

Ka4omai»o i i*v» d Pvrnacn C*.r M«fwfaemr«ri 
4 9 3 K o < h « c f o r A v e . , K a l « m « « » a . M l c h l ? * * 

D t - n r S i r * : S e n d F R F E F A C T O R Y C I A T A L O O i . G h e e * 
i ; i w h i c h y o u a r e i n r c r c s r w l -

U Combination Oai. Coal and W o o d or OW • 
H C o m b i n a t i o n C o a l a n d E I » < V r k R < m § » « 

C o « l m * d W o a r f O o i » • » « • • n 

U C o a l 4 W * o d H . « » . r . L O M M « « « « m 

A K a i a m a z a a •f JJrtw 

I f | 0 r M 
^ f ^ i ^ t r r f U Direct to You % 


